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ACT  r. 

SCENE  I.     Be/ore  Leonato's  House. 

Enter  LE,oy\ro,  Hkro,  B k at kicv.,  and  ot^crsj, 
wt/i  a  Messenger. 

Leon  at  0, 

1  Learn  in  this  letter,  that  Don.  Pedro  of  Arragoii 
comes  this  night  to  Messina. 

Mess.  He  is  very  near  by  this  j  he  was  not  threo 
leagues  oil' when  I  left  him. 

J^eon,  How  many  gentlemen  have  you  lost  in 
this  action  ? 

Mess.  Bat  few  of  any  sort,^  and  none  of  name* 

Jjeon.  A  victory  is  twice  itself^  when  the  achiever 
brings  home  fall  numbers.  I  find  here,  that  Don 
Pedro  hath  bestowed  much  honour  on  a  young 
Florentine,  called  Claudio. 

Me.ss,  Much  deserved  on  his  part,  and  equally 
emembered  by  Don  Pedro  :  He  hath  borne  him- 
self beyond  the  promise  ot'  his  age  ;  doing,  in  tlie 
figure  of  a  lamb,  the  feats  of  a  lion  :  he  hath,  in- 
deed, better  bettered  expectation,  than  you  must 
expect  of  me  to  tell  you  how. 

B  2 
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Leon.  He  hath  an  uncle  here  in  Messina  will 
be  very  much  glad  of  it. 

Mess.  I  have  already  delivered  him  letters,  and 
there  appears  much  joy  in  him ;  even  so  much, 
that  joy  could  not  show  itself  modest  enough^ 
without  a  badge  of  bitterness. 

Leon,  Did  he  break  out  into  tears  ? 

Mess,  In  great  measure.^ 

Leon,  A  kind  overflow  of  kindness  :  There  are 
no  faces  truer  than  those  that  are  so  washed. 
How  much  better  is  it  to  weep  at  joy,  than  to  joy 
at  weeping  ? 

Beat.  I  pray  you,  is  signior  Montanto  returned 
from  the  wars,  or  no  ? 

Mess.  I  know  none  of  that  name,  lady  5  there 
was  none  such  in  the  army  of  any  sort. 

I^eon.  What  is  he  that  you  ask  for,  niece  ? 

Ihro.  My  cousin  means  signior  Benedick  of 
Padua. 

Mess.  O,  he  is  returned ,  and  as  pleasant  as 
ever  he  was. 

Beat.  He  set  up  his  bills  here  in  Messina,  and 
challenged  cupid  at  the  flight :  ^  and  my  uncle's 
fool,  reading  the  challenge,  subscribed  for  Cupid, 
and  challenged  him  at  the  bird-bolt. — I  pray  you, 
how  many  hath  he  killed  and  eaten  in  these  wars  ? 
Bat  how  many  hath  he  killed  ?  for,  indeed,  I  pro- 
mised |to  eat  all  of  his  killing. 

Ijeon.  Faith,  niece,  yon  tax  signior  Benedick' 
too  much;  but  he'll  be  meet^  with  you,  I  doubt 
it  not. 

Mess.  He  hath  done  good  service,  lady,  in  tliese 
wars. 

•  Beat.  You  had  musty  victual,  and  he  hath  holp 
to  eat  it :  he  is  a  very  valiant  trencher-man,  ha 
hath  an  excellent  stomach. 

^  Abundance.         3  At  long  lengths,        4-  E  veil. 
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Mess.  And  a  good  soldier  too,  lady.  ' 

Beat,  And  a  good  soldier  to  a  lady ; — But  what 
is  he  to  a  lord  ? 

Mess.  A.  lord  to  a  lord,  a  man  to  a  man  5 
stuffed  with  all  honourable  virtues. 

Beat,  It  is  so,  indeed;  he  is  no  less  than  a 
stuffed  man  :  ^  but  for  the  stuthng, — Well^  we  are 
all  mortal. 

Leon,  You  must  not,  sir,  mistake  my  niece  ; 
there  is  a  kind  of  merry  war  betwixt  signior  Bene- 
dick and  her:  they  never  meet,  but  there  is  a 
skirmish  of  wit  between  them. 

Beat.  Alas,  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  In  our 
last  conflict,  four  of  his  five  wits  went  halting  off, 
and  now  is  the  whole  man  governed  with  one :  so 
that  if  he  have  wit  enough  to  keep  himself  warm^ 
let  him  bear  it  for  a  difference  between  himself 
and  his  horse  :  for  it  is  all  the  wealtii  that  he  hath 
left,  to  be  known  a  reasonable  creature. — ^Who  is 
his  companion  now?  He  hath  every  month  a  new 
sworn  brother. 

Mess,  Is  it  possible  ? 

Beat,  Very  easily  possible :  he  wears  his  faith 
but  as  the  fashion  of  his  hat,  it  ever  changes  widi 
the  next  block.  ^' 

]\[css.  I  see,  lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your  •, 
books. 

Bent.  No  :  an  he  were,  I  would  burn  my  study. 
But,  I  pray  you,  who  is  his  companion?  Is  there 
no  young  squarer^  now,  that  will  make  a  voyage 
with  him  to  the  devil  ? 

Mess.  He  is  most  in  the  company  of  the  right 
noble  Claudio. 

Beat,  O  Lord !    he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a 
B  3 

5  A  Cuckold.  6  Mould  for  a  hut. 

7  Quarrelsome  fellow^ 
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disease  :  he  Is  sooner  caught  than  the  pestilence^ 
and  the  taker  runs  presently  mad.  God  help  the 
noble  Claudio!  if  he  have  caught  tlie  Benedick,  it 
will  cost  him  a  tliousand  pound  ere  he  be  cured. 

Mess.  I  will  hold  friends  with  you^  lady. 

Beat,  Do,  good  friend. 

j£on.  You  will  never  run  mad,  niece. 

Beat.  No,  not  till  a  hot  January. 

Mess.  Don  Pedro  is  approached. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  attended  hij  Balthazar,  and 
others^  Don  John,  Claudio,  r/;/^  Benedick. 

D,  Pedro.  Good  signior  Leonato,  you  are  come 
to  meet  your  trouble  :  the  fashion  of  tiie  world  ig 
to  avoid  cost,  and  you  encounter  it. 

Leon.  Never  came  trouble  to  my  house  in  the 
likeness  of  your  grace  :  for  trouble  being  gone, 
comfort  should  remain;  but,  when  you  depart 
from  me,  sorrow  abides,  and  happiness  takes  his 
leave. 

D,  Pedro.  You  embrace  your  charge^  too  wU- 
iingly.^ — I  tliink,  this  is  your  daughter. 

Leon,  Her  mother  hadi  many  times  told  me  so. 

Bene,  Were  you  in  doubt,  sir,  that  you  asked 
her? 

Leon,  Signior  Benedick,  no ;  for  tlien  were  you 
a  child. 

D,  Pedro.  You  have  it  full.  Benedick:  we  may- 
guess  by  this  what  you  are,  being  a  man.  Truly, 
the  lady  fathers  herself: — Be  happy,  lady!  for  you 
are  like  an  honourable  fatlier. 

Bene.  If  signior  Leonato  be  her  father,  she 
would  not  have  his  head  on  her  shoulders,  for  all 
Messina,  as  like  him  as  she  is. 

Beat.  1  wonder,  that  you  will  still  be  talking^ 
signior  Benedick  ;  no  body  marks  you. 
*  Tru*t. 
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Bene,  What^  my  dear  lady  Disdain!  are  you 
yet  living  ? 

Beat,  Is  it  possible,  disdain  should  die,  while 
she  hath  such  meet  food  to  iced  it,  as  signior 
Benedick  ?  Courtesy  itself  must  convert  to  dis- 
dain, if  you  come  in  her  presence. 

Bene,  Then  is  courtesy  a  turn-coat : — But  it  is 
certain,  I  am  loved  of  all  ladies,  only  you  excepted: 
and  I  would  I  could  find  in  my  heart  that  I  had 
not  a  hard  heart ;  for,  trul}^  I  love  none. 

Beat.  A  dear  happiness  to  women  3  they  would 
else  have  been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  suitor. 
I  thank  God,  and  my  cold  blood,  I  am  of  your 
humour  for  that  3  1  had  rather  hear  my  dog  bark 
at  a  crow,  than  a  man  swear  he  loves  me. 

Bene,  God  keep  your  ladyship  still  in  tliat  mind  ! 
so  some  gentleman  or  otlier  shall  \scape  a  predesti- 
nate scratched  face. 

Beat,  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worse,  an ' 
'twere  such  a  face  as  yours  were. 

Bene.  Well,  you  are  a  rare  jjaj'rot-teaclier. 

Beat,  A  bird  of  my  tongue,  is  better  than  a 
beast  of  yours. 

Bene,  I  would,  my  horse  had  the  speed  of  your 
tongue ;  and  so  good  a  continuer :  But  keep  your 
way  o'  God's  name  5  I  have  done. 
'    Beat.  You  always  end  with  a  jade's  trick  3   I 
•know  you  of  old. 

D,  Bedro,  This  is  the  sum  of  all :  Leonato, — 
iignior  Claudio,  and  signior  Benedick, — my  dear 
friend  Leonato,  hath  invited  you  all.  I  tell  him, 
we  shall  stay  here  at  the  least  a  montli  3  and  he 
heartily  prays,  some  occasion  may  detain  us  longer: 
I  dare  swear  he  is  no  hypocrite,  but  prays  from 
his  heart. 

Leon,  If  you  swear,  my  lord,  you  shall  not  b« 
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forsworn. — Let  me  bid  you  welcorae,  my  lord  : 
being  reconciled  to  tlie  prince  your  brother^  I  owe 
you  all  duty. 

D.  John .  I  thank  'you :  I  am  not  of  many  words, 
but  I  tliank  you. 

Leon .  Please  it  your  grace  lead  on  ? 

D.  Pedro,  Yoiu  hand;,  Leonato^  we  will  go 
tooether. 

o 

[Exeun t  all  but  Be'^t. dick  and  C l audio, 
Claud.  Benedick,   didst  thou  note  the  daughter 
of  signior  Leonato  ? 

Beat,  I  noted  her  not ;  but  I  looked  on  her. 
Claud.  Is  she  not  a  modest  young  lady  ? 

Bene.  Do  you  question  me^  as  an  honest  man 
should  do,  for  my  simple  true  judgment  y  or  would 
you  have  me  speak  after  my  custom,  as  being  a 
professed  tyrant  to  their  sex  ? 

Claud.  No,  I  pray  thee,  speak  in  sober  judgment. 

Bene.  Why,  i'faith,  methinks  she  is  too  low  for 
a  high  praise,  too  brown  for  a  fair  praise,  and  too 
little  for  a  great  praise  :  only  this  commendation 
I  can  afford  her ;  that  were  she  other  than  she  is, 
she  were  unhandsome  5  and  being  no  other  but 
as  she  is,  I  do  not  like  her. 

Claud.  Thou  thinkest,  I  am  in  sporty  I  pray 
thee,  tell  me  truly  how  thou  likes t  her. 

Bene,  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  inquire 
after  her. 

Claud.  Can  the  world  buy  such  a  jewel  ? 

Bene.  Yea,  and  a  case  to  put  it  into.  But  speak 
you  tliis  with  a  sad  brow  ?  or  do  you  play  the 
flouting  Jack ;  to  tell  us  Cupid  is  a  good  hare-| 
finder,  and  Vulcan  a  rare  carpenter  ?  Come,  inj 
what  key  shall  a  man  take  you,  to  go  in  the  song  ?! 

Claud.  In  mine  eye,  she  is  the  sweetest  lad} 
that  ever  I  looked  on. 

Bene,  I  can  see  yet  without  spectacles,  and  ] 
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see  no  such  matter :  there*s  her  cousin,  an  she 
were  not  possessed  with  a  fury,  exceeds  her  as 
much  in  beauty,  as  the  first  of  May  doth  the  last 
of  December.  But  I  hope^  you  have  no  intent  to 
turn  husband }  have  you  ? 

Claud.  I  would  scarce  trust  myself,  though  I  had 
sworn  the  contrary,  if  Hero  would  be  my  wife. 

Bene.  Is  it  come  to  this,  i'faith  ?  Hath  not  the 
world  one  man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with 
suspicion  ?  Shall  I  never  see  a  bachelor  of  three- 
score again?  Goto,  i'faith^  an  thou  wilt  needs 
thrust  thy  neck  into  a  yoke,  wear  the  print  of  it; 
and  sigh  away  Sundays.  Look,  Don  Pedro  is  re- 
turned to  seek  you. 

Re-enter  Don  Pedko. 

JD.  Pedro,  What  secret  hath  held  you  here,  that 
you  followed  not  to  Leonato's  ? 

Bene,  I  would,  your  grace  would  constrain  me 
to  tell. 

D.  Pedro.  I  charge  thee  on  thy  allegiance. 

Bene.  You  hear,  Count  Claudio  :  I  can  be  secret 
as  a  dumb  man,  I  would  have  ypu  think  so ;  but  on 
my  allegiance, — mark  you  this,  on  my  allegiance : 
— He  is  in  love.  Witla  who  ? — now  that  is  your 
grace's  part. — Mark,  how  short  his  answer  is  : — - 
With  Ilero,  Leonato's  short  daughter. 

Claud,  If  this  were  so,  so  were  if;  utter^. 

Bene,  Like  the  old  tale,  my  lord :  it  is  iiot  so, 
nor  'twas  not  so^  but,  indeed,  God  forbid  it  should 
be  so. 

Claud,  If  my  passion  change  not  shortly,  God 
forbid  it  should  be  otherwise. 

D,  Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her  ^  for  the  lady 
is  very  well  wordiy.  v, 

Claud,  You  speak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  lord, 
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JD.  Pedro,  By  my  troth,  I  speak  my  thought. 

Clau(L  And,  in  faith,  my  lord,  I  spoke  mine. 

Bene,  And,  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my 
lord,  I  spoke  mine. 

Claud,  lliat  I  love  her,  I  feel. 

J).  Pedro.  That  she  is  worthy,  I  know. 

Bene,  That  I  neither  feel  how  she  should  ht 
loved,  nor  know  how  she  should  be  worthy,  is  the 
opinion  that  lire  cannot  melt  out  of  me  3  1  will 
die  in  it  at  the  stake. 

D.  Pedro,  Thou  wast  ever  an  obstinate  heretick 
in  the  despite  of  beauty. 

Claud.  And  never  could  maintain  his  part,  but 
in  the  force  of  his  will. 

Bene,  That  a  woman  conceived  me,  I  thank 
her  3  that  she  brought  me  up,  I  likewise  give  her 
most  humble  thanks  :  but  that  I  will  have  a  re- 
cheat'^  winded  in  my  forehead,  or  hang  my  bugle' 
in  an  invisible  baldrick,  *  all  women  shall  pardoii 
me  .  Because  I  will  not  do  them  the  wrong  to  I 
mistrust  any,  I  will  do  myself  the  right  to  trust 
none  5  and  the  line  is,  (for  the  which  I  may  go 
the  liner,)  I  will  live  a  bachelor.  I 

D.  Pedro.  I  shall  see  thee,  ere  I  die,  look  pale 
with  love. 

Bene.  With  anger,  witli  sickness,  or  with  hun- 
ger, my  lord  ;  not  with  love :  prove,  that  ever  I 
lose  more  blood  with  love,  than  I  will  get  again 
with  drinking,  pick  out  mine  eyes  witli  a  ballad-  ' 
maker's  pen,  and  hang  me  up  at  the  door  of  a 
brothel-house,  for  the  sign  of  blind  Cupid. 

D.  Pedro.  Well,  if  ever  tliou  dost  fall  from  this 
faith,  tliou  wilt  pmve  a  notable  argument. 

Bene.  If  I  do,  hang  me  in  a  bottle  like  a  cat^ 

»  Thf  tune  sounded  to  call  oif  the  dogs. 
*  Hunting-horn,  ^  Gudlc. 
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and  shoot  at  me  ;  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be 
clapped  on  the  shoulder,  and  called  Adam.^ 

I),  Pedro,  Weil,  as  time  shall  try : 
///  tifiic  the  savage  bull  doth  hear  the  yoke. 

Bene.  The  savage  bull  may  ;  but  if  ever  tha 
sensible  Benedick  bear  it,  pluck  off  the  bull's 
horns,  and  set  them  in  my  forehead  :  and  let  me 
be  vilely  painted  3  and  in  such  great  letters  as  they 
write.  Here  i.s  good  horse  to  hire,  let  them  signify 
under  my  sign, — Here  you  may  see  Benedick  the 
married  man . 

Cland.  If  this  should  ever  happen,  thou  would*st 
be  horn-mad. 

]),  Pedro,  Nay,  if  Cupid  have  not  spent  all  his 
quiver  in  Venice,  thou  vvilt  quake  for  this  shortly. 

Bene.  I  look  for  an  earthquake  too  then. 

D,  Pedro,  Well,  you  will  temporize  with  the 
hours.  In  the  mean  time,  good  signior  Benedick, 
repair  ta  Leonato's ;  commend  me  to  him,  and 
tell  him,  I  will  not  fail  him  at  supper  5  for,  in- 
deed, he  hath  made  great  preparation. 

Bene,  I  have  almost  matter  enough  in  me  for 
slich  an  embassage  -,  and  so  I  commit  you — 

C/aiid.  To  tlie  tuition  of  God :  From  my  house, 
(iflhadit,) — 

D,  Pedro,  The  sixth  of  July  :  Your  loving 
friend.  Benedick. 

Bene.  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not:  The  body  of 
your  discourse  is  sonnet ime  guarded^  with  frag- 
inents,  inid  the  guards  are  but  slightly  basted  on 
neither  :  ere  you  flout  old  ends  any  further,  exa- 
mine your  conscience  3  and  so  I  leave  you. 

[fInV  Bknedick. 

Claud.  My  liege,  y©ur  highness  now  may  do 
me  good. 

VOL.  II.  c 

3  The  iiainc  of  a  famous  archer.  ♦  Tripinied. 
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D.  Pedro.  My  love  is  thine  to  teach  ;    teach  it 
but  how^ 
And  thou  shalt  see  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  lesson  that  may  do  thee  good. 
Claud,  Hath  Leonato  any  son,  my  lord  ? 
D.  Pedro.  No  child  but  Hero,  she's  his  only  heir : 
Dost  thou  aflect  her,  Claudio  ? 

Claud.  O  my  lord. 

When  vou  went  onward  on  this  ended  action,     ' 
I  look'd  upon  her  with  a  soldier's  eye. 
That  lik'd,  but  had  a  rougher  task  in  hand 
Than  to  drive  liking  to  the  name  of  love  : 
But  now  I  am  relurn'd,  and  that  v/ar-thoughts    ^ 
Have  left  then  places  vacant,  in  their  rooms 
Come  thronging  soft  and  delicate  desires. 
All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is^ 
Saying,  I  hk'd  her  ere  I  went  to  wars. 

D.  Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  presently. 
And  tire  the  hearer  witli  a  book  of  words  : 
If  thou  dost  love  fair  Hero,  cherish  it  -, 
And  I  will  break  with  her,  and  with  her  father. 
And  thou  shalt  have  her  :  Wa'st  not  to  this  end. 
That  thou  began' st  to  twist  so  fine  a  story  ? 

Claud,  How  sweetly  do  you  minister  to  love^ 
That  know  love's  grief  by  his  complexion  1 
But  lest  my  liking  might  too  sudden  seem, 
I  would  have  salv'd  it  with  a  longer  treatise. 
D.  Pedro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broader 
than  the  flood  ? 
The  fairest  grant  is  the  necessity : 
Look,what  will  serve,  is  lit:  'tis  once,  5  tlioulov'stj 
And  I  will  ht  thee  with  the  remedy. 
I  know,  we  shall  have  revelling  to-night  5 
I  will  assume  thy  part  in  some  disguise. 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Claudio  -, 
And  in  her  bosom  I'll  urclasp  my  heart, 
3  Once  for  all. 


Scene  II.  about  kothing.  13 

And  take  her  hearing  prisoner  witJi  the  force 
And  strong  encounter  of  my  amorous  tale  : 
Then^  after^  to  her  father  v/ill  I  break  ; 
And,  the  conclusion  is,  she  shall  be  thine  : 
In  practice  let  us  put  it  presently.  \^Ex€uni. 

SCENE  II. 
A  Room  in  Leonato's  House, 

Enter  Leoxato  fl/?^  Antonio. 

Leon .  How  now^  brother  ?  Where  is  my  cousin^ 
your  son  ?  Hath  he  provided  this  musick  ? 

Ant.  He  is  very  busy  about  it.  But,  brother^ 
I  can  tell  you  strange  news  that  you  yet  dreamed 
not  of. 

Leon,  Are  they  good  r 

Ant.  As  the  event  stamps  them;  but  they  have 
a  good  cover,  they  ::how  well  outward.  The  prince 
and  Count  Claudio,  walking  in  a  thick-pleached^ 
alley  in  my  orchard,  were  thus  much  overheard 
by  a  man  of  mrne:  The  prince  discovered  to 
Claudio,  that  he  loved  my  niece  your  daughter, 
and  meant  to  acknowledge  it  this  night  in  a  dance ; 
and,  if  he  found  her  accordant,  he  meant  to  take 
the  present  time  by  the  top,  and  instantly  break 
with  you  of  it. 

Leon.  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit,  that  told  you 
this  ? 

Ant.  A  good  sharp  fellow :  I  will  send  for  him^ 
and  question  him  yourself. 

Leon.  No,  no;  we  will  hold  it  as  a  dream,  till 
it  appears  itself: — but  I  will  acquaint  my  daughter 
withal,  that  she  may  be  the  better  prepared  for 
»n  answer,  if  peradventure  this  be  true.     Go  you, 

c  2 
^  Thickly-interwoven, 
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and  tell  her  of  it.  \_SeTer(d  •persons  cross  the  sfnire.'] 
Cousins,  you  know  what  you  have  to  do. — O,  I 
cry  you  mercy^  friend  ;  you  go  with  me,  and  I 
will  use  your  skill: — Good  cousins  have  a  care 
tliis  busy  time.  [^E,xeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Another  Iloom  in  Leonato^s  house. 

Enter  Don  Joiix  and  Conuade. 

Con.  What  the  goujere/  my  lord!  why  are  you 
thus  out  of  measure  sad  ? 

D,  John,  There  is  no  measure  in  the  occasion 
that  breeds  it,  therefore  tlie  sadness  is  without 
limit.  ' 

Con.  You  should  hear  reason. 

J),  John.  And  when  1  have  heard  it,  what  bles- 
sing bringeth  it  ? 

Con.  If  not  a  present  remedy,  yet  a  patient  suf- 
ferance. 

D.  John.  I  wonder,  that  thou  being  (as  thou 
say'st  thou  art)  born  under  Saturn,  goest  about  to 
apply  a  moral  medicine  to  a  mortifying  mischief, 
I  cannot  hide  what  I  am  :  I  must  be  sad  when  I 
have  cause,  and  smile  at  no  man's  jests  ;  eat  when 
I  have  stomach,  and  wait  for  no  man's  leisure  3 
sleep  when  I  am  dro\v.sy,  and  tend  to  no  nian's 
business  -,  laugh  when  I  am  meriy,  and  claw  ^  no 
man  in  his  humour. 

Con.  Yea,  but  you  must  not  make  tlie  full  show 
of  tills,  till  you  may  do  it  without  controlment. 
You  have  of  late  stood  out  against  your  brother, 
and  he  hath  ta'en  you  newly  into  his  grace  3  where 
it  is  impossible  you  should  take  true  root,  but  by  th(j 
7  The  venereal  disease,  *  Flatter. 
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fair  weather  that  you  make  yourself:  it  Is  need- 

-  ful  that  you  frame  the  season  for  your  own  harvest. 

D.  John,  I  had  rather  be  a  canker"^  in  a  hedge, 
than  a  rose  in  his  grace ;  and  it  better  fits  my 
blood  to  be  disdained  of  all,  than  to  fasl)ion  a  car- 
riage to  rob  love  from  any  :  in  this,  though  I  Ccin- 
liot  be  said  to  be  a  liattering  honest  man,  it  must 
cot  be  denied  that  I  am  a  ])lain-dealing  villain.  I 
am  trusted  with  a  muzzle,  and  enfranchised  \\\i\\ 
a  clog 3  therefore  I  have  decreed  not  to  sing  in  my 
.cage  ;  If  I  had  my  moutli,  I  would  bite;  if  I  liad 
rny  liberty,  I  would  do  my  liking  :  in  tlie  mean 
time,  let  me  be  that  I  am,  and  seek  not  to  alter 
me. 

Con.  Can  you  make  no  use  of  your  discontent? 

D.  John.  I  make  all  use  of  it,  for  I  use  it  onl}'. 
\Mio  comes  here  ?    Wliat  news,  Eorachio  ? 

Enter  Boraciiio. 

Bora,  I  came  yonder  from  a  great  supper;  tlie 
})nnce,  your  brother,  is  royally  entertained  by 
Leonato  3  and  I  can  give  you  intelligence  of  aa 
intended  marriage. 

D.  John.  Will  it  serve  for  any  model  to  build 
mischief  on  ?  What  is  he  for  a  fool,  that  betrotlis 
himself  to  unquietne ss  ? 

ijo/Y/.  INIarry,  it  is  your  brother's  right  hand. 

JJ.  John.  Who  ?   the  most  exquisite  Claudio? 

Bora.  Even  he. 

7X  John.  A  proper  squire!  And  who,  and  who? 
which  way  looks  he  r 

Bora.  Marry,  on  liero,  the  daughter  and  hiCir 
of  Leonato. 

D.John.  A  very  forward  March  chick!  How 
came  you  to  this  ? 

c  3 
5  Dog-rose. 
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Bora.  Being  entertained  for  a  perfumer,  as  I 
was  smoking  a  musty  room,  comes  me  the  prince 
and  Claudio,  hand  in  hand,  in  sad'  conference 
1  whipt  me  behind  the  arras  5  and  there  heard  ir 
agreed  upon,  that  the  prince  should  woo  Hero  for 
liimself,  and  having  obtained  her,  give  her  to 
count  Claudio. 

B.  John.  Come,  come,  kt  us  thither;  this  may 
prove  food  to  my  displeasure :  that  young  start- 
up hath  all  the  glory  of  my  overthrow ;  if  I  can 
cross  him  any  way,  I  bless  myself  every  way 
You  are  both  sure,  and  will  assist  me  ? 

Co7u  To  the  death,  my  lord. 

D.  John,  Let  us  to  the  o;reat  supper 3  their  cheei 
is  the  greater,  that  I  am  subdued  :  'Would  the 
cook  were  of  my  mind !— Shall  we  go  prove  what's . 
to  be  done  ? 

Bora.  Well  wait  upon  your  lordship.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IL 

SCENE  I.     A  liall  in  Leonato's  House. 

Enter  Lm^ATO,  Antonio,  Heho^  Beatrice^ 

and  fiihers. 

Lcm.  Was  not  count  John  here  at  supper  ? 

Ant.  I  saw  him  not. 

Beat.  How  tartly  that  gentleman  looks!  I 
never  can  see  him,  but  I  am  heart-burned  an 
hour  after. 

Hero,  He  is  of  a  very  melancholy  disposition. 

Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  man,  that  were 
made  just  in  the  mid-Vv^ay  between  him  and  Bene- 
dick :  the  one  is  too  like  an  image,  and  says  no- 
thing 5  and  the  other;  too  like  my  lady's  eldest 
sou,  evermore  tattling. 

4  *  Serious. 
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Leon.  Then  half  signior  Benedick's  tongue  in 
count  John's  mouthy  and  half  count  John's  melan- 
choly in  signior  Benedick's  face^ — 

Beat,  With  a  good  leg,  and  a  good  foot^  uncle, 
and  money  enough  in  his  purse^  such  a  man 
would  win  any  woman  in  the  worlds— -if  he  Could 
get  her  good  will. 

Leon,  By  my  troth,  niece,  thou  wilt  never  get 
thee  a  husband^  if  thou  be  so  shrewd  of  thy 
tongue. 

ylnf.  In  faith,  she  is  too  curst. 

Beat.  Too  curst  is  more  than  curst :  I  shall 
lessen  God's  sending  that  way :  for  it  is  said,, 
God  sends  a  curst  cow  short  horns ;  but  to  a  cow  too 
curst  he  sends  none. 

Leon.  So,  by  being  too  curst^  God  will  send 
you  no  horns. 

Beat.  Just,  if  he  send  me  no  husband ,  for  the 
which  blessing,  I  am  at  him  upon  my  knees  every 
morning  and  evening :  Lord  1  I  could  not  endure 
a  husband  with  a  beard  on  his  face}  I  had  rather 
lie  in  the  woollen. 

Leon.  You  may  light  upon  a  husband,  that  hath 
no  beard. 

Beat.  What  should  I  do  with  him?  dress  him 
in  my  apparel,  and  make  him  my  waiting  gentle- 
woman ?  He  that  hath  a  beard,  is  more  than  a 
youth  3  and  he  that  hath  no  beard,  is  less  tliau  a 
man :  and  he  that  is  more  than  a  youth,  is  not 
for  me  5  and  he  that  is  less  than  a  man,  I  am  not 
for  him  ;  Therefore  I  will  even  take  sixpence  in 
earnest  of  the  bear-herd,  and  lead  his  apes  into 
hell. 

Leo.  Well  then,  go  you  into  hell  ? 

Beat.  No  5  but  to  tlie  gate  5  and  there  will  the 
devil  meet  me,  like  an  old  cuckold,  with  horns 
on  his  head^  and  say?  Get  you  to  haven-^  Beatrice. 
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get  you  to  heaven  ;  /teres  no  place  for  you  maids:  so 
deliver  I  up  my  apeS;,  and  away  to  Saint  Peter  for 
the  heavens  ^  he  shows  me  w  here  the  bachelors 
&it,  and  there  live  we  as  merry  as  ^le  day  is  long. 

A7it,  Well,  niece,  [7'o  Hero.]  I  trusty  you 
will  be  ruled  by  your  father. 

Beat,  Yes^  faith;  it  is  my  cousin's  duty  to 
make  courtesy,  and  say^,  Father,  as  it  please  you : — 
but  yet  for  all  that,  cousin,  let  him  be  a  hand- 
some fellow,  or  else  make  another  courtesy,  and 
say.   Father,  as  it  please  ?ne. 

Leo7i.  Well,  niece,  I  hope  to  see  you  one  day 
fitted  with  a  husband. 

Beat,  Not  till  God  make  men  of  some  other 
metal  than  earth.  Would  it  not  grieve  a  woman 
to  be  over-mastered  with  a  piece  of  valiant  dust  ? 
to  make  an  account  of  her  life  to  a  clod  of  way- 
ward marl  ?  No,  uncle.  Til  none:  Adam's  sons 
are  my  brethren  5  and  truly,  I  liold  it  a  sin  to 
match  in  my  kindred, 

].eon.  Daughter,  remember,  what  I  told  you  : 
if  the  prince  do  solicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  kno^v 
your  answer. 

Beat.  The  fault  will  be  in  the  nmsick,  cousin, 
if  you  be  not  woo'd  in  good  time :  if  the  prince  be 
too  important,^  tell  him,  there  is  measure  in  every 
thin^,  and  so  dance  out  the  answer.  For  hear  me. 
Hero;  Wooing,  wedding,  and  rcpeniing,  is  as  a 
Scotch  jig,  a  measure,  and  a  cinque-pace  :  the  iirst 
suit  is  hot  and  hasty,  like  a  Scotch  jig,  and  full  as 
fantastical )  the  wedding,  mannerly-modest,  as  a 
measure  full  of  state  and  ancientry ;  and  tb.en  comes 
repentance,  and,  with  his  bad  legs,  fldls  into  the 
cinque-pace  faster  and  faster,  till  he  sink  into  his 


grave. 


Leon.  Cousin,  you  apprehend  passing  shrewdly, 
2-  lm|)ortunutc. 
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Beat,  I  have  a  good  eye^  uncle;  I  can  see  a 

church  by  day-iight. 

j£on.  The  revellers  are  entering;  brother^  make 

good  room. 

Enter  Don  Pedko,  Claudio,  Bexkdick^  Bal- 
thazar 3  Don  Jo  n  x ,  Bo  u  a  ch  i  o^  Ma  ro  a  r  ej', 
Ursula,  and  others,  masked. 

D.  Pedro.  Lady,  will  you  walk  about  with  your 
friend  ?  ^ 

Hero,  So  you  walk  softly,  and  look  sweetly, 
and  say  nothing,  I  am  yours  for  the  walk  3  and, 
especially,  when  I  walk  away. 

D.  Fedro.  With  me  in  your  company  ? 

Hero,  I  may  say  so,  when  I  please. 

D.  Pedro.  And  when  please  you  to  say  so? 

Hero.  When  1  like  your  favour ;  for  God  de* 
fend,4  the  lute  should  be  like  the  case! 

D,  Pedro,  My  visor  is  Philemon's  roof  3  within 
;he  house  is  Jove. 

Ilero.  Why,  then  your  visor  should  be  thatch'd. 

jD.  Pedro.  Speak  low,  if  you  speak  love. 

[^lalivs  her  asu'e,^ 

Bene.  Well,  I  would  you  did  like  me. 

Marg,  So  would  not  1,  for  your  own  sake  3  tor 
have  many  ill  qualities. 

Bene.  Which  is  one  ? 

Marg.  I  say  my  prayers  aloud. 

Bene.  I  love  you  the  better;  the  hearers  may 
!y.  Amen. 

Marg.  God  match  me  with  a  good  dancer  ! 

Balth,  Amen. 

Marg.  And  God  keep  him  oat  of  my  sight, 
hen  the  dance  is  done  ! — Answer,  clerk. 

Balth.  No  more  words  3  the  clerk  is  answered. 
3  Lover,  ^  Forbid. 
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Urs.  I  know  you  well  enough;  you  are  signio 
Antonio. 

Ant,  At  a  word^  I  am  not, 

Urs.  I  know  you  by  the  waggling  of  your  head 

Ant.  To  tell  you  true^  I  counterfeit  him. 

Urs,  You  could  never  do  him  so  ill-well^  unles 
you  were  the  very  man  :  Here's  his  dry  hand  u 
and  down  5  you  are  he^  you  are  he. 

Ant,   At  a  word/  I  am  not. 

Urs.  Come^  come;  do  you  think  I  do  notkno\ 
you  by  your  excellent  wit  ?  Can  virtue  hide  itself 
Go  to^  mum,  you  are  he :  graces  will  appear^  an 
there's  an  end. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  tell  me  who  told  you  so  ? 

Be?ie»  No^  you  shall  pardon  me. 

Beat.  Nor  will  you  not  tell  me  w^ho  you  are  ? 

Bene.  Not  now. 

Beat.  That  I  was  disdainful^ — and  that  Tha 

my  good  w^it  out  of  the  Hundred  lyierry  Tales ;~ 

Well,  this  was  signior  Benedick  that  said  so. 

.  Bene.  What's  he  ? 

Beat.  I  am  sure,  you  know  him  well  enough 

Bene.  Not  T,  believe  me. 

Beat,  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh  ? 

Bene.  I  pray  you,  what  is  he  ? 

Beat.  Why,  he  is  the  prince's  jester :  a  very  du 
fool;  only  his  gift  is  in  devising  impossible^'  slai 
ders  :  none  but  libertines  delight  in  him;  and  tl 
commendation  is  not  in  his  wit,  but  in  his  villain) 
for  he  both  pleaseth  men,  and  angers  them,  ar 
then  they  laugh  at  him,  and  beat  him  :  I  am  sur 
he  is  in  the  fleet ;  I  w'ould  he  had  boarded^  me. 

Be7i€.  When  I  know  the  gentleman,  I'll  tell  hi 
what  you  say. 

Beat.  Do,  do  :  he'll  but  break  a  comparison 
5  Incredible.  *  Accosted. 
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two  on  me ;  which,  peradventure^  not  marked^  or 
not  laughed  at,  strikes  him  into  melancholy  j  and 
then  there's  a  partridge'  wing  saved,  for  the  fool 
will  eat  no  supper  that  night.  {^Mitslck  within.'] 
We  must  follow  the  leaders. 

Bene.  In  ever}'-  good  thing. 

Beat.  Nay,  if  they  lead  to  any  ill,  I  will  leave 
them  at  the  next  turning. 

[Dance.     Then  exeunt  all  hut  Don  John, 
BoHACHio,  and  Claudio. 

D.  John.  Sure,  my  brother  is  amorous  on  Hero, 
and  hath  withdrawn  her  father  to  break  with  him 
about  it :  The  ladies  follow  her,  and  but  one  visor 
remains. 

Bora.  And  that  is  Claudio :  I  know  him  by  his 
bearing." 

D.  John.  Are  not  you  signior  Benedick? 

Claud.  You  know  me  well;  I  am  he. 

D.  John.  Signior,  you  are  very  near  my  brother 
in  his  love  :  he  is  enamoured  on  Hero  3  I  pray  you, 
dissuade  him  from  her,  she  is  no  equal  for  his 
birth:  you  may  do  the  part  of  an  honest  man 
in  it. 

Claud.  How  know  you  he  loves  her  ? 

D.  John.  I  heard  him  swear  his  aifection. 

Bora.  So  did  I  too;  and  he  swore  he  would 
jcnarry  her  to-night. 

D.  John.  Come,  let  us  to  the  banquet. 

[Exeunt  Don  Jo  pin  and  Borachio. 

Claud.  Thus  answer  I  in  name  of  Benedick, 
But  hear  these  ill  news  with  the  ears  of  Claudio.— 
'Tis  certain  so; — the  prince  wooes  for  himself. 
Friendship  \^  constant  in  all  oth.er  things. 
Save  in  the  office  and  aifairs  of  love  : 
Therefore,  all  hearts  in  love  use  their  own  tongues  3 
J^et  every  eye  negotiate  for  itself, 

7  Curria^e,  demeanour. 
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And  tnist  no  agent :  for  benuty  is  a  witch, 
Agniwst  whose  charms  faith  nieiteth  into  blood.* 
This  is  an  accident  of  hourly  proof, 
\V  hich  I  mistrusted  not :  Farewell  therefore.  Hero ! 

Re-enter  Benkdick, 

Bene.  Count  Claudio  ? 
Claud.  Yea,  the  same. 
.    Bene,  .Come,  will  you  go  witli  me  ? 
(''laud.  Whither  ? 

Bene.  Even  to  the  next  willow,  al)out  your  own 
business,  count.  What  fashion  will  you  wear  the 
garland  of?  About  your  neck,  like  an  usurer's 
chain?  or  under  your  arm,  like  a  lieutenant's 
scarf?  You  must  wear  it  one  way,  for  the  prince 
hath  got  your  llero. 

(laud.  I  wish  him  joy  of  her. 
Pane.  Why,  that's  spoken  like  an  honest  drover^ 
so   tliey  sell  bullocks.     But  did  you  think,   tlio 
prince  would  have  served  you  thus  ? 
Claud.  I  pray  you,  leave  me. 
Bene.  Ho  !  now  you  strike  like  the  blind  man  5 
*twas  the  boy  that  stole  your  meat,  and  you'll  beat 
the  post. 

Claud.  If  it  will  not  be,  I'll  leave  you.      [E,n7. 
Bene.  Ala^s,  poor  hurt  fowl !  Now  will  lie  creep 

into  sedges. -But,  that  my  lady  Beatrice  should 

know  me,  and  not  know  me!  The  prince's  fool! — 
1  la !  it  may  be,  I  go  under  that  title,  because  I  am 
merry. — ^Yea^  but  so  5  I  am  apt  to  do  myself 
Avrong :  I  am  not  so  reputed  :  it  is  the  base,  the 
bitter  disposition  of  Beatrice,  that  puts  the  world 
into  her  person,  and  so  gives  me  out.  Well,  I'll 
be  revenged  as  I  may. 

s  Passion. 
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Re'Cnter  Don  Pkdko^  HeIio,  67?ri  Leon  ato. 

D,  Pedro.  Kow,   signior,  where's  the  county 
Did  you  see  him  ? 

Bene.  Troth,  my  lord,  I  have  played  the  part  of 
lady  Fame.  I  found  him  here  as  melancholy  as  a 
lodge  in  a  warren  5  I  told  him,  and,  1  think,  I  told 
him  true,  that  your  grace  had  got  the  good  will  of 
this  young  lady  5  and  I  offered  him  my  company 
to  a  willow  tree,  either  to  make  him  a  garland,  as 
being  forsaken,  or  to  bind  him  up  a  rod,  as  being 
worthy  to  be  whipped. 

i).  'Fedro.  To  be  whipped  !  What's  his  fault  ? 

Bene.  The  fiat  transgression  of  a  school-boy 5 
who,  being  overjoy'd  with  finding  a  bird's  nest, 
shows  it  his  companion,  and  he  steals  it. 

D.  Pedro,  Wilt  thou  make  a  trust  a  transgres- 
sion? The  transgression  is  in  the  stealer. 

Bene.  Yet  it  had  hot  been  amiss,  the  rod  had 
been  made,  and  the  garland  too;  for  the  garland 
he  might  have  worn  hirfiself ;  and  the  rod  he 
might  have  bestow'd  on  you,  who^  as  I  take  it, 
have  stoi'n  his  bird's  nest. 

D.  Pedro.  I  will  but  teach  them  to  sing,  and 
restore  them  to  the  owner. 

Bene.  If  their  singing  answer  your  saying,  by 
my  faith,  you  say  honestly. 

D.  Pedro.  The  la[dy  Beatrice  hath  a  quarrel  to 
you;  the  gentleman,  that  danced  with  her,  told 
her,  she  is  much  wronged  by  you. 

Bene.  O,  she  ipisused  me  past  the  endurance  of 
a  blocks  an  oak,  but  with  one  green  leaf  on  it, 
would  have  answered  her  5  my  very  visor  began  to 
assume  life,  and  scold  with  her :  She  told  me,  not 
thinking  I  had  been  myself,  that  I  was  the  prince's 
jester 5  that  I  was  duller  than  a  gr^cU  thaw;  hud- 

VQL.  IJ^  D 
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dling  jest  upon  jest,  with  such  impossible'-^  con- 
veyance, upon  me,  that  I  stood  like  a  man  at  a 
mark,  with  a  whole  army  shooting  at  me :  She 
speaks  poniards,  and  every  word  stabs:  if  her 
breath  were  as  terrible  as  her  terminations,  there 
were  no  living  near  her,  she  would  infect  to  the 
rorth  star,  I  would  not  marry  her,  though  she 
were  endowed  v/ith  all  that  Adam  had  left  IViii) 
before  he  transgressed  :  she  would  have  made 
Hercules  have  turned  spitj  yea,  and  hai^e  cleft 
his  club  to  make  the  fire  too.  Come,  talk  not  of 
her;  you  shall  find  her  the  infernal  Ate'  in  good 
apparel.  I  would  to  God,  some  scholar  would 
conjure  her  3  for,,  certainly,  while  she  is  here,  a 
man  may  live  as  quiet  in  hell,  as  in  a  sanctuary  > 
and  people  sin  upon  purpose,  because  they  would 
go  thither;  so,  indeed,  all  disquiet,  horror,  and 
perturbation  follow  her. 

Re-enter  Cl audio  and  Beatrice. 

J).  Fedro.  Look,  here  she  comes. 

Boie.  Will  your  grace  command  me  any  service 
to  the  world's  end  ?  1  will  go  on  the  slightest 
errand  now  to  the  Antipodes,  that  you  can  demise 
to  send  me  on :  1  will  fetch  you  a  toothpicker  now 
from  the  farthest  inch  of  Asia ;  brmg  you  the  length 
of  Prester  John's  foot;  fetch  you  a  hair  off  the 
great  Cham's  beard;  do  you  any  embassage  to  the 
Pigmies,  rather  than  hold  three  words'  conference 
with  this  harpy :  You  have  no  employment  for 
me  ? 

,  I),  Pedro.  None,  but  to  desire  your  good  com- 
pany. 

bene,  O  God,  sir,  here's  a  dish  I  love  not:  I 
cannot  endure  ray  lady  tongue.  lEjcit, 

9  Incredible.  ^  The  Goddess  of  Discord* 
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D.  Pedro.  Come,  lady,  come 3  you  have  lost  the 
heart  of  signior  Benedick. 

Bt'uf,  Indeed,  my  lord,  he  lent  it  rne  a  While  j 
and  I  give  him  use  ^  for  it,  a  double  heart  for  his 
single  one  :  marry,  once  before,  he  won  it  of  me 
Xvith  false  dice,  therefore  your  grace  may  well  say, 
I  have  lost  it. 

1>.  Pedro.  You  have  put  him  d®wn,  lady,  you 
have  put  him  down. 

Beat.  So  I  would  not  he  should  do  me,  my  lord> 
lest  I  should  prove  the  mother  of  fools.  I  have 
brought  count  Claudio,  whom  you  sent  me  to 
seek.   , 

D.  .Pedro,  V/hy,  how  now.  count  ?  wdierefore 
are  you  sad  ? 

Claud.  Not  sad,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  How  then  ?  Sick  ? 

Claud,  Neither,  my  lord. 

Beat.  The  count  is  neither  sad,  nor  sick,  nor 
merry,  nor  well :  but  civil,  county  civil  as  aii 
orange,  and  sometliing  of  that  jealous  com- 
plexion. 

D.  Pedro.  I'faith,  lady,  I  think  your  blazon  to 
be  true  5  though,  I'll  be  sworn,  if  he  be  so,  his 
conceit  is  fcdse.  Here,  Claudio,  I  have  wooed  in 
thy  name,  and  fair  Hero  is  won ;  I  have  broke 
w^ith  her  father,  and  his  good  will  obtained  :  name 
tHie  day  of  marriage,  and  God  give  thee  joy  ! 

Leon.  Count,  take  of  me  my  daughter,  and  with 
her  my  fortunes  :  his  grace  hath  made  the  match, 
«nd  all  grace  say  Amen  to  it ! 

Beat,  Speak,  count,  'tis  your  cue.^ 

Claud.  Silence  is  the  perfectest  herald  of  joy  :  I 
were  but  little  happy,  if  I  could  say  how  much. — • 

d2 

^  Interest.        3  Turn:  a  phrase  among  the  players. 
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Lady^  as  you  are  .piine,  I  am  yours  :  I  give  away 
myself  for  you,  and  dote  upon  the  exchange. 

Beat.  Speak;,  cousin ;  or,  if  you  cannot,  stop 
his  mouth  with  a  kiss,  and  let  him  not  speak;, 
neither. 

p,  Ptdro,  In  faith,  lady,  you  have  a  merry 
heart. 

Beat.  Yea,  my  lord ;  I  thank  it,  poor  fool,  it 
keeps  on  the  windy  side  of  care  : — My  cousin  tells 
him  in  Iiis  ear,  that  lie  is  in  her  heart. 

Claud,  And  so  she  doth^.  cousin. 

Ecaf,    Good  lord,    for  alliance! — Thus   goes 
CYery  one  to  the  world  but  I,   and  I  am  sun 
burned :  I  may  sit  in  a  corner,  and  cry,  heigh  ho ! 
for  a  fiusband. 

.D.  Pedro,  Lady  Beatrice,  I  will  get  you  one. 

Jkat.  I  would  rather  have  one  of  your  father's 
getting:  Hath  your  grace  ne'er  a  brother  like  you? 
Your  falJ.:ier  got  excellent  husbands,  if  a  maid 
could  come  by  them. 

iJ.  Pedro.  Will  you  liave  me,  lady  ? 

Beat.  No,  my  lord,  unless  I  might  have  another 
for  working-days  5  your  grace  is  too  costly  to  wear 
every  day  : — BuJ:,  I  beseech  your  grace,  pardon 
me:  I  was  born  to  speak  all  mirth,  and  no 
matter, 

,  D,  Pedro.  Your  silence  most  offends  me,  and 
to  be  merry  best  becomes  you  ;  for,  out  of  ques- 
tion, you  were  born  in  a  merry  hour, 

Biat,  No,  sure,  my  lord,  my  mother  cry'd3  but 
then  there  was  a  star  danced,  and  under  that  w^as 
I  born. — Cousins,  God  give  you  joy ! 

Leon.  Niece,  will  you  look  to  those  things  I 
told  you  of  ? 

Beat.  I  ciy  you  mercy,  uncle. — By  your  grace* s 
pardon.  lErat  Bi^^atrice. 

JJ*  Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  pleasant-spirited  lady. 
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Leon.  There's  little  of  the  melancholy  element 
in  her^  my  lord :  she  is  never  sad^  but  when  she 
sleeps;  and  not  ever  sad  then 3  for  I  have  heard 
my  daughter  say,  she  hath  often  dreamed  of  un- 
happiness,  and  waked  herself  with  laughing. 

v.  Pedro,  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  of  a 
husband. 

Leon.  O,  by  no  means 3  she  mocks  all  her 
•wooers  out  of  suit. 

D.  Pedro.  She  were  an  excellent  wife  for  Be- 
nedick. 

Leon.  O  lord^  my  lord;,  if  they  were  but  a  week 
married,   they  would  talk  themselves  mad. 

D.  Pedro.  Count  Claudio,  when  mean  you  to  go 
to  church  ? 

Claud.  To-morrow  my  lord :  Time  goes  on 
crutches,  till  love  have  all  his  rites. 

Leon.  Not  till  Monday,  my  dear  son,  which  is 
hence  a  just  seven-night  5  and  a  time  too  brief  too^ 
to  have  all  things  answer  my  mind. 

L).  Pedro.  Come,  you  shake  the  head  at  so  long 
a  breathing;  but,  I  warrant  thee,  Claudio,  tlie 
time  shall  not  go  dully  by  us;  I  will,  in  the  in- 
terim, undertake  one  of  Hercules'  labours;  which 
is,  to  bring  signior  Benedick,  and  the  lady  Beatrice 
into  a  mountain  of  affection,  the  one  with  the 
other.  I  would  fain  have  it  a  match;  and  Idoubt 
not  but  to  fashion  it,  if  you  three  will  but  minister 
such  assistance  as  I  shall  give  you  direction. 

Leon.  My  lord,  I. am  for  you,  though  it  cost  me 
ten  nights'  watchings. 

Claud,  And  T,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  And  you  too,   gentle  Hero  ? 

Hero.  I  will  do  any  modest  office,  my  lord,  to 
help,  my  cousin  to  a  good  husband. 

D.  Pedro.  And  Benedick  is  not  the  unhope- 
d3 
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fullest  husband  that  I  know:  thus  far  can  I  praise 
him  y  he  is  of  a  noble  strain/  of  approved  valour, 
and  confirmed  honesty.  I  v^ill  teach  you  how  to 
humour  your  cousin^  that  she  shall  fall  in  love 
with  Benedick  : — and  I,  with  your  t\vo  helps,  will 
so  practice  on  Benedick,  that,  in  despite  of  his 
quick  wit  and  his  queasy  ^  stomach,  he  shall  fall  in 
love  with  Beatrice.  If  we  can  do  this,  Cupid  is 
no  longer  an  archery  his  glory  shall  be  ours,  for 
we  are  the  only  love-gods.  Go  in  with  me,  and 
Jwill  tell  you  my  drift.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Another  Room  in  Leonato's  llutisc. 
Enter  Don  Jo  ii  x  and  Bora c  ii  i  o  . 

.D.  John,  It  is  so;  the  count  Claudio  shall  marry 
the  daughter  of  Leonato. 

Bora.  Yea,  my  lord  5  but  I  can  cross  it. 

D.John,  Any  bar,  any  cross,  any  impediment 
will  be  medicinable  to  me :  I  am  sick  in  displeasure 
to  him)  and  whatsoever  comes  athwart  his  aifec- 
tion,  ranges  evenly  with  mine.  How  canst  thou 
cross  this  marriage  ? 

Bora,  Not  honestly,  my  lord ,  but  so  covertly 
that  no  dishonesty  shall  appear  in  me. 

X).  John,  Show  me  briefly  how. 

Bora.  I  think,  I  told  your  lordship,  a  year  since, 
how  much  I  am  in  the  favour  of  Margaret^,  tlie 
waiting-gentlewoman  to  Hero. 

D,  John,  I  remember. 

Bora,  I  can,  at  any  unseasonable  instant  of  the^ 
night,  appoint  her  to  look  out  at  her  lady's  cham- 
ber-window. 

4  Lineage.  5  Fastidious. 


I>.  John.    What  life  is  in  that^  to  be  the  death 

of  this  marriage  ? 

Bora,  The  poison  of  that  lies  in  you  to  temper. 

Go  you  to  the  prince  your  brother;  spare  not  to 

tell  him,  that  he  hath   wronged  his  honour  in 

marrying  the  renowned  Claudio  (whose  estimation 

do  you  mightily  hold  up)  to  a  contaminated  stale, 

such  a  one  as  Hero. 

D.  John.  What  proof  shall  I  make  of  that  ? 
Bora.  Proof  enough  to  misuse  the  prince,  to 

vex  Claudio,  to  undo  Hero,  and  kill  Leonato  : 

Look  you  for  any  dther  issue  ? 

D.  John.  Only  to  despite  them,  I  will  endea- 

'vour  any  thing. 

Bora.  Go  then,  find  me  a  meet  hour  to  draw 

t)on  Pedro  and  the  count  Claudio,  alone:  tell 
them,  that  )'^ou  know  that  Hero  loves  me  ;  intend  ^ 
a  kind  of  zeal  both  to  the  prince  and  Claudio,  as — 
in  love  of  your  brother's  honour  who  hath  made 
this  match;  and  his  friend's  reputation,  who  is 
thus  like  to  be  cozened  with  tlie  semblance  of  a 
maid, — that  you  have  discovered  thus.  They  will 
scarcely  believe  this  without  trial :  offer  them  in- 
stances ;  which  shall  bear  no  less  likelihood,  thau 
to  see  me  at  her  chamber-window;  hear  me  call 
Margaret,  Hero;  hear  Margaret  term  me  Bora- 
chio;  and  bring  them  to  see  this,  the  very  night 
before  the  intended  wedding:  for,  in  the  mean 
time,  I  will  so  fashion  the  matter,  that  Hero  shall 
be  absent;  and  there  shall  appear  such  seeming 
ttruth  of  Flero's  disloyalty,  that  jealousy  shall  be 
,caird  assurance,  and  ail  the  preparation  over- 
thrown. 

D.  John.  Grow  this  to  what  adverse  issue  it  can, 
I  will  put  it  in  practice :  Be  cunning  in  the  v/ork- 
mg  this,  and  thy  fbe  is  a  thousand  ducats. 
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Bora,  Be  yon  constant  in  the  accusation^  anc 

my  cunning  shall  not  shame  me. 

D,  Jchn,    I  will  presently  go  learn  their  clay  oi 

marriage.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 


Leonato' s  Ga rdcn . 

Enter  Benedick  and  a  Boy. 

Bene.  Boy. — 

Boy,  Signior.  • 

Bene,    In  my  chamber-window  lies  a  book; 
bring  it  hither  to  me  in  the  orchard. 

i>6i//...  I  am  here  already,  sir. 

Bene,  I  luiow  tliat  3 — but  I  would  have  thee 
Jience,  and  here  again.  [Er/Y  Boy.] — I  do  muclj 
wonder,  that  one  man,  seeing  ho\^'  mych  anothei 
man  is  a  fool  when  he  dedicates  his  behaviours  to 
love,  w^ll,  after  he  hath  laughed  at  such  shallow 
follies  in  others,  become  the  argument  of  his  own 
scorn,  by  falling  in  love  :  And  such  a  man  is 
CI  audio.  I  have  known,  when  there  was  no  mu- 
sick  with  him  but  the  drum  and  hfe  ,  and  now| 
had  he  rather  hear  the  tabor  and  the  pipe:  I  have 
known,  when  he  \\'ould  have  walked  ten  mile 
afoot,  io  see  a  good  armour  ;  and  now  will  he  lie 
ten  ni gilts  awake,  carving  the  fashion  of  a  new 
doublet.  He  was  wont  to  speak  plain,  and  to  the 
purpose,  like  an  honest  man,  and  a  soldier  ^  and 
now  is  he  turn'd  orthographer  3  his  words  are  a 
very  fantastical  banquet,  just  so  many  strange 
dishes.  May  I  be  so  converted,  and  see  with 
these  eyes  ?  I  cannot  tell  3  I  think  not :  I  will  not 
be  sworn,  but  love  may  transform  me  to  an  oyster 5 
but  I'll  take  my  oath  on  it,  till  he  have  made  an 
oyster  of  me,  he  shall  never  make  me  such  a  fool. 
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One  woman  is  fair  3  yet  I  aiti  well :  another  is 
wise  'y  yet  I  am  well :  another  virtuous ;  yet  I 
am  well :  but  till  all  graces  be  in  one  woman, 
one  woman  shall  not  come  in  my  grace.  Rich 
she  shall  be,  that's  certain  ;  wise,  or  I'll  none  ; 
virtuous,  or  I'll  never  cheapen  her  3  fair,  or  I'll 
never  look  on  her  3  mild,  or  come  not  near  me  3 
noble,  or  not  I  for  an  angel ;  of  good  discourse, 
an  excellent  musician,  and  her  hair  shall  be  of 
what  colour  it  please  God.  Ha  !  the  prince  and 
monsieur  Love !  I  will  hide  me  in  the  arbour. 

Enter  Don  Vedro^  Leois^ato,  and  Clavdio, 

D.  Pedro.  Come,  shall  we  hear  this  musick  ? 
Claud.   Yea,    my  good  lord : — How  still   the 
evening  is. 
As  hush'd  on  purpose  to  grace  harmony ! 

D.  Pedro,  See  you  where  Benedick  hath  hid 

himself  ? 
Clavd.  O,  very  well,  my  lord:  the  musick  endedj 
We'll  fit  the  kid-fcx'  with  a  penny-wortli. 

Enter  Balthazar,  tvitk  nrusick, 

D.Pedro,  Come,  Balthazar,  w^e'U  hear  that  song 
again. 

BaltL   O  good  my  lord,  tax  not  so  bad  a  voice 
To  slander  musick  any  more  than  once. 

D.  Pedro.  It  is  the  witness  still  of  excellency. 
To  put  a  strange  face  on  his  own  perfection  : — 
!  pray  thee,  sing,  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

Baith.  Because  you  talk  of  wooing,  I  will  sing: 
Since  many  a  wooer  doth  commence  his  suit 
To  her  he  thinks  not  worthy  3  yet  he  wooes  3 
Yet  will  he  swear,  he  loves. 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  pray  thee,  come: 

^  Young  or  cub-fox. 
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Or,  if  thou  wilt  hold  longer  argument. 
Do  it  in  notes. 

HaWi.  Note  this  before  my  notes. 

There's  not  a  note  of  mine  tliat's  worth  the  noting 

D.  Pedro,  Why  these  are  very  crotchets  that  h< 

speaks  ; 

Note,  notes,  forsooth,  and  noting !  [Mmkk 

Bene,  Now,  Divine  air  I  now  is  his  soui  ra 
vished! — Is  it  not  strange,  that  sheep's  guts  shouk 
hale  souls  out  of  men's  bodies  ? — -Weil^  a  horn  fo 
my  money,  when  ail's  done. 

Balthazar  si/fgs, 

I.      ' 

Balth.  Sigh  no  more,  ladies,  sigh  ?io  inorey 
Men  were  dece iters  ever  ; 
One  foot  in  sea,  and  one  on  shore  ; 
To  one  thing  constant  never  : 
Then  sigh  Jiot  so. 
But  let  thorn  go, 
And  be  you  blith  Gihd  bonny  ; 
Converting  all  your  sounds  erf  woe 
Into,  Hey  nonny,  nonny. 

II. 

Sing  710  wore  ditties,  sing  no  mo^ 
Of  duwj)s  so  duil  and  heavy  ; 

The  fraud  of  wen  was  ever  so, 
Since  summer  frst  was  leavy. 
Then  sigh  not  so,  SfC, 

D.  Pedro,.  By  my  troth,  a  good  song, 
Balth,  And  an  ill  singer,  my  lord. 
D,  Pedro.    Ha  ?  no  ;  no,   faith  3    thou  singe 
well  enough  for  a  shift. 

2  Longer. 
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Henc.  [.■I'idf,']  An  he  had  been  a  dog,  that 
should  have  howled  thus;  they  would  have  hanged 
"ihu  :  and,  I  pray  God,  his  bad  voice  bode^io 
fnischief !  Ihad  as  lief  have  heard  the  night-raven, 
:ome  what  plague  could  have  come  after  it. 

D.  Pedro,  Yea,  marry 5  [7oCl audio.] — Dost 
thou  hear,  Balthazar?  1  pray  thee,  get  us  some 
excellent  musick ;  for  to-morrow  night  we  would 
liave  it  at  the  lady  Hero's  chamber- window. 

Jialth.  The  best  I  can,  my  lord. 

LK  Pedro,  Do  so  :  farewell.  [Eveun/:  Baltu  a- 
MR  and  wm ick,']  Come  hither,  Leon ato  :  What 
yas  it  you  told  me  of  to-day  ?  that  your  niece 
Jeatrice  was  in  love  with  -signior  Benedick  ? 
^  C/aud.  O,  ay:— Stalk  on,  stalk  on  5  the  fowl 
;its.  [Aside  /o  Pedro.]  I  did  never  think  that 
iidy  would  have  loved  any  man. 

Leoji.  No,  nor  1  neither;  but  most  wonderful, 
hat  slie  should  so  dote  on  signior  Benedick,  Avhom 
he  hath  in  all  outward  behaviours  seemed  ever  to 
•bhor. 

Bejip.    Is't   possible  ?    Sits    the   wind   in   that 

^7^^'^  lAskle. 

Leov.  By  my  troth,  my  lord,  I  cannot  tell  what 

0  think  of  it ;  but  that  she  loves  him  with  an  en- 
aged  affection,— it  is  past  the  infinite  of  thought.^ 

l\  Pedro:  M'dy  be,  she  doth  but  counterfeft. 

Claud.  'Faith,  like  enough. 

Uon,  OGod!  counterfeit!  There  never  was 
r)unterfeit  of  passion  pame  so  near  the  life  of  pas- 
r>n,  as  she  discovers  It. 

D.Pedro.  Why,  what  effects  of  passion  shows 

1  ClaiaL  Bait  the  hook  vv^ell  5  this  fish  will  bite. 

[Aside. 
5  Beyond  the  power  of  thought  to  conceive. 
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Leon,  What  effects,  my  lord !  She  will  sit  you^—l 
You  heard  mv  daughter  tell  you  how.  | 

Claud.  She  did^  indeed. 

D.Pedro.  How,  how^  I  pray  you  ?  You  amazi 
me :  1  would  have  thought  her  spirit  had  beei 
invincible  against  all  assaults  of  affection. 

Leon,  I  would  have  sworn  it  had,  my  lord 
especially  against  Benedick. 

Bvnt,  [_Asidt\']  I  should  think  tliis  a  gull,  bu 
that  the  white-bearded  fellow  speaks  it :  knaver 
cannot,  sure,  hide  itself  in  such  reverence. 

Claud,  He  hath  ta'en  the  infection  3  hold  it  up 

l/hidi 

D.  Pedro.  Hath  she  made  her  aiicction  know: 
to  Benedick  ? 

Lco/kNo;  and  swears  she  never  will :  that' 
her  torment. 

Claud.  'Tis  true,  indeed}  so  your  daughter  says 
Shall],  says  she,  that  have  no  oft  encounter  dhh 
with  scorn,  icrite  to  hbn  that  I  love  him  ? 

Ijcon.  This  says  she  now  when  she  is  beginnin 
to  write  to  him  :  for  she'll  be  up  twenty  times 
night:  and  there  will  she  sit  in  her  smock,  till  sh 
have  writ  a  sheet  of  paper  -.' — m.y  daughter  tel 
us  all. 

Claud.  Now  you  talk  of  a  sheet-  of  paper,  I  re 
member  a  pretty  jest  your  daughter  told  us  of. 

Peon.  O! — When  she  had  w^rit  it,  and  wi 
reading  it  over,,  she  found  Benedick  and  Beatric 
between  the  sheet  ? — 

Claud.  That. 

Leon,  O !  she  tore  the  letter  into  a  thousan 
lialf-pence  j  railed  at  herself,  that  she  should  I 
s(1  inmiodest  to  v.  rite  to  one  that  she  knew  wou 
flout  her  :  /  measure  him,  says  she,  %  my  oun  spirts 
for  I  should Jlout  him,  y'  he  writ  to  we ;  yea,  thou^ 
I  love  him,  I  should.  4^ 
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Claud,  Then  down  upon  her  knees  she  falls, 
weeps,  sobs,  beats  her  heart,  tears  her  hair,  prays, 
curses  ^ — 0  svocet  Benedick  !  God  give  me  patience  / 

Leon,  She  doth  indeed;  my  daughter  says  so : 
and  the  ecstasy  ^  hath  so  much  overborne  her,  that 
my  daughter  is  sometime  afraid  she  will  do  a 
desperate  outrage  to  herself  5  It  is  very  true. 

D.  Pedro,  It  were  good,  that  Benedick  knew 
of  it  by  some  other,  if  she  will  not  discover  it. 

Claud.  To  wdiat  end  ?  He  would  but  make  a 
sport  of  it,  and  torment  the  poor  lady  worse. 

D.  Pedro.  An  he  should,  it  were  an  alms  to 
hang  him  :  She's  an  excellent  sweet  lady ;  and^ 
^put  of  all  suspicion,  she  is  virtuous. 

Claud,  And  she  is  exceeding  wise* 

D.  Pedro.  In  every  thing,  but  in  loving  Bene- 
dick. 

Leon.  O  my  lord,  wisdom  and  blood  combating 
in  so  tender  a  body,  we  have  ten  proofs  to  one, 
that  blood  hath  the  victory.  I  am  sorry  for  her, 
as  I  have  just  cause,  being  her  uncle  and  her 
'guardian. 

D.  Vtdro.  I  would,  she  had  bestowed  this  dotage 
on  me :  I  would  have  daff'd^  all  other  respects,  and 
made  her  half  myself:  I  pray  you,  tell  Benedick, 
of  it,  and  hear  what  he  will  say. 

Leon.  Were  it  good,  think  you  ? 

Claud.  Hero  thinks  surely,  she  will  die :  for  she 
;ays,  she  will  die  if  he  love  her  not  5  and  she  will 
iie  ere  she  makes  her  love  known  3  and  siie  will 
iie  if  he  woo  her,  rather  than  she  will  'bate  one 
:^reath  of  her  accustomed  crossness. 

D.  Pedro.  She  doth  well .  if  she  should  make 
ender  of  her  love,  'tis  very  possible  he'll  scorn  it ; 

vu^.  II.  E 

*  Alienation  of  mind.  ^  Thrown  off. 
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for  the  mail;,  as  you  know  all^  hath  a  contemptible 
spirit. 

Claud.  He  is  a  very  proper'^  man. 

jD.  Pedro,  He  hath^  indeed^  a  good  outwarc 
happiness. 

Claud.  'Fore  God,  and  in  my  mind,  wery  wise. 

D,  Pedro.  He  doth,  indeed,  show  some  sparks 
that  are  like  wit. 

Leon.  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant. 

D.  Pedro.  As  Hector,  I  assure  you:  and  in  tlie 
managing  of  quarrels  you  may  say  he  is  wise;  foi 
either  he  avoids  them  with  great  discretion,  or  un' 
dertakes  them  with  a  most  christian-like  fear. 

Leon,  [f  he  do  fear  God,  he  must  necessarilj 
keep  peace  ^  if  he  break  the  peace,  he  ought  tc 
enter  into  a  quarrel  with  fear  and  trembling. 

.D.  Pedro.  And  so  will  he  do 3  for  the  man  dot! 
fear  God,  howsoever  it  seems  not  in  him,  by  som< 
Isrge  jests  he  will  make.  Well,  I  am  sorry  foi 
your  niece  :  Shall  we  go  see  Benedick,  and  tel 
him  of  her  love  ? 

Claud.  Never  tell  him,  my  lord  -,  let  her  wea 
it  out  with  good  counsel. 

Lean.  Nay,  that's  impossible  5  she  may  wea 
her  heart  out  first. 

I).  Pedro.  Well,  w^e'll  hear  further  of  it  b]i 
your  daughter  5  let  it  cool  the  while.  I  love  Bene 
dick  well  ;  and  I  could  wish  he  w^ould  modesth 
examine  himself,  to  see  how  much  he  is  unworth; 
so  good  a  lady. 

Leon.  My  lord,  will  you  walk  ?.  dinner  is  ready 

Claud.  If  he  do  not  dote  on  her  upon  this, 
will  never  trust  my  expectation.  \_Asidt 

D.  Pedro.  Let  there  be  the  same  net  spread  foj 
her  3  and  that  must  your  daughter  and  her  gentlel 
\^oman  carry.    The  sport  will  be,  when  they  hoL 
3  Contemptuous.  ^  Handioiue. 
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one  an  opinion  of  another's  dotage,  and  no  such 
matter  3  that's  the  scene  that  I  would  see^,  which 
will  be  merely  a  dumb  show.  Let  us  send  her  ta 
call  him  in  to  dinner.  \_Asi(k, 

[^Exeunt  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  and  Leon  ato. 

Benedick  ad-cances from  the  arbour. 

Bene,  This  can  be  no  trick  :  The  conference  was 
sadly  borne.  ^' — They  have  the  truth  of  this  from 
Hero.  They  seem  to  pity  the  lady  -,  it  seems,  her 
affections  have  their  fall  bent.  Love  me !  why,  it 
must  be  requited.  I  hear  how  1  am  censured  : 
they  say,  I  wdil  bear  myself  proudly,  if  I  perceive 
tlie  love  come  from  her  ;  they  say  too,  that  she 

I  will  rather  die  than  give  any  sign  of  affection. — I 
did  never  think  to  marry: — L  must  not  seem 
proud  : — Happy  are  they  that  hear  their  detrac- 

'  lions,  and  can  put  them  to  mending.     They  say, 

I  the  lady  is  fair;  'tis  a  truth,  I  can  bear  them  wit- 
jiess  :  and  virtuous  j — 'tis  so,  I  cannot  reprove  it^ 
and  wise,  but  for  loving  me  : — By  my  troth,  it  is 
no  addition  to  her  wit  3 — nor  no  great  argument  of 
her  folly,  for  I  will  be  horribly  in  love  with  her, — 
I  may  chance  have  some  odd  quirks  and  remnants 
of  w^it  broken  on  me,  because  1  have  railed  so  long 
against  marriage : — But  doth  not  the  appetite  alter: 
A  man  loves  the  meat  in  his  youth,  that  he  cannot 
endure  in  his  age  :  Shall  quips,  and  sentences,  and 

i  .hese  paper  bullets  of  the  brain,  awe  a  man  from 
^he  careea'  of  his  humour  ?  No  :  The  world  must 
.^e  peopled.  When  1  said,  I  w^ould  die  a  bachelor, 
!  did  not  think  1  should  live  tilll  were  married. — 
-lere  comes  Beatrice:  By  this  day,  she's  a  fair 
lady  :  I  do  spy  som^e  marks  of  love  in  her. 

E  2 
s  Seriously  carried  on. 
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Enter  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Against  my  will,  I  am  sent  to  bid  you 
come  in  to  dinner. 

Bene.  Fair  Beatrice,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains. 

Beat,  I  took  no  more  pains  for  those  thanks, 
than  you  take  pains  to  thank  me  5  if  it  had  been 
painful,  I  would  not  have  come. 

Bene.  You  take  pleasure  in  the  message  ? 

Beat,  Yea,  just  so  much  as  you  may  take  upon 
a  knife's  point,  and  choke  a  daw  withal : — ^Yon 
have  no'stomach,  signior^  fare  you  well.     [Exit. 

Bene.  Ha  !  Against  my  will  I  am  se?tt  to  bio 
you  come  to  dinner — there's  a  double  meaning  in 
that.  I  took  no  more  pains  for  those  thanksy  timi 
you  took  pains  to  thank  me — that's  as  much  as  tc 
say.  Any  pains  that  I  take  for  you  is  as  easy  aj 
thanks  : — If  I  do  not  take  pity  of  her,  I  am  i 
villain  ;  if  I  do  not  love  her,  I  am  a  jew  :  I  wil 
go  get  her  picture.  \^Exit 

ACT  fIL 
SCENE  I.     Leonato's  Garden. 

Enter  Hero,  Margaret,  and  Ursula. 

Hero.  Good  Margaret,  run  thee  into  the  parlour 
There  shalt  thou  find  my  cousin  Beatrice 
Proposing^  with  the  Prince  and  Claudio  : 
Whisper  her  ear,  and  tell  her,  I  and  Ursula 
Walk  in  the  orchard,  and  our  whole  discourse 
Is  all  of  her ;  say,  that  thou  overheard'st  us  ^ 
And  bid  her  steal  into  the  pleached  bower. 
Where  honey-suckles,  ripen'd  by  the  sun, 
P'orbid  the  sun  to  enters — like  favourites. 
Made  proud  by  princes,  that  advance  their  pride 
^  Discoursing. 
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Urs,  Sure,  sure^  such  carping  is  not  commend- 
ablc. 

Hero,    No :    not  to  be  so  odd^  and  from  all 
fashions, 
As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendable  : 
But  who  dare  tell  her  so  ?  If  I  should  speak. 
She'd  mock  me  into  air  5  O,  she  would  laugh  me 
Out  of  myself,  press  me  to  death  with  wit. 
Therefore  let  Benedick^  like  covered  fire. 
Consume  away  in  sighs,  waste  inwardly : 
It  were  a  better  death  than  die  with  mocks  ; 
.Which  is  as  bad  as  die  with  tickling. 

Urs,  Yet  tell  her  of  it  5  hear  what  she  will  say. 

Hero,  No  5  ratlier  I  will  go  to  Benedick, 
And  counsel  him  to  hght  against  his  passion  : 
And,  truly,  I'll  devise  some  honest  slanders 
To  stain  my  cousin  with :  On  doth  not  know^ 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  empoison  liking. 
,    Urs.  O,  do  not  do  your  cousin  such  a  wrong. 
'  She  cannot  be  so  nmch  without  true  judgment, 
(Having  so  swift "^^  and  excellent  a  wit. 
As  she  is  priz'd  to  have,)  as  to  reiiise 
So  rare  a  gentleman  as  signior  Benedick. 

Hero.  He  is  the  only  man  of  Italy, 
Always  excepted  my  dear  Claudio. 

Urs.  I  pray  you,  be  not  angry  with  me,  madam. 
Speaking  my  fancy  -,  signior  Benedick^ 
For  shape,  for  bearing,  argument,'  and  valour, 
Goes  foremost  in  report  through  Italy. 

Hero,  Indeed,  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 

Urs,  His  excellence  did  earn  it,  ere  he  had  it. — 
When  are  you  married,  madam  ? 

Hero.  Why,  every  day  j — to-morrow  :  Come, 
go  in  J 
I'll  show  thee  some  attires  5  and  have  thy  counsel^ 
Which  is  the  best  to  furnish  me  to-morrow. 
5  Ready.  *  Coiiveft;atiun» 
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Urs.    She's  lim'd*   I  warrant  you  3    we  have 

caught  her^  madam. 
Hero.  If  it  prove  so,  then  loving  goes  bv  haps  : 
Some  Cupid  kills  with  arrows,  some  with  traps. 
[^Exeunt  Hero  and  Ursula^ 

B BEATRICE  advances. 

Beat,  What  fire  is  in  mine  ears  ?  Can  this  be 
true  ? 

Stand  I  condemn' d  for  pride  and  scorn  so  much? 
Contempt,  farewell !  and  maiden  pride,  adieu ! 

No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  of  such. 
And,  Benedick^  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee  5 

Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand  ; 
If  thou  dost  love,  my  kindness  shall  incite  thee 

To  bind  our  loves  up  in  a  holy  band  : 
For  others  say,  thou  dost  deserve  5  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  Teporti ugly.  [Exit^ 

SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  Leonato's  House, 

Enter  Don  Pedro^  Claudio,  Benedick^  and 
Leoxato, 

.D.  Vidro,  I  do  but  stay  till  youi^  marriage  be 
consummate,  and  then  I  go  toward  Arragon. 

Clauil.  I'll  bring  you  thither^  my  lord,  if  you'll 
vouchsafe  me. 

v.  Pedro.  Nay,  that  would  be  as  great  a  soil  in, 
the  new  gloss  of  your  marriage,  as  to  show  a  child 
his  hew  coat,  and  forbid  him  .to  wear  it.  I  will 
only  be  bold  with  Benedick  for  his  company  j  for, 
from  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  sole  of  his  foot, 
he  is  all  mirth ;  he  hath  twice  or  thrice  cut  Cupid  .s 
bow-string,  and  tlie  little  hangman  dare  not  slioot 

^  Ensnared  with  birdlime. 
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Against  that  power  that  bred  it: — tlie-re  will  she 

hide  her. 
To  listen  our  propose  :  This  is  thy  office^ 
Eear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg,  I'll  make  her  come,  I  warrant  you,  pre- 
sently. ■  [Exit. 

Hero.  Now,  Ursula,  when  Beatrice  doth  come. 
As  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down. 
Our  talk  must  only  be  of  Benedick  : 
When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  part 
To  praise  him  more  than  ever  man  did  merit : 
My  talk  to  thee  must  be,  how  Benedick 
Is  sick  in  love  with  Beatrice  :  Of  this  matter 
Is  little  Cupid's  crafy  arrow  made. 
That  only  wounds  by  hearsay*     Now  begin  5 

E?i  icr  B  B  A  T  RICE,  be  fun  d. 

For  look  w^here  Beatrice,  like  a  lapwing,  runs 
Close  by  the  ground,  to  hear  our  conference. 

Urs.  The  pleasant' st  angling  is  to  see  the  fish 
Cut  with  her  golden  oars  the  silver  stream. 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait : 
So  angle  we  for  Beatrice  5   who  even  now 
Is  couched  in  the  woodbine  coverture : 
Fear  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue. 

Hero,  Then  go  we  near  her,  that  her  ear  lose 
nothing 
Of  the  false  sweet  bait  that  we  lay  for  it.—^wwer. 

\_Th(y  advance  to  the 
No,  truly,  Ursula,  she  is  too  disdainful  -, 
K  know,  her  spirits  are  as  coy  and  wild  ^ 

As  haggards  of  the  rock.*' 

Ur^.  But  are  you  sure. 

That  Benedjck  loves  Beatrice  so  entirely  ? 

7  A  species  of  hawks. 


40  MUCH    ADO  ^Cf  /7/.y 

HtTO.  So  says  the  prince,  and  my  new-trothec 
lord. 

Vrs.  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it,  madam  ? 

Hero,  They  did  intreat  me  to  acquaint  her  of  it : 
But  I  persuaded  them,  if  tliey  lov*d  Benedick, 
To  wish  him  wrestle  with  affection. 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

U/a.  Why  did  you  so  ?  Doth  not  the  gentleman 
Deserve  as  full,  as  fortunate  a  bed. 
As  ever  Beatrice  shall  couch  upon  ? 

Hero.  O  God  of  love !  I  know,  he  doth  deserve 
As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  man  : 
But  nature  never  fram'd  a  woman's  heart 
Of  prouder  stuff  than  that  of  Beatrice  : 
Disdain  and  scorn  ride  sparkling  in  her  eyes. 
Misprising^  what  they  look  on  ;  and  her  wit 
Values  itself  so  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  else  seems  weak  :  she  cannot  love. 
Nor  take  no  shape  nor  project  of  affection^ 
She  is  so  self-endeared. 

Urs.  Sure,  I  think  so  5 

And  therefore,  certainly,  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  love,  lest  she  make  sport  at  it. 

Hero.  Why,  you  speak  truth  :  I  never  yet  saw 
man. 
How  wise,  how  noble,  young,  how  rarely  featur'd^ 
But  she  w^ould  spell  him  backw^ard :  if  fair-facedj 
She'd  swear,  the  gentleman  should  be  her  sister  5 
If  black,  why,  nature,  drawing  of  an  antick,  " 
Made  a  foul  blot :  if  tall,  a  lance  ill-headed  ; 
If  lov/,  an  agate  very  vilely  cut : 
If  speaking,  why,  a  vane  blown  with  all  wind": 
If  silent,  why  a  block  moved  with  none. 
So  turns  she  every  man  the  wrong  side  out ; 
And  never  gives  to  truth  and  virtue,  that 
Which  simpleness  and  merit  purchaseth. 
^  Under. aluirig. 
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at  him :  he  hath  a  heart  as  sound  as  a  bell,  and 
his  tongue  is  the   clapper  5    for  what  his  heart 
thinks,  his  tongue  speaks. 
Beffc.  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  X.have  been. 
Ij€o?i.  So  say  I ;  methinks,  you  are  sadder. 
Claud,  I  hope,  he  be  in  love. 
D,  Pedro,  Hang  him,  truant;  there's  no  true 
drop  of  blood  in  him,  to  be  truly  touch'd  with 
love  :  if  he  be  sad,  he  wants  money. 
Befic,  I  have  the  tootli-ach. 
D.  Pedro.  Draw  it. 
Bene,  Hang  it ! 

Claud.   You  must  hang  it  first,  and  draw  it 
afterwards. 

P.  Pedro.  What  ?  sigh  for  the  tooth-ach  ? 
Leon,  Where  is  but  a  humour,  or  a  worm  ? 
Bene.  Well,  Every  one  can  master  a  grief^  but 
he  that  has  it. 

Claud.  Yet  say  I,  he  is  in  love. 
D.  Pedro.  There  is  no  appearance  ^f  fancy  ia 
him^,  unless  it  be  a  fancy  that  he  hath  to  strange 
disguises ;  as,  to  be  a  Dutchman  to-day ;  a 
Frenchman  to-morrow  5  or  in  the  shape  of  two 
countries  at  once,  as,  a  German  from  the  waist 
downward,  all  slops  ;^  and  a  Spaniard  from  the 
hip  upward,  no  doublet :  Unless  he  have  a  fancy 
to  this  foolery,  as  it  appears  he  hath,  he  is  no  fool 
for  fancy,  as  you  would  have  it  appear  he  is. 

Claud.  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  some  woman, 
there  is  no  believing  old  signs  :  he  brushes  his  hat 
^'  mornings  ;  What  should  that  bode  ? 

D.  Pedro.  Hath  any  man  seen  him  at  the 
barber's  > 

Claud.  No,  but  the  barber's  man  hath  been 
seen  with  him  3  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek 
hath  already  stuffed  tennis-balls. 

3  Large  iooie  breeches. 
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Leon.  Indeed,  he  looks  younger  than  he  did 
by  the  loss  of  a  beard. 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  he  rubs  himself  with  civet 
Can  you  smell  him  out  by  that  ? 

Claud.  That's  as  much  as  to  say.  The  swee 
youth's  in  love. 

D.  Fedro,  The  greatest  note  of  it  is  his  melan 
choiy. 

Claud.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  A^\ish  hii 
face? 

D,  Pedro.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himself?  for  th( 
which,  I  hear  what  they  say  of  him. 

CiamL  Nay,  but  his  jesting  spirit;  which  i; 
now  crept  into  a  lutestring,  and  now  governed  b) 
stops. 

D,  Pedro.  Indeed,  that  tells  a  heavy  tale  fo: 
him :  Conclude,  conclude,  he  is  in  love. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  him. 

D.  Pedro,  That  v/ould  I  know  too  3  I  warrant 
one  that  knows  him  not. 

Claud.  Yes,  and  his  ill  conditions  3  and^  in  de^ 
spite  of  all,  dies  for  him. 

D.  Pedro.  She  shall  be  buried  with  her  faa 
upwards. 

Bene.  Yet  is  tliis  no  charm  for  the  tooth-ach.— 
Old  signior,  walk  aside  with  me  :  I  have  studiei 
eight  or  nine  wise  words  to  speak  to  you,  wliici 
these  hobby-horses  must  not  hear. 

[ Exeunt  Benedick  a?? c?Leoxato 

D.  Pedro.  For  my  life,  to  break  with  him  aboui 
Beatrice. 

Claud.  'Tis  even  so  :  Hero  and  Margaret  have 
by  this  played  their  parts  with  Beatrice  3  and  then 
the  two  bears  will  not  bite  one  another,  whei3 
they  meet. 
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Ejiter  Don  John. 

D.  John,  My  lord  and  brother »  God  save  you* 

X).  Pedro.  Good  den,  brother. 

D.  John,  If  your  leisure  served,  I  would  speak 
vith  you. 

D»  Fedro.  In  private  ? 

D,  John.  If  it  please  you ; — ^yet  count  Claudio 
ny  hear ,  for  v.  hat  I  would  speak  of,  concerns  him. 

D.  Fedro.  What's  the  matter  ? 

D.John,  Means  your  lordship  to  be  married 
o-morro w  ^  [  2  o  C  l  a  u  d  i  o . 

X).  Fedro.  You  know,  he  does. 

D.  John.  I  know  not  that,  when  he  knows 
xrhat  I  know. 

Claud,  If  there  be  any  impediment,  I  pray  you, 
liscover  it. 

D.John.  You  may  think,  I  love  you  not  j  let 
hat  appear  hereafter,  and  aim  better  at  me  by 
hat  I  now  will  manifest :  For  my  brother,  I  think, 
le  holds  you  well  5  and  in  dearness  of  heart  hath 
lolp  to  effect  your  ensuing  marriage:  surely,  suit 
11  spent,  and  labour  ill  bestowed ! 

p.  Fedro,  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

i>.  John,  I  came  hither  to  tell  you ;  and,  cir- 
:umstances  shortened,  (for  she  hath  been  too  long 
'.  talking  of,)  the  lady  is  disloyal. 

Claud,  Who?  Hero? 

D,  John.  Even  she  5  Leonato's  Hero,  your 
ilero,  every  man's  Hero. 

Claud.  Disloyal  ? 

D.  John.  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her 
■Mckedness:  1  could  say,  she  were  worse;  think 
ou  of  a  worse  title,  and  I  will  lit  her  to  it. 
/Vonder  not  till  further  warrant :  go  but  with  me 
o-night,  you  shall  see  her  chamber-window  enter- 
dj  even  die  night  before  her  wedding-day:  if 
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you  love  her  then,  to-morrow  wed  her;  but  i: 
would  better  fit  your  honour  to  change  your  mind 

Claud.  May  this  be  so  ? 

D,  Fcdro,  I  will  not  think  it. 

JD.  John,  If  you  dare  not  trust  that  you  see 
confess  not  that  you  know  :  if  you  will  follow  me 
I  will  show  )'ou  enough ;  and  when  you  iiave  seei 
more,  and  heard  naore,  proceed  accordingly. 

Claud.  If  I  see  any  thing  to-nigiit  why  I  shouh 
not  marry  her  to-morrow 3  in  the  congregation 
where  I  should  wed,  there  will  I  shame  her. 

D.  Pedro.  And,  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtaii 
her,  I  will  join  with  thee  to  disgrace  her. 

D.  John,  I  will  disparage  her  no  farther,  ti 
you  are  my  witnesses :  bear  it  coldly  but  till  mid 
night,  and  let  the  issue  show  itself. 

D.  Pedro.  O  day  untOAvardly  turned  ! 

Claud,  O  mischief  strangely  thwarting! 

D,  John.  O  plague  right  well  prevented  ! 
So  will  you  say,  wlien  you  have  seen  the  sequel. 

SCENE  III. 
A  Street. 
Enter  Dogberry  awJ  Verges,  mth  the  Watcl 


Dogh.  Are  you  good  men  and  true? 

yerg.  Yea,'or  else  it  were  pity  but  tliey  shoui 
suffer  salvation,  body  and  soul. 

Dogb.  Nay,  that  were  a  punishment  too  goo 
for  them,  if  they  should  have  any  allegiance  i 
them,  being  chosen  for  the  prince's  watch. 

Verg.  Well,  give  them  their  charge,  neighboi 
Dogberry. 

Dogb,  First,  who  dfmk  you  the  most  desartle 
man  to  be  constable  ) 


Scene  III.         ABOUT  nothing.  47 

1  Watch,  Hugh  Oatcake,  sir^  or  George  Sea- 
coal  5  for  they  can  write  and  read. 

Bogb,  Come  hither,  neighbour  SeacoaL  God 
hath  blessed  you  with  a  good  name:  to  be  a 
well-favoured  man  is' the  gift  of  fortune  5  but  to 
write  and  read  comes  by  nature. 

2  IVatch.  Both  which,  master  constable, - 

Dogb.  You  have;  I  knew  it  would  be  your  an- 
swer. Well,  for  your  favour,  sir,  why,  give  God 
thanks,  and  make  no  boast  of  it;  and  for  your 
writing  and  reading,  let  that  appear  when  there  is 
no  need  of  such  vanity.  You  are  thought  here  to 
be  the  most  senseless  and  fit  man  for  'xhe  constable 
of  the  watch ;  therefore  bear  you  the  lantern  : 
This  is  your  charge;  You  shall- comprehend  all 
vagrom  men;  you  are  to  bid  any  man  stand,  in 
the  prmce's  name. 

2  IVatcL  How  if  he  will  not  stand? 

Dogb,  Why  then,  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let 
him  go ;  and  presently  call  the  rest  of  the  watch 
together,  and  thank  God  you  are  rid  of  a  knave. 

I^icrg.  If  he  will  not  stand  when  he  is  bidden, 
he  is  none  of  the  prince's  subjects. 

Dogb,  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none 
but  the  prince's  subjects  :— You  shall  also  make 
no  noise  in  the  streets;  for,  for  the  watch  to 
babble  and  talk,  is  most  tolerable  and  not  to  be 
endured. 

2  JVafch,  We  will  rather  sleep  than  talk;  we 
know  what  belongs  to  a  watch. 

Dogb.  Why,  you  speak  like  an  ancient  and  most 
quiet  watchman;  for  1  cannot  see  how  sleeping 
should  ofiend  :  only,  have  a  care  that  your  bills  ^ 
be  not  stolen  :— Well,  you  are  to  call 'at  all  the 

VOL.   11.  if 

^  Weapons  of  the  watchmw. 
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ale-houses,  and  bid  those  that  are  drunk  get  them  I 
to  bed.  I 

2  Watch.  How  if  they  will  not? 

Dogb,  Why  then,  let  them  alone  till  tliey  are  I 
sober  y  if  they  make  you  not  then  the  better  an- 1 
^wer,  you  may  say,  they  are  not  the  men  you  took 
them  for.  I 

2  WatcJr,  Well,  sir.  I 

Dogh.  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  suspect! 
him  J  by  virtue  of  your  oiiice,  to  be  no  true  man :  I 
and,  for  such  kind  of  men,  the  less  you  meddle| 
or  make  with  them,  why,  the  more  is  for  yourj 
honesty.  i 

2  Watch.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  thief,  shall! 
we  not  lay  hands  on  him  ?  ! 

Dogb.  Truly,  by  your  office,  you  may  5  but,  Ij 
think,  they  that  touch  pitch  will  be  defiled  :  the! 
most  peaceable  way  for  you,  if  you  do  take  a  thief,; 
is,  to  let  him  show  himself  what  he  is,  and  steal! 
out  of  your  company. 

Verg,  You  have  been  always  called  a  merciRil 
man,  partner. 

Dogb,  Truly,  I  would  not  hang  a  dog  by  my 
will )  much  more  a  man  who  hath  any  honesty  in 
him. 

Verg.  If  you  hear  a  child  cry  in  the  night,  you 
must  call  to  the  nurse,  and  bid  her  still  it. 

2  Watch,  How  if  the  nurse  be  asleep,  and  wiL 
not  hear  us. 

Dogb.  Yvliy  then,  depart  in  peace,  and  let  the 
child  wake  her  with  crying  :  for  the  ewe  that  wil ' 
not  hear  her  lamb  when  it  baes,  will  never  answei 
a  calf  when  he  bleats. 

Verg.  'Tis  very  true. 

Dogb,  This  is  the  end  of  the  charge.  You 
constable,  are  to  present  the  prince's  own  person 
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if  you  meet  the  prince  in  the  night,  you  may  stay 
him. 

/  'erg.  Nay  by'r  lady,  that,  I  think,  he  cannot. 

Bogb.  Five  shillings  to  one  on't,  with  any  man 
that  knows  the  statues,  he  may  stay  him  :  marry, 
not  without  the  prince  be  willing :  for,  indeed, 
tlie  watch  ought  to  offend  no  man;  and  it  is  an 
offence  to  stay  a  man  against  his  will. 

Verg,  By'r  lady,  1  think,  it  be  so. 

Dogb.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Well,  masters,  good  night; 
an  there  be  any  matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up 
me :  keep  your  fellows'  counsels  and  your  own, 
and  good  night. — Come,  neighbour. 

2  IFatch,  Well,  masters,  we  hear  our  charge  : 
let  us  go  sit  here  upon  the  church-bench  till  two^, 
and  then  all  to-bed, 

Dogb.  One  word  more,  honest  neighbours :  I 
pray  you,  watch  about  signior  Leonato's  door  5  for 
the  wedding  being  there  to-morrow,  there  is  a 
jreat  coil  to-night :  Adieu,  be  vigitant,  I  beseech 
^ou«  [^Exemit  DoGBERiiy  and  Verges. 

Enter  Borachio  a/ii  Conrade. 

Bora,  What!  Conrade, — 

Watch.  Peace,  stir  not.  [^Aside. 

Bora.  Conrad!e,  I  say  ! 

Con.  Here,  man,  I  am  at  thy  elbow. 

JB.  y^^  Mass,  and  m.y  elbow  itched;  I  thought, 
bere  would  a  scab  follow. 

Con.  I  will  owe  thee  an  answer  for  that  5  and 
:)w  forward  with  thy  tale. 

iJora.  Stand  thee  close  then  under  this  pent- 
'luse,  for  it  drizzles  rain  ;  and  I  will,  like  a  true 
mnkard,  utter  all  to  thee. 

Watch.  IJaidc.']  Some  treason,  masters;  vet 
..and  cloge. 

f2 
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Bora.  Therefore  know,  I  have  earned  of  Don 
John  a  thousand  ducats. 

Con.  Is  it  possible  that  any  villainy  should  be  so 
dear  ? 

Bora,  Thou  should'st  rather  ask,  if  it  were 
possible  any  villainy  should  be  so  rich  ;  for  when 
rich  villains  have  need  of  poor  ones^  poor  ones 
may  make  what  price  they  will. 

Co?i.  I  wonder  at  it. 

Bo7^a,  That  shows,  thou  art  unconfirmed :  -^  Thou 
knowest,  that  the  fashion  of  a  doublet,  or  a  hat, 
or  a  cloak,  is  nothing  to  a  man. 

Con,  Yes,  it  is  apparel. 

Bora,  I  mean,  the  fashion. 

Co7i,  Yes,  the  fashion  is  the  fashion. 

Bora,  Tush  !  1  may  as  well  say,  the  fooVs  the 
fool.  But  see' St  thou  not  what  a  deformed  thief 
this  fashion  is  ? 

Watch,  I  know  that  Deformed  ;  he  has  been  a 
vile  thief  this  seven  year ;  he  goes  up  and  do^^  n 
like  a  gentleman  :  I  remember  his  name. 

Bora,  Didst  thou  not  hear  somebody  } 

Con,  No  J  'twas  the  vane  on  the  house.  ' 

Bora,  Seest  thou  not,  I  say,  what  a  deformed 
thief  this  fashion  is  ?  how  giddily  he  turns  about 
all  the  hot  bloods,  between  fourteen  and  ii\  e  anc 
tliirty?  sometime,  fashioning  them  like  Pharaoh' 
soldiers  in  the  reechy^'  paintings  sometimCy  likt 
god  Bel's  priests  in  the  old  church  window  3  some 
time,  like  the  shaven  Hercules  in  the  smirched 
worm-eaten  tapestry,  where  his  cod-piece  seem 
as  massy  as  his  club  ? 

Con,  All  this  I  see ;  and  see,  that  the  fashi 
wears  out  more  apparel  than  the  man :  But 
not  thou  thyself  giddy  with  the  fashion  too, 

5  Unpractised  in  the  ways  of  the  world. 
6  Smoked,  ?  Soiled. 
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thoii  hast  shifted  out  of  thy  tale  into  telling  me  of 
the  fL^shion  ? 

:    Bora.  Not  so  neither :  but  know,  that  I  have 

I  to-night  wooed  Margaret,  the  lady  Hero's  gentle- 

V  woman,  by  the  name  of  Hero ;  she  leans  me  out 

iat  her  mistress'  chamber-window^,  bids  me  a  tliou- 

sand  times  good  night, — I  tell  this  tale  vilely  : — I 

should  first  tell  thee,  how  the  Prince,  Ciaudio, 

and  my  master,  planted,  and  placed,  and  possessed 

by  my  master  Don   John,  saw  afar  off  in  the 

orchard  this  amiable  encounter. 

Con.  And  thought  they,  Margaret  was  Hero  ? 

Bora.  Two  of  them  did,  the  Prince  and  Ciaudio ,; 

!but  the  devil  my  master  knew  she  was  Margaret; 

and  partly  by  his  oaths,  which  first  possessed  them, 

partly  by  the  dark  night,  which  did  deceive  them, 

but  chiefiy  by  my  villainy,  vvhich  did  coniirm  any 

slander  tliat  Don  John  had  made,    away  went 

I  Ciaudio  enraged;   swore  he  Avould  meet  her  as  he 

was  appointed,  next  morning  at  the  temple,  and 

there,  before  the  v/hole  congregation,  shame  her 

with  what  he  sav/  over-night,  and  send  her  home 

again  without  a  husband. 

1  IVatch,  We  charge  you  in  the  prince's  name, 
stand. 

2  IVatch.  Call  up  the  right  master  constable; 
We  have  liere  recovered  the  most  dangerous  piece 
of  lechery  that  ever  was  known  in  the  common- 
wealth. 

1  IVatch,  And  one  Deformed  is  one  of  them^ 
I  know  him,  he  wears  a  lock. 
;\  Co)i.  Mastersi,  masters. 

'2  Watch.  You'll  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth, 
I  warrant  you. 
I  /  Con.  Masters^ — 
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1  Watch,  Never  speak  5  we  charge  you,  let  us 
obey  you  to  go  with  us. 

Bora.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  goodly  commodity, 
being  taken  up  of  these  men's  bills. 

Con,  A  commodity  in  question,  I  warrant  you- 
Come,  we'll  obey  you.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE   IV. 

A  Room  in  Leonato's  House. 

Enter  H-ETiOy  Margauet,  and  Ursula. 

Hero.  Good  Ursula,  w^ake  my  cousin  Beatrice, 
and  desire  her  to  rise. 

l/rs.  I  wilj,  lady. 

Hero.  And  b^d  her  come  hither. 

Urs.  Well.  [E,uY  Ursula, 

Marg.  Troth,  I  think,  your  other  rabato^  were 
better- 

Hero.  No,  pray  thee,  good  Meg,  I'll  wear  this. 

Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's  not  so  good  3  and  I 
warrant,  your  cousin  will  say  so. 

Hero.  My  cousin's  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another  5 
ril  w^ar  none  but  this. 

Marg.  I  like  the  new  tlre"^  within  excellently, 
if  the  hair  were  a  thought  browner :  and  your 
gown's  a  most  rare  fashion,  i'faith.  I  saw  the 
duchess  of  Milan's  gown,  that  they  praise  so. 

Hero,  O,  that  exceeds,  they  say. 
.  Marg,  By  my  troth  it's  but  a  night-gown  in 
respect  of  yours :  Cloth  of  gold,  and  cuts,  ^nd 
laced  with  silver ;  set  with  pearls^  down  sleeves, 
side-sleev.es,*  and  skirts  round,  underborne  wiih 
a  blueish  tinsel :  but  for  a  tine,  quaint,  graceful, 
and  excellent  fashion,  yours  is  worth  ten  out. 
8  A  kiud  of  ruir.  ^>  Ht;acl-drev; 
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!     Hero.  God  give  me  joy  to  wear  it^  for  my  heart 
is  exceeding  heavy ! 

Marg,  'Twill  be  heavier  soon^  by  the  weight  of 
a  man. 

Heru.  Fye  upon  thee !  art  not  ashamed  ? 

Marg,  Of  what,  ladyi"  of  speaicing  honourably  ? 
Is  not  marriage  honourable  in  a  beggar  ?  Is  not 
your  lord  honourable  without  marriage  ?  I  think, 
you  would  have  me  say^  saving  your  reverence^, — ' 
a  husband:  an  bad  thinking  do  not  wrest  true 
speaking,  I'll  offend  nobody :  Is  there  any  harm 
in — the  /icarier  for  a  husband?  None,  I  think,  an 
it  be  the  right  husband,  and  the  right  wife  3  other- 
wise  'tis  light,  and  not  heavy ;  Ask  my  lady 
Beatrice  else^  here  she  comes. 

E7ifer  Beatrice. 

Hero.  Good  morrow,  coz. 

Beat.  Good  morrow,  sweet  Hero, 

Hero,  Wliy,  how  now !  do  you  speak  in  the 
sick  tune  ? 

Beat.  I  am  out  of  all  other  tune,  methinks. 

Marg,  Clap  us  into — Light  o  love ;  that  goes 
without  burden  3  do  you  sing  it,  and  I'll  dance  it. 

Beat,  Yea,  Light  0  love,  with  your  heels  ! — 
then  if  your  husband  have  stables  enough,  you'll 
see  he  shall  lack  no  barns. 

Marg:  O  illegitimate  construction !  I  scorn  that 
with  my  heels. 

Beat.  'Tis  almost  five  o'clock,  cousin  5  'tis  timo 
you  were  ready.  By  my  troth  I  am  exceeding 
l\  : — hey  ho  ! 

Marg.  For  a  hawk,  a  horse,  or  a  husband? 

Beat.  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all,  H  * 

Marg.  Well,  an,you  be  not  turned  Turk^  there's 
iiO  more  sailing  hy  the  star. 

*  /,  e,  for  an  i^chf  ©r  p*ii\. 
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Beat.  What  means  tlie  fool,  trow  ? 

Marg,  Nothing  1 5  but  God  send  every  one  their 
heart's  desire  ! 

HiiQ.  These  gloves  the  count  sent  me,  they 
are  an  excellent  perfume. 

Beat.  I  am  stuffed,  cousin,  I  cannot  smell. 

Marg.  A  maid,  and  stuffed !  there's  goodly 
catching  of  cold. 

Beat.  O,  God  help  me!  God  help  me!  how 
long  have  you  professed  apprehension  ? 

.  Marg.  Ever  since  you  left  it :   doth  not  my  wit 
become  me  rarely  ? 

Beat.  It  is  not  seen  enough,  you  should  wear  it 
in  your  cap. — By  my  troth,  I  am  sick. 

Marg.  Get  you  some  of  this  distilled  Carduiis 
Benedictus,  and  lay  it  to  your  hearty  it  is  the  only 
thing  for  a  qualm. 

Hero.  There  thou  prick'st  her  with  a  thistle. 

Beat.  Benedictus  !  why  Benedictus  ?  you  have 
some  moral ^  in  this  Benedictus. 

Marg.  Moral  ?  no,  by  my  troth^  I  have  nc; 
moral  meanings  I  meant,  plain  holy- thistle.  Yoiij 
may  think^  perchance,  that  I  think  you  are  iii| 
love :  nay,  by'r  lady,  I  am  not  such  a  fool  to  thinlij 
wdiat  I  Hstj  nor  I  list  not  to  think  what  I  can  :| 
nor,  indeed,  I  cannot  think,  if  I  would  think  my 
heart  out  of  thinking,  that  you  are  in  love,  or  tha 
you  will  be  in  love,  or  that  you  can  be  in  love 
yet  Benedick  was  such  another,  and  now  is  h( 
become  a  man:  he  swore  he  would  never  nwry 
and  yet  now,  in  despite  of  his  heart,  he  eaR  hi: 
meat  without  grudging :  and  how  you  may  be  con 
verted,  I  know  not  3  but  me  thinks,  you  look  wltl 
your  eyes  as  other  women  do. 

Beat.  What  pace  is  this  that  thy  tongue  keep*- 

Marg.  Not  a  false  gallop. 

3  Hidden  meaning. 
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Re-enter  Ursula. 

Urs.  Madam,  withdraw;  the  prjncc?,  the  count, 
iignior  Benedick,  Don  John,  and  all  the  gallants 
rfthe  town,  are  come  to  fetch  you  to  church. 

Hero.  Help  to  dress  me,  good  coz,  good  Meg.. 
^ood  Ursula.  lExet//U, 

SCENE  V. 

Another  Room  in  Leonato's  House. 
Enter  Leon  at  o,  nith  Do  gbeiiry  «/?f/ Verges, 

Leon,  What  would  you  w^ith  me,  honest  neigh- 
bour ? 

Dogb.  Marry,  sir,  I  would  have  some  conii- 
dence  with  you,  that  decerns  you  neaily. 

Leon.  Brief,  I  pray  you 3  for  you  see,  'tis  a  busy 
time  with  me. 

I^ogb.  Marry,  this  it  is,  sir. 

Verg.  Yes,  in  truiii  it  is^  sir. 

Leon.  What  is  it,  my  good  friends  ? 

Doo:b,  Goodman  Verges,  sir,  sneaks  a  little  off 
the  matter  :  an  old  man,  sir,  and  his  wits  are  not 
so  blunt,  as,  God  help,  I  would  desire  they  werej 
but,  in  faith,  honest,  as  the  skin  between  his 
brows. 

Fe/g'.  Yes,  I  thank  God,  I  am  as  honest  as  any 
man  living,  that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honest er 
than  I. 

t)ogb.  Comparisons  are  odorous  :  palahras, 
^neighbour  Verges. 

Leon.  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious. 

Dogb.  It  pleases  your  worship  to  say  so,  but  we 
are  the  poor  duke's  oliicers;  but,  truly,  for  mine 
own  part^  if  I  were  as  tedious  as  a  king,  T  could 
find  in  my  heart  to  bestow  it  all  of  your  worship. 
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Leon,  All  thy  tediousness  on  me!  ha  ! 

Dogb,  Yea,  and  'twere  a  thousand  times  moi\ 
than  'tis  :  for  I  hear  as  good  exclamation  on  you 
worship,  as  of  any  man  in  the  city  y  and  thouo^h 
be  but  a  poor  man,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it. 

Verg,  And  so  am  1. 

Leon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  say 

Verg.  Marry,  sir,  our  w^atch  to-night,  except 
ing  your  worship's  presence,  have  ta'en  a  coupl( 
of  as  arrant  knaves  as  any  in  Messina. 

Bogh.  A  good  old  man,  sirj  he  will  be  talking 
as  they  say.  When  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  oul 
God  help  us!  it  is  a  world  to  see!-^ — Well  said 
i'faitli,  neighbour  Verges  :— well,  God's  a  gooc 
man;  an  two  men  ride  of  a  horse,  one  must  ride 
behind:— An  honest  soul,,  i'feith,  sir;  by  m) 
troth  he  is,  as  ever  broke  bread  :  but,  God  is  tc 
be  worshipped :  All  m.en  are  not  alike  5  alas  gooc 
neighbour ! 

Leon.  Indeed,  neighbour,  he  comes  too  short 
of  you. 

Dogb.  Gifts,  that  God  gives. 

liCon,  1  must  leave  you. 

Dogh,  One  word,  sir:  our  watch,  sir,  have,  in- 
deed, comprehended  two  aspicious  persons,  and 
we  would  have  them  this  morning  examined  before 
your  worship. 

Leon,  Take  tlieir  examinatioii  yourself,  and 
bring  it  me  3  1  am  now  in  great  haste^  as  it  may 
appear  unto  you. 

Dogh.  It  shall  be  suffigance. 

Leon.  Drink  some  wine  ere  you  go :  fare  you 
well. 


^  It  h  worth  peeing. 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  My  lord^  they  stay  for  you  to  give  your 
auditer  to  her  husband. 

Leon,  I  will  wait  upon  them  5  I  am  ready. 

l^Kxcunt  Leoxato  and  Messenger. 

Dof^h.  Go,  good  partner^  go,  get  you  to  P'rancis 
eacoal,  bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  inkhorn  to  the 
aol ',  \\e  are  now  to  examination  these  men. 

Vcrg.  And  we  must  do  it  wisely. 

Dogb.  We  will  spare  for  no  wit^  I  warrant  you  j 
ere's  that  \_'rouc/nng  his  forc/iead.^  shall  drive 
)me  of  them  to  a  7io?i  com :  only  get  the  learned 
Titer  to  set  down  our  excommunication,  and 
leet  me  at  the  gaol.  [^Exeunt, 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L     The  Inside  of  a  Church. 

nter  Don  Pkdiu>,  Don  John,  Lkonato,  Friar, 
Ci.AUDio,  BemldicKj  Heiio^«;z6/Beatihce, 

Leon.  Come,  friar  Francis,  be  brief  j  only  to  the 
ain  form  of  marriage,  and  you  shall  recount  their 
irticular  duties  afterwards. 
Friar,   You  come  hither,  my  lord,   to  marry 
is  lady  ? 
Claud,  No. 

Lecn.  To  be  married  to  her,  friar  5  you  come  to 
ixvy  her, 

['riar.    Lady,  you  come  hither  to  be  married  to 
s  count  ? 
Hero,  I  do. 

^riar.  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  im- 
iiment  why  you  should  not  be  conjoined,  X 
aj'ge  you,  on  your  souls,  to  utter  it. 
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Chi II (L  Know  you  any.  Hero  ? 
Hero.  None,  my  lord. 
Friar.  Know  you  any,  count  ? 
l,cou.  I  dare  make  his  answer,  none. 
Claud.  O,  what  men  dare  do !  what  men  ma 
do  !  what  men  daily  do  !  not  knowing  what  the 
do ! 

Bene.    How  now  !    Interjections  ?    Why,  th< 
some  be  of  laughing,  as,  halha!  he? 

Claud.  Stand  thee  by,  friar : — Father,  by  yol 
leave ! 
Will  you  with  free  and  vuicon strained  soul 
Gi'v  e  me  this  maid,  your  daughter  ? 

Leon,    As  freely,  son,  as  God  did  give  her  m 
Claud.   And  what  have  I  to  give  you  b'dc. 
whose  \^'orth 
jVIay  counterpoise  this  rich  and  precious  gift. 
V.  Fcdro.  Nothing,  unless  you  render  her  agai 
Chmd.  Sweet  prince,  you  learn  me  noble  thanl 
fulness. — 
There,  Leonato,  take  her  back  again  5 
Give  not  this  rotten  orange  to  your  friend ; 
She's  but  the  sign  and  semblance  of  her  honour  :- 
Behold,  how  like  a  maid  she  blushes  here  : 
O,  what  authority  and  show  of  trtith 
Can  cunning  sin  cover  itself  withal  ! 
Comes  not  that  blocjd,  as  modest  evidence, 
'lb  witness  simple  virtue  ?  Would  you  not  swe; 
All  you  that  see  her,  that  she  were  a  maid, 
By  these  e;i.terior  shows?  But  she  is  none  : 
She  knov/s  the  heat  of  a  luxurious^  bed  : 
Her  blush  is  guiltiness,  not  modesty. 
Ij'oh.  What  do  you  mean,  my  lord  ? 
Claud.  Not  to  be  marrie' 

Not  knit  my  soul  to  an  approved  wanton, 

5  Lciscivious. 
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Leon,  Dear  my  lord^  if  you,  in  your  own  proof 
Have  vanquish'd  the  resistance  of  her  youth. 
And  made  defeat  of  her  virginity, 

Claud.  I  know  what  you  would  say  5  If  I  have 
,^  known  her. 

You'll  say,  she  did  embrace  me  as  a  husband, 
And  so  extenuate  the  'forehand  sin  : 
:N'o,  Leonato, 

[  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large ;^ 
But,  as  a  brother  to  his  sister,  show'd 
Bashful  sincerity,  and  comely  love.    - 

Hero.  And  seem'd  I  ever  otherwise  to  you  ? 

Claud.    Out  on  thy    seeming!    I   will  write 
against  it : 
ifou  seem  to  me  as  Dian  in  her  orbj 
As  chaste  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown  5 
But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood 
Than  Venus,  or  those  pamper'd  animals 
That  rage  in  ^savage  sensuality. 

Hero.  Is  my  lord  well,  that  he  doth  speak  so  wide  ?? 

Leon.  Sweet  prince^  why  speak  not  you  ? 

D.  Pedro.  What  should  I  speak  ? 

[  stand  dishonour' d,  that  have  gone  about 
To  link  my  dear  friend  to  a  common  stale. 

Leon.  Are  these  things  spoken  ?  or  do  I  but  dream  ? 

D.  John.  Sir,  they  are  spoken,  and  these  things 
are  true. 
!    Bene.  This  looks  not  like  a  nuptial. 

Hero.  True,  O  God ! 

Claud.  Leonato,  stand  I  here  ? 
Is  this  the  prince ?  Is  this  the  prince's  brother? 
is  this  face  Hero's?  Are  our  eyes  our  own  ? 

Leon.  All  this  is  so;  But  what  of  this,  my  lord? 

Claud.  Let  me  but  move  one  question  to  your 
daughter; 

VOL.  II.  G 

•  Liceiitiou5#        ?  Remote  from  the  business  in  hand. 
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And,  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  power 

That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  answer  truly. 

Leon.  I  charge  thee  do  so,  as  thou  art  my  chile 

Hero.  O  God  defend  me!  how  am  I  beset!— 

What  kind  of  catechizing  call  you  this? 

Claud.  To  n:iake  you  answer  truly  to  your  name 

Ifcro,  Is  it  not  Hero?  Who  can  blot  that  nam 

With  any  just  reproach  ? 

Claud.  Marry,  that  can  Hero 

Hero  itself  can  blot  out  Hero's  virtue. 
^^^hat  man  was  he  talk'd  witli  you  yesternight 
Out  at  your  window,  betwixt  twelve  and  one  ? 
Isow,  if  you  are  a  maid,  answer  to  this. 

Hero.  I  talk'd  with  no  man  at  that  hour,  my  Ion 

D.  Pedro.  Why,  then  are  you  no  maiden.- 

Leonato, 

I  am  sorry  you  must  hear  ;  Upon  mine  honour. 
Myself,  my  brother^  and  this  grieved  count. 
Did  see  her^  hear  her,  at  that  hour  last  night, 
7- alk  with  a  ruffian  at  her  chamber-window  _; 
Who  hath,  indeed,  most  like  a  liberal^  villain, 
Confess'd  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
A  thousand  times  in  secret. 

D.  John.  Fye,  iye  !   they  an 

Not  to  be  nam'd,  my  lord,  not  to  be  spoke  of; 
There  is  not  chastity  enough  in  language^ 
Without  otfence^  to  utter  them :  Thus,  j)retty  lad 
I  am  sorry  for  thy  much  misgovernment. 

Ctcmd.  O  Hero  !  what  a  Hero  hadst  thou  bee: 
If  iialf  thy  outward  graces  had  been  placed 
About  thy  thoughts,  and  counsels  of  thy  heart! 
But,  fare  thee  well,  most  foul,  most  fair!  farewe 
/iliou  pure  impiety^  and  impious  purity! 
•^For  thee  Til  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love. 
And  on  my  eye-lids  shall  conjecture  hang, 
1 0  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm. 


Tou  free  oi  toiigue. 
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Vnd  never  shall  it  more  be  gracious. ^ 

Leon,  Hath  no  man's  dagger  here  a  point  for 

me  ?  [Hero  sivuons. 

Beat,  Why,  how  now^  cousin  ?  wherefore  sink 

you  down  ? 
D,  John,  Come,  let  us  go:  these  things,  come 
thus  to  lights 
Jmother  her  spirits  up. 

[^Exeimt  Don  Pkdro^  Don  John,  and 
Claudio. 
Bene.  How  doth  the  lady  ? 

Beat.  Dead,  I  think; — help,  uncle; — « 

ilero !  why^  Hero ! — Uncle ! — SigniorBenedick ! — 

friar! 
^    l£on,  O  fate,  take  not  away  thy  heavy  hand! 
Death  is  the  fairest  cover  for  her  shame^ 
That  may  be  wish'd  for. 
Beat,  How  now^  cousin  Hero  ? 

Friar.  Have  comfort,  lady. 
Leon,  Dost  thou  look  up  ? 

Fruir.  Yea  5  Wherefore  should  she  not  ? 
Leon,  Wherefore?  Why,  doth  not  every  earthly 
thing 
Zry  shame  upon  her  ?  Could  she  here  deny 
The  story  that  is  printed  in  her  blood  ? — > 
Do  not  live.  Hero 3  do  not  ope  thine  eyes: 
fPor  did  I  think  thou  would'st  not  quickly  die. 
Thought  1  tliy  spirits  were  stronger  than  thy  shames. 
Myself  would,  on  the  rearward  of  reproaches, 
Strike  at  thy  life.     Griev'd  I,  I  had  but  one  } 
'Jhid  I  for  that  at  frugal  nature's  frame  ?* 
^,  one  too  much  by  thee !  Why  had  I  one  ? 
'¥hy  ever  wast  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes? 
Why  had  I  not,  with  charitable  hand, 
look  up  a  beggar's  issue  at  my  gates 3 

G  2 
9  Attractive,  *  Disposition  of  things. 
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Who  smirched^  thus,  and  mired  with  infamy,      ; 
I  might  have  said.  No  part  of  it  is  mine,  j 

This  shame  derives  itself  frow  unknown  loi?is  ?  ' 

But  mine,  and  mine  I  lovM,  and  mine  I  prais'd. 
And  mine  that  I  was  proud  on ;  mine  so  much,    : 
That  I  myself  was  to  myself  not  mine, 
V  aluing  of  her ;  why,  she — O,  she  is  fallen         | 
Into  a  pit  of  ink!  that  the  wide  sea  I 

Hath  drops  too  few  to  wash  her  clean  again ;        \ 
And  salt  too  little,  which  may  season  give  | 

To  her  foul  tainted  flesh  ! 

Bene.  Sir,  sir,  be  patient :    i 

For  my  part,  I  am  so  attir'd  in  wonder,  I 

I  know  not  what  to  say.  \ 

Beat.  O,  on  my  soul,  my  cousin  is  belied  ! 

Bene.  Lady,  v/ere  you  her  bedfellow  last  night  ? 

Beat.  No.,  truly,  not ;  although,  until  last  night; 
I  have  this  twelvemonth  been  her  bedfellow. 

Leon.  Confirm'd,  confirm'd !  O,  that  is  stronger 
made. 
Which  was  before  barr'd  up  witli  ribs  of  iron  ! 
Would  the  two  princes  lie  ?  and  Claudio  lie  ?        | 
Who  lov'd  her  so,  that,  speaking  of  her  foulness,  i 
Wash'd  it  with  tears  ?  Hence  from  her;  let  her  die. 

Friar.  Hear  me  a  little ; 
For  I  have  only  been  silent  so  long. 
And  given  way  unto  this  course  of  fortune. 
By  noting  of  the  lady :  I  have  mark'd 
A  thousand  blushing  apparitions  start 
Into  her  face  -,  a  thousand  innocent  shames 
In  angel  whiteness  bear  away  those  blushes; 
And  in  her  eye  tliere  hath  appear'd  a  fire. 
To  burn  tlie  errors  that  these  princes  hold 
Against  her  maiden  ti*uth  : — Call  me  a  fool ; 
Trust  not  my  reading,  nor  my  observations. 
Which  with  experimental  seal  doth  warrant 
*  Sullied. 
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The  tenour  of  my  book;  trust  not  my  age^ 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  divinity. 
If  this  sweet  lady  lie  not  guiltless  here 
Under  some  biting  error. 

Leon,  Friar,  it  cannot  be: 

Thou  seest,  that  all  the  grace  that  she  hath  left^ 
Is,  that  she  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  sin  of  perjury ;  she  not  denies  it  : 
Why  seek'st  thou  then  to  cover  with  excuse 
That  which  appears  in  proper  nakedness  ? 

Friar.  Lady,  what  man  is  he  you  are  accus'd  of? 
'  Hero.  They  know,  that  do  accuse  me  3  I  know 

none ; 
If  I  know  more  of  any  man  alive. 
Than  that  which  maiden  modesty  doth  warrant. 
Let  all  my  sins  lack  mercy! — O  my  father. 
Prove  you  that  any  man  with  me  convers'd 
At  hours  unmeet,  or  that  I  yesternight 
Maintain'd  the  change  of  words  witli  any  creature. 
Refuse  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  death. 

Friar.  There  is  some  strange  misprision  ^  in  the 
princes. 

Bene.   Two  of  them  have  the  very  bent  of  ho- 
nour; 
And  if  their  wisdoms  be  misled  in  this. 
The  practice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  bastard. 
Whose  spirits  toil  in  frame  of  villainies. 

Leon.  I  know  not ;  If  they  speak  but  truth  of 
her. 
These  hands  shall  tear  her;  if  they  wTong  her 

honour. 
The  proudest  of  them  shall  well  hear  of  it. 
Time  hath  not  yet  so  dried  this  blood  of  mine. 
Nor  age  so  eat  up  my  invention, 
^ox  fortune  made  such  havock  of  my  means, 

GS 
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Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  so  much  of  friends^, 
But  they  shall  tind,  awak'd  in  such  a  kind. 
Both  strength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind^ 
Ability  in  means,  and  choice  of  friends. 
To  quit  me  of  them  throughly. 

Friar,  Pause  a  while. 

And  let  my  counsel  sway  you  in  this  case. 
Your  daughter  here  the  princes  left  for  dead  5 
Let  her  awhile  be  secretly  kept  in. 
And  publish  it,  that  she  is  dead  indeed: 
Maintain  a  mourning  ostentation; 
And  on  your  family's  old  monument 
Hang  mournful  epitaphs,  and  do  all  rites 
That  appertain  unto  a  burial. 

Leoii,  What  shall  become  of  this?  What  will  j 

this  do  ? 
Tricu\  Marry,  this,  well  carried,  shall  on  her 
behalf 
Change  slander  to  remorse  3  that  is  some  good  : 
But  not  for  that,  dream  I  on  this  strange  course^ 
But  on  this  travail  look  for  greater  birlh. 
She  dying,  as  it  must  be  so  maintain'd. 
Upon  tlie  instant  that  she  was  accus'd. 
Shall  be  lamented,  pitied  and  excus'd^ 
Of  every  hearer  :  For  it  so  falls  out. 
That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worth. 
Whiles-^  we  enjoy  it  5  but  being  lack'd  and  lost. 
Why,  then  we  rack  ^  the  value  3  then  we  find 
The  virtue,  that  possession  would  not  show  us 
Whiles  it  was  ours  : — So  will  it  fare  with  Claudia 
When  he  shall  hear  she  died  upon^'  his  words^ 
The  idea  of  her  life  shall  sweetly  creep 
Into  his  study  of  imagination  3 
And  every  lovely  organ  of  her  life 
Shall  come  apparell'd  in  more  ]ifi-ecious  habit. 
More  moving-delicate,  and  full  of  life, 

4  VVhik.  5  Over- rate,  ^  By* 
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Into  the  eye  and  prospect  of  his  soul, 

Than   when   she   liv'd   indeed: — then   shall   he 

mourn, 
(If  ever  love  had  interest  in  his  liver,) 
And  wish  he  had  not  so  accused  her ; 
No,  though  he  thought  his  accusation  true. 
Let  this  be  so,  and  doubt  not  but  success 
Will  fashion  the  event  in  better  shape 
Than  I  can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 
But  if  all  aim  but  this  be  levell'd  false. 
The  supposition  of  the  lady's  death 
Will  quench  the  wonder  of  her  infamy : 
And,  if  it  sort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  lier 
(As  best  befits  her  wounded  reputation  J 
In  some  reclusive  and  religious  life. 
Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds,  and  injuries. 

Bene.  Siguier  Leonato,  let  the  friar  advise  you : 
And  though,  you  know,  my  inwardness*^  and  love 
Is  very  much  unto  the  prince  and  Claudio, 
Yet,  by  mine  honour,  I  will  deal  in  this 
As  secretly,  and  justly,  as  your  soul 
Should  With  your  body. 

Ltu'/K  Being  that  I  flow  in  grief. 

The  smallest  twine  may  lead  me. 

friar,  'Tis  well  consented 3   presently  away; 
For  to  strange  sores  strangely  they  strain  tlie 
cure. — 
Come,  lady,. die  to  live:  this  wedding  day. 

Perhaps,  is  but  prolong' d 3  have  patience,  and 
endure, 

[^Exeunt  Friar,  Hkuo,  and  Lkoxato. 
Bene,  Fady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  all  thi^ 

while? 
Beat.  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 
Bene,  I  will  not  desire  that. 
BtiiL  You  have  no  reason,  I  do  it  freely, 
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Bene,  Surely,  I  do  believe  your  fair  cousin  is 
wrong'd. 

Beat,  Ah,  how  much  might  the  man  deserve  of 
4iae^  that  would  right  her ! 

Bene.  Is  there  any  way  to  show  such  friendship  ? 

Beat,  A  very  even  way,  but  no  such  friend. 

Bene,  May  a  man  do  it  ? 

Beat,  It  is  a  man's  office,  but  not  yours. 

Bene,  I  do  love  notliing  in  the  world  so  well  as 
you  5  Is  not  that  strange  ? 

Beat,  As  strange  as  the  thing  I  know  not:  It 
were  as  possible  for  me  to  say,  I  loved  nothing  so 
well  as  you :  bat  believe  me  not;  and  yet  I  lie  not; 
I  confess  nothing,  nor  I  deny  nothing: — I  am 
sorry  for  my  cousin. 

Bene,  By  my  sword,  Beatrice,  thou  lovest  me. 

Beat,  Do  not  swear  by  it,  and  eat  it. 

Bene.  I  will  swear  by  it,  that  you  love  me;  and 
I  will  make  him  eat  it,  that  says,  I  love  not  you. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  eat  your  word  ? 

Bene.  With  no  sauce  that  can  be  devised  to  it : 
I  protest,  I  love  thee. 

Beat,  Why  then,  God  forgive  me  ! 

Bene,  What  offence,  sweer  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  You  have  stiiid  me  in  a  happy  hour 3  I 
was  about  to  protest,  I  loved  you. 

Bene.  And  do  it  with  all  thy  heart. 

Beat.  I  love  you  with  so  much  of  my  hearty, 
that  none  is  left  to  protest. 

Bene.  Come,  bid  me  do  any  thing  for  thee. 

Beat.  Kill  Claudio. 

Bene.  Ha  L  not  for  the  wide  world. 

Beat,  You  kill  me  to  deny  it :  Farewell. 

Bene,  Tarry,  sweet  Beatrice. 

Beat,  I  am  gone,  though  I  am  here; — ^There  is 
no  love  in  you  : — Nay,  I  pray  you,  let  me  go. 

Bene.  Beatrice^,-— 
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Beat.  In  faith,  I  will  go. 

Bene.  We'll  be  friends  first. 

Beat.  You  dare  easier  be  friends  with  me^  than 
iight  with  mine  enemy. 

Bene.  Is  Claudio  thine  enemy  ? 

Beat.  Is  he  not  approved  in  the  height  a  villain, 
that  hath  slandered^  scorned,  dishonoured  my  kins- 
woman?— O,  that  I  were  a  man! — ^What!  bear 
her  in  hand^  until  they  come  to  take  hands  5  and 
then  with  publick  accusation,  uncovered  slander, 
unmitigated  rancour, — O  God,  that  I  were  a  man  t 
I  would  eat  his  heart  in  the  market-place. 

Bene.  Hear  me,  Beatrice  5 — 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  man  out  at  a  window  ?— a 
proper  saying ! 

Bene.  Nay  but,  Beatrice;-— 

Beat.  Sweet  Hero ! — she  is  wronged,  she  i^ 
slandered,  she  is  undone. 

Bene,  Beat — 

Beat.  Princes,  and  counties  !^>  Surely,  a  prince- 
ly testimony,  a  goodly  count-confect;'  a  sweet 
gallant,  surely !  O  that  I  v/ere  a  man  for  his  sake ! 
or  that  I  had  any  friend  would  be  a  man  for  my 
sake!  But  manhood  is  melted  into  courtesies,* 
valour  into  compliment,  and  men  are  only  turned 
into  tongue,  and  trim  ones  too :  he  is  now  as 
valiant  as  Hercules,  that  only  tells  a  lie,  and 
swears  it : — I  cannot  be  a  man  with  wishing, 
therefore  I  will  die  a  woman  with  grieving. 

Bene.  Tarry,  good  Beatrice:  By  this  hand,  I 
love  thee. 

Beat,  Use  it  for  my  love  some  other  way  than 
swearing  by  it. 

Bene.  Think  you  in  your  soul  the  count  Claudio 
hath  wronged  Hero  ? 

^  Delude  her  with  hopes.  9  Noblemen. 

^  A  nobleman  made  out  of  sugar,  ^  Ceremony. 
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Beat.  Yea,  as  sure  as  I  have  a  thought,  or  a  soul. 

Baie,  Enough,  I  am  engaged,  I  will  challenge 
him  ;  I  will  kiss  your  hand,  and  so  leave  you  :  By 
this  hand,  Claudio  shall  render  me  a  dear  account : 
As  you  hear  of  me,  so  think  of  me.  Go,  comfort 
your  cousin :  I  must  say,  she  is  dead  3  and  so, 
farewell.  lExtunt. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Prison. 

Enter  Dogbeuhy,    Verges,    and    Sexton,    hi 
goxcns ;    and  the  Watch^    xvith   Coxrade  and 

BORACIIIO. 

Dogh,  Is  our  whole  dissembly  appeared  ? 

Verg,  O,  a  stool  and  a  cushion  for  the  sexton ! 

Sexton.  Which  be  the  malefactors  ? 

Dogh.  Marry,  tliat  am  I  and  my  partner. 

Verg.  Nay,  that's  certain  3  we  have  the  exhibi- 
tion to  examine. 

Sexton.  But  which  are  tlie  offenders  tliat  are  to 
be  examined  ?  let  them  come  before  master  con- 
stable. 

Dogh.  Yea,  marry,  let  them  come  before  me.— 
What  is  your  name,  friend  ? 

Boia.  Borachio. 

Dogh.  Pray  write  down — Borachio.— —Yours, 
sirrah  ? 

Con.  I  am  a  gentleman,  sir,  and  my  name  is 
Conrade. 

Dogh .  Write  dowai — master  gentlema n  Conrade . 
' — Masters,  do  you  serve  God  ? 

Con.  Bora.  Yea,  sir,  we  hope. 

Dogh.  Write  down — that  they  hope  they  sen^e 
God: — and  write  God  first 5  for  God  defend  but 
God  should  go  before  such  villains  ! — Masters*  it 
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is  proved  already  that  you  are  little  better  than 
false  knaves  3  and  it  will  go  near  to  be  thought 
so  shortly.     How  answer  you  for  yourselves  ? 

Con,  Marry^  sir,  we  say  we  are  none. 

Doo;b.  A  marvellous  witty  fellow,  I  assure  you; 
but  I  will  go  about  with  him. — Come  you  hither, 
sirrah ,  a  word  in  your  ear,  sir  5  I  say  to  you,  it 
is  thought  you  are  false  knaves. 

JjurcL  Sir,  I  say  to  you,  we  are  none. 

Do(r/),  Well,  stand  aside. — 'Fore  God,  they  are 
both  in  a  tale  :  Have  you  writ  down — that  they 
are  none  ? 

Sexton.  Master  constable,  you  go  not  the  way 
to  examine  5  you  must  call  forth  the  watch  that 
are  their  accusers. 

Dogb.  Yea,  many,  that's  the  eftest  way; — Let 
the  watch  come  forth : — Masters,  I  charge  you,  in 
tlie  prince's  name,  accuse  these  men. 

1  IVatch,  This  man  said,  sir,  that  Don  John, 
tlie  prince's  brother,  was  a  villain. 

Dogh.  Write  down — prince  John  a  villain  : — 
Why  this  is  flat  perjaiy,  to  call  a  prince's  brottier 
— villain. 

Bora.  Master  constable, — 

Dogh.  Pray  thee,  fellow,  peace  3  I  do  not  like 
thy  look,  I  promise  thee. 

Scdton.  What  heard  you  him  say  else  ? 

2  iVatclu  Marry,  that  he  had  received  a  thou- 
sand ducats   of  Don  John,   for  accusing  the  lady 

I  Hero  wrongfully. 

Dogh,  Flat  burglary,  as  ever  was  committed. 

Verg.  Yea,  by  the  mass,  that  it  is. 

Sexton »  What  else,  fellow  ? 

1  Watch.  And  that  count  Claudio  did  mean, 
apon  his  words,  to  disgrace  Hero  before  the  whole 
assembly,  and  not  marry  her. 
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Dogb.  O  villiain !  thou  wilt  be  condemned  into 
everlasting  redemption  for  this. 

Sexton.  What  else  ? 
•  2  Watch.  This  is  all. 

Sexton.  And  this  is  more^  masters,  than  you  cani 
deny.  Prince  John  is  this  morning  secretly  stolen' 
away  -,  Hero  was  in  this  manner  accused,  in  this 
very  manner  refused,  and  upon  the  grief  of  this, 
suddenly  died. — Master  constable,  let  these  men- 
be  bound,  and  brought  to  Leonato's ;  I  will  go| 
before,  and  show  him  their  examination.     [^ExitJ 

Dogb,  Come,  let  them  be  opinioned. 

Verg,  Let  them  be  in  band.^ 

Con.  Off,  coxcomb  ! 

Dogb.  God's  my  life!  where' s  the  sexton  ?  let 
him  write  down — the  prince's  officer,  coxcomb.—- 
Come,  bind  them  : — — ^Thou  naughty  varlet ! 

Con.  Away  !  you  are  an  ass,  you  are  an  ass. 

Dogb.  Dost  thou  not  suspect  my  place  ?  Dost 
thou  not  suspect  my  years  ? — O  that  he  were  here 
to  write  me  down — an  ass ! — but,  masters,  remem- 
ber, that  I  am  an  ass ;  though  it  be  not  written 
down,  yet  forget  not  that  I  am  an  ass : — -No,  thou 
villain,  thou  art  full  of  piety,  as  shall  be  provec 
upon  thee  by  good  witness.  I  am  a  wise  fellow  3 
and,  which  is  more,  an  officer  -,  and,  which  is 
more,  a  housholder :  and,  which  is  more,  as  prettj 
a  piece  of  flesh  as  any  is  in  Messina  3  and  one 
that  knows  the  law,  go  to ;  and  a  rich  fello^w 
enough,  go  to;  and  a  fellow  that  hath  had  losses  j 
and  one  that  hath  two  gowns,  and  every  thing 
handsome  about  him  : — Bring  him  away.  O,  that 
I  had  been  writ  down — an  ass.  lExeunt 

3  Bond, 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.    Before  Leonato's  House, 

Enter  Leonato  and  Antonio. 

Jnt  If  you  go  on  thus,  you  will  kill  yourself; 
And  'tis  not  wisdom^  tlius  to  second  grief 
Against  yourself. 

^fo^-  I  pray  thee,  cease  thy  counsel^ 

Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitless 
As  water  in  a  sieve  :  give  not  me  counsel ; 
Nor  let  no  comforter  delight  mine  ear. 
But  such  a  one  whose  wrongs  do  suit  with  mine. 
Bring  nie  a  father,  that  so  lov'd  his  child. 
Whose  joy  of  her  is  overwhelm'd  like  mine. 
And  bid  him  speak  of  patience  ; 
Measure  his  woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine,' 
And  let  it  answer  every  strain  for  strain  5 
As  thus  for  thus,  and  such  a  grief  for  such. 
In  every  lineament,  branch,  shape,  and  form  : 
If  such  a  one  will  smile,  and  stroke  his  beard  ; 
Cry— sorrow,  wag!    and  hem,  when  he  should 

groan  ; 
Patch  grief  with  proverbs  ^  make  misfortune  drunk 
With  candle- wasters  ;  bring  him  yet  to  me, 
A.nd  I  of  him  will  gather  patience. 
[But  there  is  no  such  man  :  For,  brother,  men 
3an  counsel,  and  speak  comfort  to  that  grief 
W^hich  they  themselves  not  feel  3  but,  tatting  it, 
jCheir  counsel  turns  to  passion,  which  before"^ 
Vould  give  preceptial  medicine  to  rage, 
'  l^etter  strong  madness  in  a  silken  thread, 
::harm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  with  words  : 
^:o,  no  j  'tis  all  men's  office  to  speak  patience 
^^0  those  that  wring  under  the  load  of  sorrow  ; 

VOL.  II  H 
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But  no  man's  virtue^  nor  sufficiency. 

To  be  so  moral,  when  he  shall  endure 

The  like  himself :   therefore  give  me  no  counsel ! 

My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertisement.-^ 

Ant,  Therein  do  men  from  children  nothing 
ditfer. 

Leon,  I  pray  thee,  peace:  I  will  be  flesh  anc 
bluod  J 
For  there  w^as  never  yet  philosopher. 
That  could  endure  the  toolh-ach  patiently  5 
However  they  have  w^rit  the  style  of  gods, 
And  made  a  pish  at  chance  and  sufferance. 

Anf,  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  upon  yourself 
Make  those,  that  do  oifend  you,  suffer  too. 

Leon.  There  thou  speak' st  reason  :  nay,  I  wi 

do  so  : 

My  soul  doth  tell  me.  Hero  is  belied  > 

And  that  shall  Claudio  know,  so  shall  the  prince 

And  all  of  them,  that  thus  dishonour  her. 

Ehter  Don  Pkdro  and  Claudio. 

Anf.    Here   comes   the  prince,    and   Claudi( 

hastily. 
D.  Ptclro,  Good  den,  good  den. 
Claud.  Good  day  to  both  of  yol 

Lcoff.  Hear  you,  my  lords, — 
D.  Pedro.  We  have  some  haste,  Leonati 

Leon.  Some  haste,   my  lord! — well,  fare  jc 

well,  my  lord  : — 
Are  you  so  hasty  now  ? — well,  all  is  one. 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  goc 

old  man. 

Anf-.  If  he  could  right  himself  with  quarrelin^ 
S  o me  o f  u s  vv'ouj  d  1  i  e  lo w . 

Claude  Who  wrongs  him? 

Leon.  Marr 

4-  Admoiution. 
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Thou^  thou   dost  wrong  me  3    thou  dissembler^ 

thou : — 
Nay,  never  lay  thy  hand  upon  thy  sword, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

Claud,  Marry,  beshrew  my  hand. 

If  it  should  give  your  age  such  cause  of  fear : 
In  faith,  my  iiand  meant  nothing  to  my  sword. 

Lectji,  Tush,  tush,  man,  never  fleer  and  jest  at 
me^: 
I  speak  not  like  a  dotard,  nor  a  fool ; 
As,  under  privilege  of  age,  to  brag 
What  I  have  done  being  young,  or  what  would  do. 
Were  I  not  old  :  Know,  Claudio,  to  thy  head. 
Thou  hast  so  wrong'd  mine  innocent  child  and  me. 
That  I  am  forc'd  to  lay  my  reverence  by  5 
And,  with  grey  hairs,  and  bruise  of  many  days. 
Do  challenge  thee  to  trial  of  a  man. 
I  say,  thou  hast  belied  mine  innocent  child  ; 
'Thy  slander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her 

heart. 
And  she  lyes  buried  with  her  ancestors  ! 
O !  in  a  tomb  where  never  scandal  slept. 
Save  this  of  lier's  fram'd  by  thy  villainy. 

Claud,  My  villainy ! 

Leon.  Thine,  Claudio  ;  thine.  I  say. 

D.  Pedro,  You  say  not  right,  old  man. 

Leon,  My  lord,  my  lord, 

ril  prove  it  on  his  body,  if  he  dare  ? 
Despite  his  nice  fence,  and  his  active  practice,^ 
His  May  of  youth,  and  bloom  of  lustyhood. 

Claud,  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

Leon.  Canst  thou  so  daff  me?  Thou  hast  kill'd 
my  child  -, 
If  thou  kill'st  me,  boy,  thou  shalt  kill  a  man. 

Jnt,  He  shall  kill  two  of  us,  and  men  indeed  : 
n  2 
5  Skill  in  fencing. 
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But  that's  no  matter  5  let  him  kill  one  first  ;■— 

Win  me  and  wear  me, — ^let  him  answer  me^, 

Come,  follow  me,  boy  ;  come,  boy,  follow  me  : 
Sir  boy.  111  whip  you  from  your  foining^  fence  j 
Nay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman^  I  will. 

Leon.  Brother, — 

Ant,  Content  yourself:  God  knows,  I  lov'd  my 
niece  5 
And  she  is  dead,  slander'd  to  death  by  villains  j 
That  dare  as  well  answer  a  man,  indeed. 
As  I  dare  take  a  serpent  by  the  tongue  : 
Boys,  apes,  braggarts.  Jacks,  milksops! — 

i^on.  Brother  Antony,—. 

Ant.  Hold  you  content;  What,  man!  I  know 
them,  yea. 
And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmost  scruple : 
Scambling,  out-facing,  fashion-mong'ring  boys. 
That  lie,  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave  and  slanderj 
Go  antickly,  and  show  outward  hideousness. 
And  speak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words. 
How  they  might  hurt  tlieir  enemies,  if  they  durstj 
And  this  is  all. 

Leon.  But,  brother  Antony, — 

-A^^i'  Come,  'tis  no  matter ; 

Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

D.  ¥edro.  Gentlemen  both,  we  will  not  wake 
your  patience. 
My  heart  is  sorry  for  your  daughter's  death  5 
But,  on  my  honour,  slie  was  charg'd  with  nothing 
But  what  was  true,  and  very  full  of  proof. 

Lton.  My  lord,  my  lord, — 

D,  Pedro.  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Leon.  No  • 

Brotlier,  away  :— I  will  be  heard; — 

Jnf.  And  shall^ 

C  Thrusting. 
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Or  some  of  us  will  smart  for  it. 

lExewU  Leonato  a;ic?  Antonio. 

Enter  Benkdick. 

D,  Pedro.  See,  see  ]  here  comes  the  man  we 
went  to  seek. 

Claud.  Now^  signior  !  what  news  ! 

Bene.  Good  day,  my  lord. 

I>.  Pedro,  Welcome,  signior  :  You  are  almost 
come  to  part  almost  a  fray. 

Claud.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  noses 
snapped  ofF\v4th  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

D.  Pedro.  Leonato  auv..  his  brother :  What 
t}/mk*st  thou  ?  Had  we  fought,  I  dcubt^  we  should 
have  been  too  young  for  them. 

lkr:e.  In  a  fldse  quarrel  there  is  no  true  valour. 
J  came  to  seek  you  both. 

CioinL  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  seek  thee  j 
for  v/e  are  high- proof  melancholy,  and  would  fain 
have  it  beaten  away  :  Wilt  thou  use  thy  wit  ? 

Pene.  It  is  in  n:iy  scabbard ;   Shall  I  draw  it  ? 

D.  Pedro.  Dost  thou  v/ear  thy  wit  by  thy  side  ? 

Claud.  Never  any  did  so,  though  very  many 
have  been  beside  their  wit. — 1  will  bid  thee  draw, 
as  we  do  the  minstrels  ;  draw,  to  pleasure  us. 

D.  l-cdro.  As  I  am  an  honost  man,  he  looks 
pale  :— Art  thou  sick,  or  angry  ? 

Claud.  What !  courage,  man !  What  though 
rare  killed  a  cat,  thou  hast  mettle  enough  in  thee 
lo  kill  care. 

Pitne.  Sir,  i  shall  meet  your  wit  in  the  career, 
m  yoa  charge  it  against  me  : — I  pray  you^,  choose, 
moiher  sul)ject. 

Ciaml.  Nay,  then  give  him  another  staff}  this 
?>st  was  broke  cross. 

11  3 
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D.  Pedro.  By  this  light,  he  changes  more  and 
more  5   I  think,  he  be  angry  indeed. 

Claud,  If  he  be^  he  knows  how  to  turn  his 
girdle.^ 

Bene,  Shall  I  speak  a  word  in  your  ear  ? 

Claud.  God  bless  me  from  a  challenge  ! 

Bene,  You  are  a  villain  3 — I  jest  not : — I  will 
make  it  good  how  you  dare,  with  ^^'hat  you  dare, 
and  when  you  dare  : — Do  me  right,  or  I  will  pro 
test  your  cowardice.  You  have  killed  a  sweet 
lady,  and  her  death  shall  fall  heavy  on  you  :  Let 
me  hear  from  you. 

('laud.  Well,  I  will  meet  you,  so  I  may  have 
good  cheer. 

D.  Pedro.  What,  a  feast?  a  feast  ? 

Claud,  rfaith,  I  thank  him  j  he  hath  bid^  me 
to  a  calf's-head  and  a  capon  5  the  which  if  1  do 
nc  t  carve  most  curiously,  say,  my  knife's  naught. 
— Shall  I  not  find  a  woodcock  too  ? 

Bene.  Sir,  your  wit  ambles  well ;   it  goes  easily. 

D.  Pedro.  I'll  tell  thee  how  Beatrice  praised  thy 
wit  the  other  day  :  I  said,  thou  hadst  a  fine  wit 
'I'rue,  says  she,  ajbw  liltle  one:  No.^  said  I,//  great 
icit ;  Pdght,  says  she,  a  great ^gros^  one:  Nai/,  said 
I,  a  good  zcit;  Ju.st,  said  she,  it  hurts  nobodi/:  Naj/ 
said  I,  the  gentleman  is  xcise ;  Certain,  said  she,  a 
ncise gentleman :  Av/j/,  said  I,  he  hath  the  tongues; 
That  I  beliexe,  said  she,  for  he  sxvor-e  u  thing  to  ini 
on  Monda]/  nighty  which  he  foreswore  on  Tnesda^ 
7norning  ;  there  s  a  double  tongue  ;  there  s  tree 
tongues.  Thus  did  she,  an  hour  together,  trans 
shape  thy  ])articular  virtues  ;  yet,  at  last,  shecon-M 
eluded  with  a  sigh,  thou  wast  the  properest  man 
in  Italy. 

Claud.  For  the  which  she  wxpt  heartily,  and 
said,  she  cared  not. 

''  To  give  a  whullenjje,  ^Invited.  1 
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D,  Pedro.  Yea,  that  she  did  5  but  yet^  for  all 
that,  an  if  she  did  not  hate  him  deadly,  she  would 
love  him  dearly  :  the  old  man's  daughter  told  us 
all. 

Claud,  All,  all^  and  moreover^,  God  saw  film 
*wJicn  he  was  hid  in  the  garden. 

D.  Pedro.  But  when  shall  we  set  the  savage 
buirs  horns  on  the  sensible  Benedick's  head? 

Claud,  Yea,  and  text  underneath.  Here  dxcells 
Benedick  the  7}Hirried  man'^ 

Bene,  Fare  you  well,  boy  5  you  know  my  mind 5 
I  will  leave  you  now  to  your  gossip-like  humour: 
you  break  jests  as  braggarts  do  their  blades^  which, 
God  be  thanked,  hurt  not. — My  lord,  for ^ your 
many  courtesies  I  thank  you  :  I  must  discontinue 
your  company  :  your  brother,  the  bastard  is  fled 
from  Messina  :  you  have,  among  you,  killed  a 
sweet  and  innocent  lady :  For  my  lord  Lack-beard, 
there,  he  and  I  shall  meet  3  and  till  then,  peace 
be  with  him .  [  Exit  B 1: n  e  d  i  c  k  . 

D.  Pedro.  He  is  in  earnest. 

Claud,  ,  In  most  profound  earnest ;  and^  Fll 
warrant  you,  for  the  love  of  Beatrice. 

D.  Pedro,  And  hath  challenged  thee  ? 

Claud,  Most  sincerely. 

D.  Pedro.  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  when 
he  goes  in  his  doublet  and  hose^,  and  leaves  otf 
his  wit ! 

Enter  Dogei-.tuiy,,  Vkiigks,  arid  theW-dtchy  u>iik 
CoNRADE  and  BoilAClllO, 

Claud.  He  is  then  a  giant  to  an  ape :  but  then 
is  an  ape  a  doctor  to  such  a  man. 

1),  Pedro.  But,  soft:  you,  let  be  ;  pluck  up,  my 
heart,  and  be  oad!^  Did  he  not  say^  my  brotlier 
was  fled  ? 

9  Serious. 
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Dogh.  Come,  you,  sir ;  if  justice  cannot  tam( 
you,  she  shall  ne'er  weigh  more  reasons  in  hei 
balance :  nay,  an  you  be  a  cursing  hypocrite  once^ 
you  must  be  looked  to. 

D,  Pedro.  How  now,  two  of  my  brother^s  mej 
bound  !  Borachio,  one ! 

Claud.  Hearken  after  their  offence,  my  lord  ! 

D.  Pedro,  Officers,  what  offence  h^ve  these 
men  done? 

Dogh,  Marry,  sir,  they  have  committed  false 
report;  moreover,  they  have  spoken  untruths 
secondarily,  they  are  slanders  3  sixth  and  lastly, 
they  have  belied  a  lady  5  thirdly,  they  have  verified 
unjust  things :  and,  to  conclude,  they  are  lying 
knaves, 

D.  Pedro,  First,  I  ask  thee  what  they  have  done  5 
thirdly,  I  ask  thee  what's  their  offence  3  sixth  and 
lastly,  why  they  are  committed)  and,  to  conclude, 
what  you  lay  to  their  charge. 

Claud,  Rightly  reasoned,  and  in  his  own  divi- 
sion 3  and,  by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well 
suited. 

J).  Pedro,  Whom  have  you  offended,  masters, 
that  you  are  thus  bound  to  your  answer  ?  this 
learned  constable  is  too  cunning  to  be  understood : 
What's  your  offence? 

Bora,  Sweet  prince,  let  me  go  no  furtlier  to 
mine  answer  3  do  you  hear  me,  and  let  this  count 
kill  me.  I  have  deceived  even  your  very  eyes :  what 
your  wisdoms  could  not  discover,  these  shallow 
fools  have  brought  to  light  3  who,  in  the  night, 
over-heard  me  confessing  to  this  man,  how  Don 
John  your  brother  incensed  *  me  to  slander  the 
lady  Hero :  how  you  were  brought  into  the  orchard, 
and  saw  me  court  Margaret  in  Hero's  garment  3 
how  you  disgraced  her,  v/hen  you  should  marry 
*  Incited. 
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her:  my  villainy  they  have  upon  record;  which  I 
had  rather  seal  with  my  death,  than  repeat  over  to 
my  shame  :  the  lady  is  dead  upon  mine  and  my 
master's  false  accusation  ;  and,  briefly,  I  desire 
pothing  but  the  reward  of  a  villain. 

i)»  Fedro,  Runs  not  this  speech  like  iron  tlirougli 
your  blood  ? 
•  Claud.  I  have  drunk  poison,  whiles  he  utter'd  it. 

D.  Pedro,  But  did  my  brother  set  thee  on  to  this  ? 

Bora.  Yea,  and  paid  me  richly  for  the  practice 
of  it. 

D.  Pedro,  He  is  composed  and  fram'd  of  trea- 
chery : — 
And  fled  he  is  upon  this  villainy. 

Claud.  Sweet  Hero !  now  thy  image  doth 
appear 
In  the  rare  semblance  that  I  loved  it  first. 
'  Dogb.  Come,  bring  away  the  plaintiffs;  by  this 
time  our  Sexton  hath  reformed  signior  Leonato  of 
the  matter :  And  masters,  do  not  forget  to  specify, 
when  time  and  place  shall  serve,  that  I  am  an  ass. 

Vcrg.  Here,  here  comes  master  signior  Leonato, 
and  the  Sexton  too. 

lie-enter  Leonato  a«rf  Antonio,  with  the  Sexton. 

Leo7i.  Which  is  the  villain  ?  Let  me  see  his  eyes 5 
That  when  I  note  another  man  like  him, 
I  may  avoid  him  :  Which  of  these  is  he  ? 

Bora,  If  you  would  know  your  wronger  look 
on  me. 

Leon.  Art  thou  the  slave,  that  with  thy  breath 
hast  kill'd 
ikline  innocent  child  ? 

Boru,  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Leon.  No,  not  so,  villain;  thou  bely'st  thyself 5 
llere  stand  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
.1  third  is  fled,  that  had  a  hand  in  it : — 
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I  thank  you,,  princes^,  for  my  daughter's  death  y 
llecord  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  deeds  3 
'Twas  bravely  done^  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Claud.  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  patience. 
Yet  I  must  speak :  Choose  your  revenge  yourself: 
Impose^  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  sin :  yet  sinn'd  I  not. 
But  in  mistaking. 

D.  Fcdro,  By  my  soul,  nor  I ; 

And  yet,  to  satisfy  this  good  old  man, 
I  would  bend  vinder  any  heavy  weight 
That  he'll  enjoin  m*e  to, 

Leon,  I  cannot  bid  you  bid  my  daughter  live. 
That  were  impossible  3  but,  I  pray  you  both. 
Possess  ^  the  people  in  Messina  here 
How  innocent  she  died  :  and,  if  your  love 
Can  labour  aught  in  sad  invention. 
Hang  her  an  epitaph  upon  her  tomb. 
And  sing  it  to  her  bones  ;  sing  it  to  night  :■— 
To-morrow  morning  come  you  to  my  house  5 
And  since  you  coidd  not  be  my  son-in-law, 
B(^  yet  my  nephew  :  my  brotlier  hath  a  daughter 
Almost  the  copy  of  my  child  that's  dead. 
And  she  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us  5 
Give  her  the  right  you  should  have  given  he 

cousin. 
And  so  dies  my  revenge. 

Claud.  O,  noble  sir. 

Your  over-kindness  doth  wring  tears  from  me  ! 
I  do  embrace  your  offer;  and  dispose 
For  henceforth  of  poor  Claudio. 

Leon .  lV>-morrow  then  I  will  expect  your  com 


ing 


To-night  I  take  my  leave. — This  naughty  man 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret, 
Who,  I  beheve,  was  pack'd-^  in  all  this  wrong, 
*  Command,  ^  Acquaint*  ^  Coinbiued. 
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Hir  d  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bora,  No,  by  my  soul,  she  was  n6t ; 

Nor  knew  not  what  she  did,  when  she  spoke  to  me^ 
But  always  hath  been  just  and  virtuous. 
In  any  thing  that  I  do  know  by  her. 

Dogb.  Moreover,  sir,  (which,  indeed,  is  not 
under  white  and  black,)  this  plaintiti'  here,  the 
offender,  did  call  me  ass  :  I  beseech  you,  let  it  be 
remembered  in  his  punishment  •  And  also,  the 
watch  heard  them  talk  of  one  Deformed  :  they 
say,  he  wears  a  key  in  his  ear,  and  a  lock  hanging 
by  it;  and  borrows  money  in  God's  name  -,  the 
which  he  hath  used  so  long,  and  never  paid,  that 
now  men  grow  hard-hearted,  and  will  lend  no- 
thing for  God's  sake:  Pray  you,  examine  him 
upon  that  point. 

JyeofK  I  thank  thee  fcr  thy  care  and  honest  pains. 

Dagh.  Your  worship  speaks  like  a  most  thankful 
and  reverend  youth  ;   and  I  praise  God  for  you. 

Leon.  There's  for  thy  pains. 

Dogh.  God  save  the  foundation! 
i     Leon.  Go,  I  discharge  thee  of  thy  prisoner,  and 
I  thank  thee. 

LJogb.  I  leave  an  arrant  knave  with  }^our  wor~ 
•ship  ;  which,  I  beseech  your  worship,  to  correct 
yourself,  for  the  example  of  others.  God  keep 
your  worship;  I  wish  your  worship  well  3  God  re- 
store you  to  health  :  I  humbly  give  you  leave  to 
depart  3  and  if  a  merry  meeting  may  be  wished, 
God  prohibit  it. — Come,  neighbour. 

[ Exeunt  Doon e r r  y ,  V k r g  e s ,  an d  Watch . 

lA'on.  Until  to-morrow  morning,  lords,  farewell. 

Ant.  Farewell,  my  lords  3   we  look  for  you  to- 
morroAv.  ,         ' 

/).  Pedro.  We  will  not  fail. 

Claud.  To-night  I'll  mourn  u^ith  Hero. 

4  [^Ekijiai t  Don  P e d  ii u  and  C l a  u  n  i o . 
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Leon.  Bring  you  these  fellows  on  j  we'll  tails 

with  Margaret, 
How  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  ^  fe^ 

low.  lExeunt. 

SCENE  11. 

Leon^to^s  Garden. 

Enter  Benedick  and  Margarkt,  meeting. 

Bene,  Pray  thee,  sweet  mistress  Margaret,  de- 
serve well  at  my  hands,  by  helping  me  to 
speech  'of  Beatrice. 

Marg.  Will  you  then  write  me  a  sonnet  i 
praise  of  my  beauty  ? 

Bene.  In  so  high  a  style,  Margaret,  that  no  ma 
living  shall  come  over  it  -,  for,  in  most  cornel 
truth,  thou  deservest  it. 

Marg.  To  have  no  man  come  over  me  ?  why, 
shall  I  always  keep  below  stairs  ? 

Bene.  ^  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  greyhound's 
mouth,  it  catches. 

Marg.  And  your's  as  blunt  as  the  fencer's  foils, 
which  hit,  but  hurt  not. 

Bene,  A  most  manly  wit,  Margaret,  it  will  not 
hurt  a  woman 5  and  so,  I  pray  thee,  call  Beatrice: 
I  give  thee  the  bucklers. 

Marg,  Give  us  the  swords,  we  have  bucklers 
of  our  own. 

Bene.  If  you  use  them,  Margaret,  you  must  put 
in  the  pikes  with  a  vice ;  and  they  are  dangerous 
weapons  for  maids. 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who, 
I  think,  hath  legs.  \_Exit  Maugaret, 

Befie,  And  therefore  will  come.  ' 

5  Igiiorantc 
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The  god  of  love.  [Singing.] 

That  sits  above, 
And  knows  mcy  and  knows  me, 
Hoxv  pitiful  I  deserve,"^ 

I  mean,  in  singing  ^  but  in  loving, — Leander  the 
good  swimmer,  Troilus  the  first  employer  of  pan- 
dars,  and  a  whole  book  full  of  these  quondam 
carpet-mongers^  whose  names  yet  run  smoothly 
in  the  even  road  of  a  blank  verse,  why,  they  were 
never  so  truly  turned  over  and  over  as  my  poor 
self,  in  love :  Marry,  I  cannot  show  it  in  rhyme  5 
I  have  tried  5  I  can  find  out  no  rhyme  to  lady  but 
haby,  an  innocent  rhyme  5  for  scorn,  horn^  a  hard 
rhyme  3  for  school,  fool,  a  babbling  rhyme  ;  very 
ominous  endings  :  No^  I  was  not  born  under  a 
rhyming  planet^  nor  I  cannot  w^oo  in  festival 
terms/ — 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Sweet  Beatrice,  would'st  thou  come  when  I  called 
thee? 

Beat.  Yea,  signior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me, 

Be7ie.  O,  stay  but  till  then  ! 

Beat.  Then,  is  spoken  5  fare  you  well  now  :— 
and  yet,  ere  I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I  came  for, 
which  is,  with  knowing  what  hath  passed  between 
you  and  Claudio. 

Bejie,  Only  foul  words ;  and  thereupon  I  will 
kiss  thee. 

Beat.  Foul  words  is  but  foul  wind,  and  foul 
wind  is  but  foul  breath,  and  foul  breath  is  noisome ; 
therefore  I  will  depart  unkissed. 

Bene.  Thou  hast  frighted  the  word  out  of  hia 
right  sense,  so  forcible  is  thy  wit :  But^  I  must  tell 

VOL.  II.  I 

^  Holiday  phrases. 
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thee  plainly,  Claudio  undergoes'^  my  challenge  ; 
and  either  I  must  shortly  hear  from  him,  or  I  will 
subscribe  him  a  coward.  And,  I  pi'ay  thee  now, 
tell  me,  for  which  of  my  bad  parts  didst  thou  first 
fall  in  love  with  me  ? 

Beat.  For  them  all  together;  \vhich  maintained 
so  politick  a  state  of  evil,  that  they  will  not  admit 
any  good  part  to  intermingle  v\dth  them.  But  for 
which  of  my  good  parts  did  you  first  suffer  love 
for  me  ? 

Bene.  Suffer  lore ;  a  good  epitliet !  I  do  suffer 
love,  indeed,  for  I  love  thee  against  my  will. 

Beat.  In  spite  of  your  heart,  I  think ;  alas  ! 
poor  heart !  If  you  spite  it  for  my  sake,  I  will 
spite  it  for  yours 3  for  I  will  never  love  that  which 
my  friend  hates. 

Bene,  Thou  and  I  are  too  wise  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat,  It  appears  not  in  this  confession  :  there's 
not  one  wise  man  among  twenty  that  vv  ill  praise 
himself. 

Bene,  An  old,  an  old  instance,  Beatrice,  that 
lived  in  the  time  of  good  neighbours  :  if  a  man  do 
not  erect  in  this  age  his  own  tomb  ere  he  dies,  he 
shall  live  no  longer  in  monument,  than  the  bell 
rings,  and  the  widow  weeps. 

Beat,  And  how  long  is  that,  think  you  ? 

Bene,  Question  ? — Why,  an  hour  in  clamour, 
and  a  quarter  in  rheum:  Therefore  it  is  most  ex- 
pedient for  the  wise,  (if  Don  Worm  his  conscience, 
find  no  impediment  to  the  contrary,)  to  be  tlie 
trumpet  of  his  own  virtues,  as  I  am  to  myself:  So 
much  for  praising  myself,  (who,  I  myself  will 
bear  witness,  is  praise-worthy,)  and  now  tell  me. 
How  doth  your  cousin  ? 

Beat,  Very  ill. 

Bene,  And  how  do  you. 

7  1s  subject  to. 
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Beat.  Very  ill  too. 

Iknv,  Serve  God^  love  me^  and  mend :  there 
will  1  leave  you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  haste. 

Enter  Ursula. 

Urs.  Madam,  you  must  come  to  your  uncle  y 
vender's  old  coiP  at  home :  it  is  proved,  my  lady 
Hero  hath  been  falsely  accused,  the  Prince  and 
Claudio  mightily  abused  j  and  Don  John  is  the 
author  of  all,  who  is  fled  and  gone:  will  you  come 
presently  ? 

Beat.  Will  you  go  hear  this  news,  signior  ? 

Bene.  I  will  live  in  thy  heart,  die  in  thy  lap, 
and  be  buried  in  thy  eyes ;  and,  moreover,  I  will 
50  with  thee  to  thy  uncle's.  lExcunt. 

SCENE  III. 

The  Inddc  of  a  Church, 

Enter  Don  Vi.DKO,   Claudio.  and  attendants^ 
xvith  musick  and  tapers. 

Claud.  Is  this  the  monument  of  Leonato. 
Atten,  It  is,  my  lord. 
Claud,  [^iieads  froin  a  scroll,'] 

Done  to  death  hy  slanderous  tongues 

Was  the  Hero  that  here  lies : 
Death,  in  guerdon"^  of  her  lorongs 

Gives  her  fame  which  never  dies  : 
So  the  If e,   that  died  with  shame, 
l^ives  in  death  xvith  glorious  fame. 

Hang  thou  there  'upon  the  tomb,  [affixing  it. 
E raising  her  when  I  am  dumb, — f 

i2 
^  IStir.  9  Reward. 
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Now,  musick,  sound,  and  sing  your  solemn  hymn 

SONG. 

Pardon,  Goddess  of  the  night ^ 
Those  that  slew  thy  virgin  knight ; 
For  the  which,  with  songs  of'xvoe^ 
Round  about  her  tomb  they  go. 

Midnight,  assist  our  moan  ; 

Help  us  to  sigh  and  groan ^ 
Heavily,  heavily: 

Graves,  yawn,  and  yield  your  deady 

Till  death  be  uttered^ 
Heavily,  heavily. 


Claud,  Now,  unto  thy  bones  good  night ! 

Yearly  will  I  do  this  rite, 
D*Tedro,  Good  morrow,  masters;    put  you 
torches  out : 
The  wolves  have  prey'd;  and  look,  the  gentll) 
day,  IJ 

Before  the  wheels  of  Phoebus,  round  about  ||i 

Dapples  the  drowsy  east  with  spots  of  gray 

Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us  3  fare  you  well 

Claud.  Good  morrow,  masters  3  each  his  sever; 

way. 
D.  Pedro,    Come,    let  us  hence^  and  put 
other  weeds  3 
And  tlien  to  Leonato's  we  will  go. 

Claud,  And,  Hymen,  now  with  luckier  issi 
speed's. 
Than  this,  for  whom  we  rendered  up  this  woe ! 

\Exeun 
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SCENE  IV. 

A  Room  in  Leonato's  House. 

Enter  Leokato,  Antonio,  Benedick,  Bea- 
trice, Uksula,  Friar,  andTAv.KO. 

Friar,  Did  I  not  tell  you  she  was  innocent? 

Leon.  So  are  the  prince  and  Claudio,  who  ac- 
cus'd  her, 
Upon  the  error  that  you  heard  debated  : 
But  Margaret  was  in  some  fault  for  this  ^ 
Although  against  her  will,  as  it  appears 
In  the  true  course  of  all  the  question. 

Ant.  Well,  I  am  glad  that  all  things  sort  so  well. 

Bene,  And  so  am  I,  being  else  by  faith  enforc'd 
To  call  young  Claudio  to  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Leon.  Well,  daughtei,  and  you  gentlewomen  all^ 
Withdraw  into  a  chamber  by  yourselves  ; 
And,  when  I  send  for  you,  come  hither  mask'd : 
The  prince  and  Claudio  promis'd  by  this  hour 
To  visit  me : — ^You  know  your  office,  brother  j 
You  must  be  father  to  your  brother's  daughter. 
And  give  her  to  young  Claudio.      [^Exeunt  Ladies. 

Ant.  Which  I  will  do  with  confirm' d  counte- 
nance. 

Bene.  Friar,  I  must  entreat  your  pains,  I  think. 

Friar.  To  do  what,  signior  ? 

Bene.  To  bind  me,  or  undo  me,  one  of  them.—- 
Signior  Leonato,  truth  it  is,  good  signior. 
Your  niece  regards  me  with  an  eye  of  favour. 

Leon.  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her;  'Tis  most 
true. 

Bene.  And  1  do  with  an  eye  of  love  requite  her. 

Leon,  The  sight  whereof,  I  think^  you  had  from 
me, 

i3 
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From  Claudlo,  and  the  prince ;  But  what's  your 
will? 

Bene.  Your  answer^  sir^  is  enigmatical : 
But,  for  my  will,  my  will  is,  your  good  will 
May  stand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoined 
In  the  estate  of  honourable  marriage;  — 
In  which,  good  friar,  I  shall  desire  your  help. 

l^eon,  My^ieart  is  with  your  liking. 

Jnar,  And  my  help. 

Here  comes  the  prince,  and  Claudio. 

Fjifer  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio.  xiit/t  Attendants. 

J).  Pedro.  Good  morrow  to  this  fair  assembly. 

Leon.  Good  morrow,  prince  j    good  morrow, 
Claudio  ; 
We  here  attend  you  ;  are  you  yet  determined 
To-day  to  marry  with  my  brother's  daughter  ? 

Claud.  I'll  hold  my  mind,  were  she  an  Ethiope. 

Leon.  Call  her  forth,  brother,  here's  the  friar 
ready.  [Exit  Antoxio. 

D.   Pedro.    Good  morrow.    Benedick :    Why, 
what's  the  matter. 
That  you  have  such  a  February  face. 
So  full  of  frost,  of  storm,  and  cloudiness  ? 

Claud.  I  think,  he  thinks  upon  the  savage  bull: — 
Tush,  fear  not,  man,  we'll  tip  thy  horns  with  gold. 
And  all  Europa  shall  rejoice  at  thee ; 
As  once  Europa  did  at  lusty  Jove, 
When  he  would  play  the  noble  beast  in  love. 

Bene.  Bull  Jove,  sir,  had  an  amiable  low; 
And  some  such  strange  bull  leap'd  your  fother's 

cow. 
And  got  a  calf  in  that  same  noble  feat, 
Much  like  to  you,  for  you  have  just  his  bleat. 
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Re-enter  Antonio,  xoith  the  Ladles  maslaL 

Claud.  For  this  I  owe  you :  here  comes  other 
reckonings. 
Which  is  the  lady  I  must  seize  upon  ? 

jlnt.  This  same  is  she,  and  I  do  give  you  her. 

Claud.  Why^  then  she's  mine :   Sweet,  let  me 
see  your  face 

Leon.  No,  that  you  shall  not,  till  you  take  her 
hand 
Before  this  friar,  and  swear  to  marry  her. 

Claud,  Give  me  your  hand  before  this  holy  friar; 
I  am  your  husband,  if  you  like  of  me. 

Hero.  And  when  I  lived,  I  was  your  other  wife  ; 

{Unmasking, 
And  when  you  loved,  you  were  my  other  husband. 

Claud.  Another  Hero  r 

Hero.  Nothing  certainer : 

One  Hero  died  deiird ;  but  I  do  live. 
And,  surely  as  I  live,  I  am  a  maid. 

p.  Vcdro.  The  former  Hero!  Hero  that  is  dead  I 

Leon.  She  died,  my  lord,  but  whiles  her  slander 
lived. 

Friar.  All  this  amazement  can  I  qualify  5 
When,  after  that  the  holy  rites  are  ended, 
I'll  tell  you  largely  of  fair  Hero's  death  : 
Mean  time,  let  wojider  seem  familiar. 
And  to  the  chapel  let  us  presently. 

Bene.  Soft  and  fair,  friar. — Which  is  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  I  answer  to  that  name;    {Umnasking.l 
What  is  your  will  ? 

Bene.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Beat.  No,  no  more  than  reason. 

Bene.  Why,  then  your  uncle,  and  the  prince, 
and  Claudio, 
Have  been  deceived ;  for  they  swore  you  did. 

Beat.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 
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^^^^'  No,  no  more  than  reason. 

Beat.   Why,  then  my  cousin,  Margaret,  and 
Ursula, 
Are  much  deceived  5  for  they  did  sware  you  did. 
Bene.  They  swore  tliat  you  were  ahiiost  sick  for 

me. 
Beat.  They  swore  that  you  were  well-nigh  dead 

for  me. 
Bene.  Tis  no  such  mater : — ^Then,  you  do  not 

love  me  ? 
Beat.  No,  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompense. 
Leon,  Come,  cousin,  I  am  sure  you  love  the 

gentleman. 
Claud,  And  I'll  be  sworn  upon't,  that  he  loves 
her  J 
For  here's  a  paper,  written  in  his  hand, 
A  halting  sonnet  of  his  own  pure  brain,  | 

Fashion'd  to  Beatrice. 

Hero,  And  here's  another. 

Writ  in  my  cousin's  hand,  stolen  from  her  pocket. 
Containing  her  affection  unto  Benedick. 

Bene.  A  miracle !  here's  our  own  hands  against 
our  hearts! — Come,  I  will  have  thee;  but,  by  this 
light,  I  take  thee  for  pity. 

Beat,  I  would  not  deny  you;  but,  by  this  good 
day,  I  yield  upon  great  persuasion  ;  and,  partly,  to 
save  your  life,  for  I  w^as  told  you  were  in  a  con* 
gumption. 

Bene,  Peace,  I  will  stop  your  mouth. — 

[  Kissing  //er.] 
X).  Pedro.  How  dost  thou.  Benedick  tfie  mar- 

ried  man  ? 

Bene,  I'll  tell  thee  what,   prince ;  a  college  of 
wit-crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour  :   ' 
Dost  thou  think,  I  care  for  a  satire,  or  an  epigram  ? 
Ko:  if  a  man  will  be  beaten  with  brains,  he  shall 
we^  nothing  handsome  about  him :  lu  brief^  since 
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I  do  propose  to  marry^  I  will  think  nothing  to  any 
purpose  that  the  world  can  say  against  it  3  and 
therefore  never  flout  at  me  for  what  I  have  said 
against  it  3  for  man  is  a  giddy  thing,  and  this  is 
my  conclusion. — For  thy  part,  Claudio,  I  did  think 
to  have  beaten  thee  -,  but  in  that '  thou  art  like  to 
be  my  kinsman^  live  unbruised,  and  love  my 
cousin. 

Claud,  T  had  well  hoped,  thou  wouldst  have 
denied  Beatrice,  that  I  might  have  cudgelled  thee 
out  of  thy  single  life,  to  make  thee  a  double  dealer  j 
which,  out  of  question,  thou  wilt  be,  if  my  cousin 
do  not  look  exceeding  narrowly  to  thee. 

Bene,  Come,  come,  we  are  friends  : — ^let's  have 
a  dance  ere  we  are  married,  that  we  may  lighten 
our  own  hearts,  and  our  wives'  heels. 

Leon,  We'll  have  dancing  afterwards. 

Bene,  First,  o' my  word  5  therefore^  play,  mu- 
sick. — 
Prince,  thou  art  sad  -,  get  thee  a  wife,  get  thee  a 
wife  :  there  is  no  staff  more  reverend  than  one 
tipped  witli  horn. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  your  brother  John  is  ta'en  in 
flight. 
And  brought  with  armed  men  back  to  Messina. 

Bene,  Think  not  on  him  till  to-morrow  >  I'll 
devise  thee  brave  punishments  for  him. — Strike 
up,  pipers.  [Dance. 

[^Exeunt, 
^  Because. 

This  play  may  be  justly  said  to  contain  two  of  the  most 
sprightly  characters  tliat  Shakspeare  ever  drew.  'I'he  wit, 
the  humourist,  the  gentleman,  and  the  soldier,  are  com- 
bined in  Benedick.  It  is  to  be  lamented,  indeed,  that  the 
first  and  most  splenuid  of  these  distinctions,  is  disgraced  by 


92      MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHINO. 

unnecessary  protaneness  ;  for  the  goodness  of  his  hear  | 
is  hardly  sufiicient  to  atone  for  the  licence  of  his  tongue  i 
The  too  sarcastic  levity,  which  flashes  out  in  the  conJ 
\crsation  of  Beatrice,  may  be  excused  on  account  of  thj 
steadiness  and  friendship  so  apparent  in  her  behaviour] 
when  she  urges  her  lover  to  risque  his  life  by  a  challenge  tcl 
Claudio.  In  the  conduct  of  the  fable,  however,  there  is  an 
imperfection  similar  to  that  which  Dr.  Johnson  has  pointed 
out  in  The  Merry  IVwes  of  W'nidsor  : — the  second  contriv-i 
ance  is  less  ingenious  than  the  first : — or,  to  speak  morel 
plainly,  the  same  incident  is  become  stale  by  repetition, 
I  wish  some  other  method  had  been  found  to  entrap 
Beatrice,  then  tliat  very  one  which  before  had  been  suc- 
cessfully practised  on  Benedick. 

Mi^c/j  ,Ado  about  Nvthivg,  (as  I  understand  from  ope  of 
Mr.  Vertue's  MSS.)  formerly  passed  under  the  title  of 
Benedick  and  Beatrix.  Heming  the  player  received,  on 
the  20th  of  May,  1613,  the  sum  of  forty  pounds,  and 
twenty  pounds  more  as  his  Majesty's  gratuity,  for  exhibit- 
ing six  plays  at  Hampton  Court,  among  which  was  tliis 
comedy.  Steeve.ns. 


VIIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S 
DREAM. 


PERSONS  PEPRESENTED. 


TheseuS;,  Dulte  of  Athens. 

Egeus,  Father  to  Hermia. 

Lysander,      7    -^^  ^^^^  ^.^^  Hermia. 

Demetrius^    3 

Philostrate,  Master  of  the  Relets  to  Theseus. 

Quince,  the  Carpe?iter. 

Snug,  the  Joiner, 

Bottom,  the  Weaver. 

Flute,  the  Bellouos-mender* 

Snout,  the  Tinker. 

Starveling,  the  Tailor. 

Hippolyta,  Queen  of  the  Amazons,    betrothed  t 

Theseus. 
Hermia,  Daughter  to  EgeuSy  in  love  with  Lysandc: 
Helena,  in  love  with  Demetrius, 

Oberon,  King  of  the  Fairies. 
Titania,  Queen  of  the  Fairies^ 
Puck,  or  Robin-goodfellow,  a  Fairy. 
Peas-blossom, 

mX'  ^  ^"" 

Mustard-seed, 
Pj/ranms, 

Thisbe,  9    Characters  in  the  Interlude  pc 

71  r^     ^  >         formed  by  the  Clowns.     . 

moonshine,         ^  */  ^  I 

Lion, 

Other  Fairies  attending  their  King  and  Queen, 
Attendants  on  Theseus  and  Hippolyta, 

SCENE,  Athens,  a?id. a  Wood  not  far  from  it. 
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ACT  I, 


SCENE  I.  Athens.  A  Room  in  the  Palace  of 
Theseus, 

Enter  Theseus,  Hippolyta,  Philostrate^ 
and  Attendants, 

Theseus, 

NOW^  fair  Hippolyta,  our  nuptial  hour 
Draws  on  apace  3  four  happy  days  bring  in 
Another  moon  :  but,  oh,  methinks,  how  slow 
This  old  moon  wanes !  she  lingers  my  desires,, 
Like  to  a  step-dame,  or  a  dowager. 
Long  withering  out  a  3^oung  man's  revenue. 

li'ip.  Four  days  will  quickly  steep  themselves  in 
nights  J 

Four  nights  will  quickly  dream  away  the  time  5 
And  then  the  moon,  like  to  a  silver  bow 
iSFew  bent  in  heaven^  shall  behold  tlie  night 
Of  our  solemnities. 

The.  Go,  Philostrate, 

Stir  up  the  Athenian  youth  to  merriments  5 
A.wake  the  pert  and  nimble  spirit  of  mirth  j 
Turn  melancholy  forth  to  funerals. 
The  pale  companion  is  not  for  our  pomp. — 

\_Exit  PlIILOSTRATK» 

Sippolyta,  I  woo'd  thee  with  my  sword, 
Xnd  won  thy  love,  doing  thee  injuries  5 
i^ut  I  will  wed  thee  in  another  key, 
•With  pomp,  with  triumph,  *  and  with  revelling, 
VOL.  II;  K 

*  Shuws. 
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Enter  Egeus,   Hermia^   Lysander,  and 
Demetrius. 

Ege,  Happy  be  Theseus,  our  renowned  diike ! 

77ie.  Thanks,  good  Egeus:  What's  the  news 
with  thee? 

Ege.  FuJl  of  vexation  come  I,  with  complaint 
Against  my  child,  my  daughter  Hermia. — 
Stand  forth,  Demetrius  ; — My  noble  lord. 
This  man  hath  my  consent  to  marry  her : — 
Stand  fortli,  Lysander^ — and,  my  gracious  duke. 
This  hatli  bewitch'd  the  bosom  of  my  child  : 
Thou,  thou,  Lysander,  thou  hast  given  her  rhymes. 
And  interchanged  love-tokens  with  my  child  : 
Thou  hast  by  moon-light  at  her  window  sung. 
With  feigning  voice,  verses  of  feigning  love  5 
And  stoi'n  the  impression  of  her  fantasy 
With  bracelets  of  thy  hair,  rings,  gawds, ^  conceits. 
Knacks,  trifles,  nosegays,  sweet-meats  3  messengers 
Of  strong  prevailment  in  unharden'd  youth  : 
With  cunning  hast  thou  filch'd  my  daughter's 

heart  ^ 
Turn'd  her  obedience,  which  is  due  to  me. 
To  stubborn  harshness  : — And,  my  gracious  duke. 
Be  it  so  she  will  not  here  before  your  grace 
Consent  to  marry  with  Demetrius, 
1  beg  the  ancient  privilege  of  Athens  j 
As  she  is  mine,  I  may  dispose  of  her : 
Which  shall  be  either  to  this  gentleman. 
Or  to  her  deatli  -,  according  to  our  law. 
Immediately  provided  in  that  case. 

2  he.  What  say  you,  Hermia  ?  be  advis'd,  fair 
maid: 
To  you  your  father  should  be  as  a  god  3 
One  that  copipos'd  your  beauties ;  yea,  and  one 
To  whopi  you  are  but  as  a  form  in  wax, 
*  Baubles. 


Scene  I.  .-BUT: am*  97 

By  him  imprinted^  and  within  his  power 
To  leave  the  figure,  or  disfigure  it. 
Demetrius  is  a  worthy  gentleman. 

Her,  So  is  Ly Sander. 

The,  In  himself  he  is  : 

Eut^  in  this  kind,  wanting  your  father's  voice^ 
The  other  must  be  held  tlie  worthier. 

Her,  I  would^   my  father  look'd  but  with  my 
eyes. 

The.  Rather  your  eyes  must  with  his  judgement 
look. 

Her,  I  do  entreat  your  grace  to  pardon  me. 
I  know  not  by  what  power  I  am  made  bold  5 
Nor  how  it  may  concern  my  modesty. 
In  such  a  presence  here,  to  plead  my  thoughts  : 
But  I  beseech  your  grace  that  I  may  know 
The  worst  that  may  befal  me  in  this  case^ 
If  I  refuse  to  wed  Demetrius. 

The,  Either  to  die  the  death,  or  to  abjure 
'  For  ever  the  society  of  men. 
Therefore,  fair  Hermia,  question  your  desires. 
Know  of  your  youtli,  examine  well  your  blood. 
Whether,  if  you  yield  not  to  your  father's  choice^ 
You  can  endure  the  livery  of  a  nun  ; 
*  For  aye  ^  to  be  in  shady  cloister  mew'd. 
To  live  a  barren  sister  all  your  life. 
Chanting  faint  hymns  to  the  cold  fruitless  moon. 
Thrice  blessed  they,  that  master  so  their  bloody 
To  undergo  such  maiden  pilgrimage  : 
But  earthlier  happy  is  the  rose  distill'd. 
Than  that,  which,  withering  on  the  virgin  thorn, 
vGrows,  lives,  and  dies,  in  single  blessedness.  ^ 

Her,   So  will  I  grow,  so  live,  so  die,  my  lord^ 
Ere  I  will  yield  my  virgin  patent  up 

k2 

3  Ever. 
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Unto  his  lordship,  whose  unwished  yoke 
My  soul  consents  not  to  give  sovereignty. 

The.  Take  time  to  pause .  and,  by  the  -next  new 
moon, 
(The  sealing-day  betwixt  my  love  and  me. 
For  everlasting  bond  of  fellowship,) 
Upon  that  day  either  prepare  to  die. 
For  disobedience  to  your  father's  will; 
Or  else,  to  wed  Demetrius,  as  he  would  : 
Or  on  Diana's  altar  to  protest. 
For  aye,  austerity  and  single  life. 

Bern.  Relent,  sweet  Hermiaj — And,  Lysander, 
yield 
Thy  crazed  title  to  my  certain  right. 

Lys.  You  have  her  father's  love,  Demetrius  5 
Let  me  have  Herraia's :  do  you  marry  him. 

Ege.  Scornful  Lysander!  true,  he  hath  my  love  5 
And  what  is  mine  my  love  shall  render  him; 
And  she  is  minej  and  all  my  right  of  her 
I  do  estate  unto  Demetrius. 

LjAv.  I  am,  my  lord,  as  well  deriv'd  as  he. 
As  well  possess'dj  my  love  is  more  than  his  3  - 
My  fortunes  every  way  as  fairly  rank'd. 
If  not  with  vantage,  as  Demetrius' ; 
And,  which  is  -more  than  all  these  boasts  can  be^ 
J  am  belov'd  of  beauteous  Hermia  : 
Why  should  not  I  then  prosecute  my  right  ? 
Demetrius,  I'll  avouch  it  to  his  head. 
Made  love  to  Nedar's  daughter,  Helena, 
And  won  her  soul  j  and  she  sweet  lady,  dotes. 
Devoutly  dotes,  dotes  in  idolatry. 
Upon  this  spotted'^  and  inconstant  man. 
r    The.  I.  must  confess,  that  I  have  heard  so  much. 
And  with  Demetrius  tliought  to  have  spoke  thereof; 
Eut,  being  over-fnll  of  self-affairs. 
My  mind  did  lose  it. — But,  Demetrius,  come;   - 
4  Wicked. 
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And  come,  Egeus ;  you  shall  go  with  me, 
■  I  have  some  private  schooling  for  you  both. — 
For  you^  fair  Hermia,  look  you  arm  yourself 
To  lit  your  fancies  to  your  father's  will; 
Or  else  the  law  of  Athens  yields  you  up 
(Which  by  no  means  we  may  extenuate^) 
To  death,  or  to  a  vow  of  single  life. — 
Come,  myHippolytaj  What  cheer,  my  love?— 
Demetrius,  and  Egeus,  go  along  : 
I  must  employ  you  in  some  business 
Against  our  nuptial  5   and  confer  with  you 
Of  something  nearly  that  concerns  yourselves. 
Ege,  With  duty,  and  desire  we  follow  you. 

[Exeunt  TiiES.  Hip.  Egk.  Dem.  and  train, 
Lus,   How  now,  my  love?  Why  is  your  cheek 
so  pale? 
How  chance  the  roses  there  do  fade  so  fast  ? 
Ilcr.    Belike,  for  w^ant  of  rain;  which  I  could 
well 
Beteem  them^  from  the  tempest  of  mine  eyes. 

iw/-v.  Ah  me!  for  aught  that  ever  1  could  read^ 
Could  ever  hear  by  tale  or  history. 
The  course  of  true  love  never  did  iTin  smooth  : 
But,  either  it  was  ditrerent  in  blood; 

J  ley.  O  cross!  too  high  to  be  enthrail'd  to  low! 
l.n'/s.  Or  else  misgrafted,  in  respect  of  years; 
lier.  O  spite!  too  old  to  be  engag'd  to  young! 
Lys.  Or  else  it  stood  upon  the  choice  of  friends : 
lier,  O  hell !  to  choose  love  by  another's  eye ! 
Ly6\  Or_,  if  there  vv^ere  a  sympathy  in  choice^ 
War,  death,  or  sickness  did  lay  siege  to  it  3 
JVIaking  it  momentany^^  as  a  sound. 
Swift  as  a  shadow,  short  as  any  dream; 
Brief  as  the  lightning  in  the  collied''  night. 
That,  in  a  spleen,  unfolds  both  heaven  and  eavthj 

k3 
5  Give,  bestow.         ^  Momentary.         ^  Black. 
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And  ere  a  man  hath  power  to  say^ — Behold ! 
The  jaws  of  darkness  do  devour  it  up  : 
So  quick  bright  things  come  to  confusion. 

Her.  If  then  true  lovers  have  been  ever  cross'd;» 
It  stands  as  an  edict  in  destiny  : 
Then  let  us  teach  our  trial  patience. 
Because  it  is  a  customary  cross ; 
As  due  to  love_,   as  thoughts,   and  dreams,   and 

sighs. 
Wishes,  and  tears,  poor  fancy's^  followers. 

Lijs.  ,A  good  persuasion  5  therefore,  hear  me^ 
Hermia. 
I  have  a  widow  aunt,  a  dowager 
Of  great  revenue,  and  she  hath  no  child  : 
From  Atliens  is  her  house  remote  seven  leagues  5 
And  she  respects  me  as  her  only  son. 
There,  gentle  Hermia,  may  I  marry  thee; 
And  to  that  place  the  sharp  Athenian  law 
Cannot  pursue  us :  If  thou  lov*st  me  then. 
Steal  forth  thy  father's  house  to-morrow  night; 
And  in  the  wood,  a  league  without  the  town. 
Where  I  did  meet  thee  once  with  Helena, 
lb  do  observance  to  a  morn  of  May, 
There  will  I  stay  for  thee. 

Her.  My  good  Lysander ! 

I  swear  to  thee,  by  Cupid's  strongest  bow; 
By  his  best  arrow  with  the  golden  head ; 
By  tlie  simplicity  of  Venus'  doves; 
By  that  which  knitteth  souls,  and  prospers  loves; 
And  by  that  fire  which  burn'd  the  Carthage  queen. 
When  the  false  Trojan  under  sail  was  seen; 
By  all  the  vows  that  ever  men  have  broke. 
In  number  more  than  ever  women  spoke  ;-— 
In  that  same  place  thou  hast  appointed  me. 
To-morrow  truly  will  I  meet  with  thee. 

8  Loves. 
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Lys.  Keep  promise,  love  :  Look,  here  comes 
Helena. 

E?ifer  Helena. 

Her.  God  speed  fair  Helena !  Whither  away  ? 

Hel.  Call  you  me  fair  ?  that  fair  again  unsay. 
Demetrius  loves  your  fair :  O  happy  fair  I 
Your  eyes  are  lode-stars  3*^  and  your  tongue's  sweet 

air 
More  tuneable  than  lark  to  shepherd's  ear. 
When  wheat  is  green,  when  hawthorn  buds  appear* 
Sickness  is  catching ,  O,  were  favour '  so ! 
Your's  would  I  catch,  fair  Hermia,  ere  I  go  5 
My  ear  should  catch  your  voice,  my  eye  your  eye. 
My   tongue   should   catch  your   tongue's   sweet 

melody. 
Were  the  world  mine,  Demetrius  being  bated. 
The  rest  I'll  give  to  be  to  you  translated. 
O,  teach  me  how  you  look ;  and  with  what  art 
You  sway  the  motion  of  Demetrius'  heart. 

Her.    I  frown  upon  him,  yet  he  loves  me  still, 

Hel.    O,    that  your  frowns  would  teach  my 
smiles  such  skill ! 

Her.  I  give  him  curses,  yet  he  gives  me  love. 

HeL  O,  that  my  prayers  could  such  affection 
move ! 

Her.  The  more  I  hate,  the  more  he  follows  me. 

Hel.  The  more  I  love,  the  more  he  hateth  me. 

Her.  His  folly,  Helena,  is  no  fault  of  mine. 

HeL  None,  but  your  beauty  3  'Would  that  fault 
were  mine  ! 

Her,   Take  comfort  3  he  no  more  shall  see  my 
face; 
Lysander  and  myself  will  fly  this  place. — - 
Before  the  time  I  did  Lysander  see, 
Seem'd  Atliens  as  a  paradise  to  me; 
t  ^  Pole- stars.  *  Couu^enance* , 
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O  then,  what  graces  in  my  love  do  dwell. 

That  he  hath  turn'd  a  heaven  unto  hell ! 

Lys,  Helen,  to  you  our  minds  we  will  unfold: 
To-morrow-night  when  Phoebe  doth  behold     ' 
Her  silver  visage  in  the  wat'ry  glass. 
Decking  w^ith  liquid  pearl  the  biaded  grass, 
(A.  time  that  lovers'  flights  doth  still  conceal,) 
Through  Athens'  gates  have  we  devis'd  to  steal. 

Her.  And  in  the  wood,  where  often  you  and  I 
Upon  faint  primrose-beds  were  wont  to  lie. 
Emptying  our  bosoms  of  their  counsel  sweet : 
There  my  Lysander  and  myself  shall  meet : 
And  thence,  from  Athens,  turn  away  our  eyes. 
To  seek  new  friends  and  stranger  companies. 
Farewell,  sweet  playfellow;  pray  thou  for  us. 
And  good  luck  grant  thee  thy  Demetrius  ! . 
Keep  word,  Lysander :  we  must  starve  our  sight 
From  lovers'  food,  till  morrow  deep  midnight. 

[Zu7/-  Hehm, 

Lys,  I  will,  m.y  Hermia.- — Helena,  adieu : 
As  you  on  him,  Demetrius  dote  on  you ! 

[£'.nV  Lts, 

IleL  How  happy  some,  o'er  other  some  can  be ! 
Through  Athens  1  am  thought  as  fair  as  she. 
But  what  of  that?  Demetrius  thinks  not'so^ 
He  will  not  know  Vvdiat  all  but  he  do  know. 
And  as  he  errs,  doting  on  Hertnia's  eyes. 
So  I,  admiring  of  his  qualities. 
'I'hings  base  and  vile,  holding  no  quantity. 
Love  call  transpose' to  form  and  dignity. 
Love  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  with  the  mind) 
Amd' therefore  is  winged  Cupid  painted  blind  : 
Nor  hath  love's  mind  of  any  judgement  taste 3 
Wings,  and  no  eyes,  figure  unheedy  haste  ; 
And  therefore  is  love  said  to  be  a  child. 
Because  in  choice  he  is  so  oft  beguil'd. 
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As  waggish  boys  in  game^  themselves  forswear. 
So  the  boy  love  is  perjur'd  every  where : 
For  ere  Demetrius  look'd  on  Hermia's  eyne,^ 
He  haird  down  oaths,  that  he  was  only  mine^ 
And  when  this  hail  some  heat  from  Hermia  felt. 
So  he  dissolv'd,  and  showers  of  oaths  did  melt. 
I  will  go  tell  him  of  fair  Hermia's  flight : 
Then  to  the  wood  will  he,  to-morrow  night. 
Pursue  her  3  and  for  this  intelligence 
If  I  have  thanks,  it  is  a  dear  expence  : 
But  herein  mean  I  to  enrich  my  pain. 
To  have  his  sight  thither,  and  back  again.    lExit^ 

SCENE  II. 

The  same,     A  Hoom  in  a  Cottage. 

^ntcr  Snug,  Bottom,  Flute,  Snout,  QuincEj 
and  StaPoVelixg. 

Qidn.  Is  all  our  company  here  ? 

Bot.  You  were  best  to  call  them  generally,  man 
by  man,  according  to  the  scrip. 

Quin.  Here  is  the  scroll  of  every  man's  name, 
which  is  thought  fit,  tlirough  all  Athens,  to  play 
in  our  interlude  before  the  duke  and  duchess,  on 
his  wedding-day  at  night. 

Bot.  First,  good  Peter  Quince,  say  what  the 
play  treats^  on )  then  read  the  names  of  tlie  actors  3 
and  so  grow  to  a  point. 

Quin.  Marry,  our  play  is — The  most  lamentable 
comedy,  and  most  cruel  death  of  Pyramus  and 
Thisby. 

Bot.  A  very  good  piece  of  v/ork,  I  assure  you, 
and  a  merry. — Now,  good  Peter  Quince,  call  forth 
your  actors  by  the  scroll :  Masters,  spread  your- 
selves. 

*  Sport.  3  Eyes. 
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Quin.  Answer,  as  I  call  you.— Nick  Bottom, 
the  weaver. 
'  Bot.  Ready:  Name  what  part  I  am  for,  and 
proceed. 

Quin.    You,  Nick  Bottom,  are  set  down  for 
Pyramus. 

Bot,  What  Is  Pyramus?  a  lover,  or  a  tyrant? 
Quin.  A  lover^  that  kills  himself  m.ost  gallantly 
for  love. 

Bot.  That  will  ask  some  tears  in  the  true  per-lj 
forming  of  it :  If  I  do  it^  let  the  audience  look  to 
their  eyes  3  I  will  move  storm.s,  I  will  condole  in 
some  measure.     To  the  rest : — Yet  my  chief  hu- 
mour is  for  a  tyrant :  I  could  play  Ercles  rarely^ 
or  a  part  to  tear  a  cat  in,  to  make  all  split, 
*^  The  raging  rocks, 
*^  With  shivering  shocks^ 
^'  Shall  break  the  locks 

^'  Of  prison-gates : 
''  And  Phibbus'  car 
*^  Shall  shine  from  far, 
^'  And  make  and  mar 
''  The  foolish  fates.'* 
This  was  lofty !  —  Now  name  the  rest  of  the 
players. — ^This  is  Ercles*  vein,  a  tyrant's  vein; 
lover  is  more  condoling. 

Quin.  Francis  Flute,  the  bellows-mender. 
Flu.  Here>  Peter  Quince. 
Quin.  You  must  take  Thisby  on  you. 
Tlu.  What  is  Thisby?  a  wandering  knight? 
Quin.  It  is  the  lady  that  Pyramus  must  love. 
Flu.    Nay,  faith,  let  me  not  play  a  woman  5 
have  a  beard  coming. 

Quin.  That's  all  one  3  you  shall  play  it  in 
mask,  and  you  may  speak  as  small  as  you  will. 

Bot.    An  I  may  hide  my  face,    let  me  play 
Thisby  too:  I'll  speak  in  a  monstrous  little  voices 
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^—T/iiwe,  Thisne, — Ah,  Pj/ramm,  my  lover  dear; 
thy  TMshy  dear  !  and  lady  dear  I 

Quitu  No,  no;  you  must  play  Pyramus^  and^ 
Flute,  you  Thisby. 

Bot.  Well,  proceed. 

Qubu  Robin  Starveling,  the  tailor. 

Star.  Here,  Peter  Quince. 

Quin.  Robin  Starveling,  you  must  play  Tliisby's 
mother. — ^Tom  Snout,  the  tinker. 

Snout,  Here,  feter  Quince. 

Qnin.  You,  Pyramus's  flither;  myself,  Thisby's 
father  5 — Snug,  the  joiner,  you,  the  lion's  part: — 
and,  I  hope,  here  is  a  play  fitted. 

Snug.  Have  you  the  lion's  part  written?  pray 
you,  if  it  be,  give  it  me,  for  I  am  slow  of  study. 

Quin,  You  may  do  it  extempore,  for  it  is  no- 
thing but  roaring. 

Bot.  Let  me  play  the  lion  too :  I  will  roar,  that 
I  will  do  any  man's  heart  good  to  hear  me  •  I  will 
roar,  that  I  will  make  the  duke  say.  Let  Iwn  roar 
igain,  Let  him  roar  again. 

Quin,  An  you  should  do  it  too  terribly,  you 
^vould  fright  the  duchess  and  the  ladies,  that  they 
ivould  shriek:  and  that  were  enough  to  hane 
as  all.  ^  ^ 

All.  That  would  hang  us  every  mother's  son. 
_  Bof.  I  grant  you,  friends,  if  that  you  should 
right  the  ladies  out  of  their  wits,  they  would  have 
10  more  discretion  but  to  hang  us  :  but  I  will 
aggravate  my  voice  so,  that  I  will  roar  you  as 
cently  as  any  sucking  dove  3  I  will  roar  you  an^ 
were  any  nightingale. 

^  Quin.  You  can  play  no  part  but  Pyramus  :  for 
?yramus  is  a  sweet-faced  man  3  a  proper  man,  as 
me  shall  see  in  a  summer's  day  3  a  most  lovely, 

-^Asif. 
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gentleman-like  man  5   therefore  you  must  needs 
play  Pyramus. 

Bof,  Wel]^  1  will  undertake  it.  What  beard 
were  I  best  to  play  it  in  ? 

Qui7i,  Why^  what  you  wilL 

Bot,  I  will  discharge  it  in  either  your  straw 
coloured  beard^.  your  orange-tawny  beard^  your 
purple-in-grain-beard,  or  your  French-crown-co- 
lour beard,  your  perfect  yellow. 

Quin.  Some  of  your  French  crowns  have  no  hair 
at  all,  and  then  you  will  play  bare-faced. — But, 
masters,  here  are  your  parts  :  and  I  am  to  entreat 
you,  request  you,  and  desire  you,  to  con  them  by 
to-morrow  night  3  and  meet  me  in  the  palace  woodJI 
a  mile  without  the  town,  by  moon-light  5  there 
will  we  rehearse :  for  if  we  meet  in  the  city,  we 
shall  be  dog'd  with  company,  and  our  devices 
known.  In  the  mean  time  I  will  draw  a  bill  of 
properties,^  such  as  our  play  wants.  I  pray  you, 
fail  me  not. 

Bot,  We  will  meet  5  and  there  we  may  rehearse 
more  obscenely,  and  courageously.  Take  pains  j 
be  perfect;  adieu. 

Q,m7L  At  the  duke's  oak  we  meet. 

But,  Enough 3  Hold,  or  cut  bow-strings.^ 

[^Exeunt, 
ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.     A  Wood  near  Athens. 

Eiiter  a  Fairy  at  one  door,  and  Puck  at  another, 

Buck,  How  now,  spirit !  whither  wander  you  r: 
Eai.  Over  hill,  over  dale, 
'  Thorough  bush,  thorough  briar. 

Over  park,  over  pale. 

Thorough  flood,  thorough  fire, 

s  Articles  required  in  performing  a  play.      ^  At  all  events 
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I  do  wonder  every  where. 
Swifter  than  the  moones  sphere  j 

And  I  serve  the  fairy  queen. 

To  dew  her  orbs ''  upon  the  green : 

The  cowslips  tall  her  pensioners  be; 
.  In  tJieir  gold  coats  spots  you  see  3 

Those  be  rubies,  fairy  favours. 

In  those  freckles  live  their  savours  : 
J  must  go  seek  some  dew-drops  here. 
And  hang  a  pearl  in  every  cowslip's  ear. 
Farewell,  thou  lob  ^  of  spirits,  I'll  be  gone ; 
Our  queen  and  all  her  elves  come  here  anon. 

Fnck.  The  king  doth  keep  his  revels  here  to- 
night 5 
Take  heed,  the  queen  come  not  within  his  sight. 
For  Oberon  is  passing  fell  and  wrath. 
Because  that  she,  as  her  attendant,  hath 
A  lovely  boy,  stol'n  from  an  Indian  king  5 
She  never  had  so  sweet  a  changeling  ; 
And  jealous  Oberon  would  have  the  child 
Knight  of  his  train,  to  trace  tlie  forests  wild  : 
But  she,  perforce,  withholds  the  loved  boy. 
Crowns  him  with  flowers,  and  makes  him  all  her 

joy: 
A.nd  now  tliey  never  meet  in  grove,  or  green. 
By  fountain  clear,  or  spangled  star-light  sheen,9 
But  they  do  square  5^  that  all  their  elves,  for  fear^ 
G-reep  into  acorn  cups,  and  hide  tliem  there. 

Fai,  Either  I  mistake  your  shape  and  making 
quite, 
Or  else  you  are  that  shrewd  and  knavish  sprite^ 
J^^all'd  Robin  Good-fellow  :  are  you  not  he^ 
'^.liat  fright  the  maidens  of  the  villagery  3 

VOL.  II.  L 

7  Circles.        *  A  term  of  contempt.        9  ShininsS 
'  Quarrel. 
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Skim  milk;  and  sometimes  labour  in  the  quern,* 
And  bootless  make  the  breathless  housewife  churn; 
And  sometime  make  the  drink  to  bear  no  barm;* 
Mislead  night- wanderers,  laughing  at  their  harm? 
Ihose  that  HobgobUn  call  you,  and  sweet  Puck, 
You  do  their  work^  and  they  shall  have  good  luck : 
Are  not  you  he  ? 

Puck,  Thou  speak' st  aright  j 

I  am  that  meny  wanderer  of  the  night. 
I  jest  to  Oberon,  and  make  him  smile. 
When  I  a  fat  and  bean-fed  horse  beguile. 
Neighing  in  likeness  of  a  filly  foal : 
And  sometime  lurk  I  in  a  gossip's  bowl. 
In  very  likeness  of  a  roasted  crab  ;^ 
And,  when  she  drinks,  against  her  lips  I  bob. 
And  on  her  w^ither'd  dew-lap  pour  the  ale. 
The  wisest  aunt,  telling  the  saddest  tale. 
Sometime  for  three-foot  stool  mistaketh  mej 
Then  slip  1  from  her  bum,  dowm  topples  she. 
And  tailor  cues,  and  falls  into  a  cough; 
And  then  the  wdiole  quire  hold  their  hips,  and 

lofFe; 
And  wa^^en  in  their  mirth,  and  neeze,  and  swear 
A  merrier  hour  was  never  wasted  there. — 
But  room.  Faery,  here  comes  Oberon. 

I'ai,    And  here  my  mistress  : — 'Would  that  he 


were  gone ! 


SCENE  11. 

Enter  Oberox,  at  one  door ^  xcith  his  train,  and 
Titan  I  A,  at  another ,  xcith  her6\ 

Obe.  Ill  met  by  moon-light,  proud  Titania. 
"Tita,  What, jealous  Oberon?  Fairy,  skip  hence; 
I  have  forsworn  his  bed  and  company. 

»  iMill.  2  Yeasts  3  Wil^  apple. 
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Obt\  Tarry>  rash  wanton  -,  Am  not  I  thy  lord  ? 

Tifa.  Then  I  must  be  thy  lady  :  But  I  know 
When  tliou  hast  stol'n  away  from  fairy  land^ 
And  in  the  shape  of  Corin  sat  all  day, 
Playmg  on  pipes  of  corn,  and  versing  love 
To  amorous  Phillida.     Why  art  thou  here. 
Come  from  the  farthest  steep  of  India  ? 
But  that,  forsooth,  the  bouncing  Amazon, 
Your  buskin'd  mistress,  and  your  warrior  love, 
To  Theseus  must  be  wedded;  and  you  come 
To  give  their  bed  joy  and  prosperity. 

Ooe.  How  canst  thou  thus,  for  shame^  Titania^ 
Glance  at  my  credit  with  Hippolyta, 
Knowing  I  know  thy  love  to  Theseus  ? 
Didst  thou  not  lead  him  through  the  glimmering 

night 
From  Perigenia,  whom  he  ravished  ? 
And  make  him  with  fair  JEglc  break  his  faith. 
With  Ariadne,  and  Antiopa  ? 

Tit  a.  These  are  the  forgeries  of  jealousy  : 
And  never,  since  the  middle  summer's  spring. 
Met  we  on  bill,  in  dale,  forest,  or  mead. 
By  paved  fountain,  or  by  rushy  brook. 
Or  on  the  beached  margent  of  the  sea. 
To  dance  our  ringlets  to  the  v/histli ng  v/ind. 
But  with  thy  brawls  thou  hast  disturb'd  our  sport. 
Therefore  the  winds,  piping  to  us  in  vain. 
As  in  revenge,  have  suck'd  up  from  the  sea 
Contagious  fogs ;  which  falling  in  the  land. 
Have  every  pelting  -^  river  made  so  proud. 
That  they  have  overborne  their  continents:^ 
The  ox  hath  therefore  stretch'd  his  yoke  in  vain. 
The  ploughman  lost  his  sweat ;  and  the  green  cora 
Hath  rotted,  ere  his  youth  attain'd  a  beard  : 
The  fold  stands  empty  in  the  drowned  field, 

L  2 
4  Petty.  5  Banks  which  contain  them; 
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And  crows  are  fatted  with  the  murrain  flock  j 
The  nine  men's  morris^  is  lill'd  up  with  mudj 
And  the  quaint  mazes  in  the  wanton  green. 
For  lack  of  tread,  are  undistinguishable  : 
The  human  mortals  want  their  winter  here  5 
No  night  is  now  with  hymn  or  carol  blest :— * 
Therefore  the  moon^  the  governess  of  floods. 
Pale  in  her  anger,  washes  all  the  air. 
That  rheumatick  diseases  do  abound : 
And  thorough  this  distemperature,  we  see 
The  seasons  alter:  hoary-headed  frosts 
Fall  in  the  fresh  lap  of  the  crimson  rose  5 
And  on  old  Hyems'  chin,  and  icy  crown. 
An  odorous  chaplet  of  sweet  summer  buds 
Is,  as  in  mockery,  set :  The  spring,  the  summer. 
The  childing '  autumn,  angry  winter,  change 
Their  wonted  liveries  ^  and  the  'mazed  world, 
By  their  increase,^  now  knows  not  which  is  which  r 
And  this  same  progeny  of  evils  comes 
From  our  debate,  from  pur  dissention  5 
We  are  their  parents  and  original. 

Obe,  Do  you  amend  it  then;  it  lies  in  you : 
Why  should  Titania  cross  her  Oberon  ? 
I  do  but  beg  a  little  changeling  boy. 
To  be  my  henchman/^ 

Tita,  Set  you  heart  at  rcst. 

The  fairy  land  buys  not  the  child  of  me. 
His  mother  was  a  vot'ress  of  my  order : 
And,  in  the  spiced  Indian  air,  by  night. 
Full  often  hath  she  gossip'd  by  my  side  -, 
And  sat  with  me  on  Neptune's  yellow  sands. 
Marking  the  embarked  traders  on  the  flood  5 
When  we  have  laugh'd  to  see  the  sails  conceive. 
And  grow  big-bellied,  with  the  wanton  wind  : 

6  A  game  played  by  boys. 
^  Autumn  producing  iiowers  unseasonably*        ^  Produce- 

9  Page. 
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Which  she,  with  pretty  and  with  swimming  gait, 
(Following  her  womb^  then  rich  with  my  young 

'squire^,) 
Would  imitate,  and  sail  upon  the  land. 
To  fetch  me  trilies,  and  return  again. 
As  from  a  voyage,  rich  with  merchandize. 
But  she,  being  mortal,  of  that  boy  did  die,- 
And,  for  her  sake,  I  do  rear  up  her  boy  : 
And,  for  her  sake,  I  will  not  part  with  him. 

Ode,    How  long  witliin  this  wood  intend  you 
stay  ? 

Tita.  Perchance,  till  after  Theseus'  wedding-day. 
If  you  will  patiently  dance  in  our  round. 
And  see  our  moon-light  revels,  go  with  us  ; 
If  not,  shun  me,  and  I  will  spare  your  haunts. 

Obe,  Give  me  that  boy,  and  I  will  go  with  thee. 

Tita.  Not  for  thy  kingdom. — Fairies,  away  ; 
We  shall  chide  dov/n-right,  if  I  longer  stay. 

[E.rcK/it  TiTAN'iA,  (fnd  her  train, 

Obe,  Well,  go  thy  way :  thou  shalt  not  from 
this  grove. 
Till  I  torment  thee  for  this  injury. — 
My  gentle  Puck,  come  hither:  Thou  remember' st 
Since  once  I  sat  upon  a  promontory. 
And  heard  a  mermaid,  on  a  dolphin's  back. 
Uttering  such  dulcet  and  harmonious  breath. 
That  the  rude  sea  grew  civil  at  her  song ; 
And  certain  stars  shot  madly  from  their  spheres. 
To  hear  the  sea-maid's  mubick. 

Fuck,  I  remember. 

Obe,  That  very  time  1  saw,   (but  thou  could'st 
.     ^  not,) 

Flying  between  the  cold  moon  and  the  earth, 
Cupid,  all  arm'd  :  a  certain  aim  he  took 
At  a  fair  vestal,  throned  by  the  west ; 
And  loos'd  his  love-shaft  smartly  from  his  bow. 
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As  it  should  pierce  a  hundred  thousand  hearts : 

But  I  might  see  young  Cupid's  fiery  shaft 

Quench'd  in  the  chaste  beams  of  the  wat'ry  moon  5 

And  the  imperial  vot'ress  passed  on. 

In  maiden  meditation^  fancy-fr<ie/ 

Yet  mark'd  I  where  the  bolt  of  Cupid  fell : 

It  fell  upon  a  little  western  flower, — 

Before^,    milk-white  3    now    purple    with    love's 

wound, — 
And  maidens  call  it,  love-in-idleness. 
Petch  me  that  flower  3  the  herb  I  show'd  the« 

once  : 
The  juice  of  it  on  sleeping  eye-lids  laid. 
Will  make  or  man  or  woman  madly  dote 
Upon  the  next  live  creature  that  it  sees. 
Petch  me  this  herb  :  and  be  tliou  here  again^ 
Ere  the  leviathan  can  swim  a  league, 

Puck»  I'll  put  a  girdle  round  about  the  earth 
In  forty  minutes.  \_Exit  Puck. 

Obe.  Having  once  this  juice, 

I'll  watch  Titania  when  she  is  asleep. 
And  drop  the  liquor  of  it  in  her  eyes  : 
The  next  thing  then  she  waking  looks  upon, 
(Be  it  on  lion,  bear,  or  wolf,  or  bull. 
On  meddling  monkey,  or  on  busy  ape ,) 
She  shall  pursue  it  with  the  soul  of  love. 
And  ere  I  take  this  charm  off  from  her  sight, 
(As  I  can  take  it,  with  another  herb,) 
I'll  make  her  render  up  her  page  to  me. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  I  am  invisible  5 
And  I  will  over-hear  their  conference. 

Enter  Demetrius,  }lh\hEi^  a  folloixing  him. 

Dem,  I  love  thee  not,  therefore  pursue  me  not. 
Wheie  is  Lysander,  and  fair  HeYmia  ? 
Th®  on^  ill  slay,  the  other  slayeth  me. 
«  *  Exempt  from  Icve. 
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Thou  told*st  me^  they  were  storn  into  this  wood^ 
And  here  am  I^  and  wood^  within  this  wood^ 
Because  I  cannot  meet  with  Hermia. 
Hence,  get  thee  gone,  and  follow  me  no  more. 

HeL  You  draw  me,  you  hard-hearted  adamant  j 
But  yet  you  draw  not  iron,  for  my  heart 
Is  true  as  steel :  Leave  you  your  power  to  draw. 
And  I  shall  have  no  power  to  follow  you. 

Dein.  Do  I  entice  you  ?  Do  1  speak  you  fair  ? 
Or,  rather,  do  I  not  in  plainest  truth 
Tell  you — I  do  not,  nor  I  cannot  love  you  ? 

HeL  And  even  for  that  do  I  love  you  the  more* 
I  am  your  spaniel ;  and,  Demetrius, 
The  more  you  beat  me,  I  will  fawn  on  you  : 
Use  me  but  as  your  spaniel,  spurn  me,  strike  me^ 
Neglect  me,  lose  me  -,  only  give  me  leave^ 
Unworthy  as  I  am,  to  follow  you. 
What  worser  place  can  I  beg  in  your  love, 
(And  yet  a  place  of  high  respect  with  me,) 
Than  to  be  used  as  you  use  your  dog  ? 

Dem,  Tempt  not  too  much  the  hatred  of  my 
spirit  'y 
For  I  am  sick,  when  I  do  look  on  thee. 

HeL  And  I  am  sick,  when  I  look  not  on  you* 

Dem.  You  do  impeach^  your  modesty  too  much. 
To  leave  the  city,  and  commit  yourself 
Into  the  hands  of  one  that  loves  you  not  3 
To  trust  the  opportunity  of  night. 
And  the  ill  counsel  of  a  desert  place, 
■With  the  rich  worth  of  your  virginity. 

HeL  Your  virtue  is  my  privilege  for  that. 
it  is  not  night,  when  I  do  see  your  face. 
Therefore  I  tliink  I  am  not  in  the  night : 
Nor  doth  this  wood  lack  worlds  of  company ; 
For  YQn,  in  my  respect,  are  all  tlie  world  : 

'■  Mad,  raviflg.  ^  Bring  in  question. 
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Then  how  can  it  be  said^  I  am  alone^ 
When  all  the  world  is  here  to  look  on  me  ? 

Dem.    I'll  run  from  thee^  and  hide  me  in  the 
brakes. 
And  leave  thee  to  the  mercy  of  wild  beasts. 

Hel,  The  wildest  hath  not  such  a  heart  as  you. 
Hun  when  you  w^iil,  the  story  shall  be  changed  3 
Apollo  flies,  and  Daphne  holds  the  chase  ; 
Tiie  dove  pursues  the  griffin ;  the  mild  hind 
Makes  speed  to  catch  the  tiger  :  Bootless  speed ! 
When  cowardice  pursues,  and  valour  flies. 

Dcni,  I  will  not  stay  thy  questions  3  let  me  go : 
Or,  if  thou  follow  me,  do  not  believe 
But  I  fihall  do  thee  mischief  in  the  wood. 

Hel.  Ay,  in  the  temple,  in  the  town,  the  field. 
You  do  me  mischief.     Fye,  Demetrius  ! 
Your  wrongs  do  -set  a  scandal  on  my  sex : 
We  cannot  fight  for  love,  as  men  may  do ; 
We  should  be  woo'd,  and  were  not  made  to  woo. 
I'll  follow  thee,  and  make  a  heaven  of  hell. 
To  die  upon**  the  hand  I  love  so  W(^ll. 

[^Exeunt  Dem.  and  Hel. 

Obe,  Fare  thee  w^eil,  iij^mph  :  ere  he  do  leave 
this  grove. 
Thou  shalt  fly  him,  and  he  shall  seek  thy  love. — 

Re-ent/ir  Puck. 

Hast  thou  the  flower  there  ?  Welcome,  wanderer. 

Fdc/c,  Ay,  there  it  is. 

Obe.  I  pray  thee,  give  it -m^. 

I  know  a  bank  whereoil  the  wild  thyme  blows. 
Where  ox-lips^  -and  the  nodding  violet  grows  3 
Quite  over-canopied  with  lush  ^'  woodbine. 
With  sweet  musk-^roses-,  'and  with  eglantine  : 
There  sleeps  Titania,  some  time  of  the  night, 
Lull'd  in  these  flowers  with  dances  and  delight  j 
4  By.         5 'X'iie  g.-<.a^i;er  cowslip.         6  vigovoub. 
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And  there  the  snake  throws  her  enamell'd  skin^ 
Weed  wide  enough  to  wrap  a  fairy  in  : 
And  with  the  juice  of  this  I'll  streak  her  eyes> 
And  make  her  full  of  hateful  fantasies. 
Take  thou  some  of  it^,  and  seek  through  this  grove: 
A  ^sweet  Athenian  lady  is  in  love 
With  a  disdainful  youth  :   anoint  his  eyes; 
But  do  it,  when  the  next  thing  he  espies. 
May  be  the  lady  :  Thou  shalt  know  the  man 
:  By  the  Athenian  garments  he  hath  on. 
Effect  it  with  some  care  3  that  he  may  prove 
More  fond  on  her,  than  she  upon  her  love  : 
And  look  thou  meet  me  ere  the  iirst  cock  crow. 
Fuck.  Fear  not^  my  lord^  your  servant  shall  do 
so.  [Exeunt^ 

'  SCENE  III. 

Another  part  of  the  WoocL 

Enter  Titan ia^  roitli  her  train, 

Tita.  Come,  now  a  roundel,*^  and  a  fairy  song 3 
Then,  for  the  third  part  of  a  minute,  hence ; 
Some,  to  kill  cankers  in  the  musk-rose  buds; 
Some,    war  with  rear-mice^   for  their   leathern 

wings. 
To  make  my  small  elves  coats  3  and  some,  keep 

back 
The   clamorous    owl,    that   nightly   hoots,    and 

wonders 
kt  our  quaint  spirits  :^  Sing  me  now  asleep  ; 
fhen  to  your  offices,  and  let  me  rest. 

'7  A  kind  of  dan(3e4  ^  Bats.  9  Sports. 
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SONG. 

1  Fai.     Yon  spotted  snakes,  tvitk  double  tongue. 

Thorny  hedge-hogs^  he  not  seen; 
Newts y^  and  blind-xvonns,^  do  no  wrong; 
Come  not  7iear  on r fairy  queen: 

Chorus.        Philo?ncl,  with  inelody^ 

Sing  in  our  sweet  lullaby ; 
Lull  a  y  lullay  lullaby ;  lull  a,  lullay  lullaby : 
Never  harm^  nor  spell  nor  charni:, 
Co?ne  our  lovely  lady  nigh ; 
So^  good  night  J  with  lullaby^ 

II. 

2  Fai.      Weaving  spiders,  come  not  here  ; 

Hence,  you  iongAeggd  spinners  henctz 
Beetles  black,  approach  not  near  ; 
Worm,  nor  snail,  do  no  offence* 

Chorus.       Philomel,  with  melody,  S^x, 

1  Fai.  Hence^  away 5  now  all  is  well: 
One,  aloof,  stand  sentinel. 

[^Exeunt  Fairies.     Titakia  sleeps, 

Enter  Oberon, 

Obe.  What  thou  seest,  when  thou  dost  wake, 
[Squeezes  t he Jl oxver  o?i  Titakia' ^  eye-lids. 
Do  it  for  thy  true  love  take  -, 
Love,  and  languish  for  his  sake  : 
Be  it  ounce, ^  or  cat,  or  bear, 
Pard,  or  boar  with  bristled  hair. 
In  thy  eye  that  shall  appear 
When  thou  wak'st,  it  is  thy  dear  -, 
Wake,  when  some  vile  thing  is  near.     3     ^•^'^ 

«  Efis.         ^  SlQW-worms,         3  The  small  tiger. 
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Enter  LvbAXDER  and  HtRMiA. 

LjfS,  Fair  love^  you  faint  with  wandering  in  the 
wood  3 

And  to  speak  troth,  T  have  forgot  our  T/ay  5 
We'll  rest  us,  Hermia,  if  you  think  it  good. 

And  tarry  for  the  comfort  of  the  day. 

Her,  Be  it  so,  Lysander  :  find  you  out  a  bed. 
For  I  upon  this  bank  will  rest  my  head. 
-,  Lf/s,  One  turf  shall  serve  as  pillow  for  us  both; 
One  heart,  one  bed^  two  bosoms,  and  one  troth. 

Ilcr.  Nay,  good  Lysander  3  for  my  sake,  my 
dear. 
Lie  further  otfyet,  do  not  lie  so  near. 

Li/6\  O,  take  the  sense,  sweety  of  my  innocence) 
Love  takes  the  meaning,  in  love's  conference. 
I  mean,,  that  my  heart  unto  yours  is  knit ; 
So  that  but  one  heart  we  can  make  of  it : 
Two  bosoms  interchained  with  an  oath; 
So  then,  two  bosoms,  and  a  si ngk^  troth. 
Then,  by  your  side  no  bed-room  me  deny  5 
For,  lying  so,  Hermia,  I  do  not  lie.    - 
■  Hc)\  Lysander  riddles  very  prettily  : — 
IsTow  much  beshrew  my  manners  and  my  pride. 
If  Hermia  meant  to  say,  Lysander  lied. 
But^  gentle  friend,  for  love  and  courtesy 
Lie  further  off;  in  human  modesty 
Such  separation,  as,  m*ay  well  be  said. 
Becomes  a  virtuous  bachelor  and  a  maid  : 
So  far  be  distant ;  and  good  night,  sweet  friend  : 
Thy  love  ne'er  alter,  till  thy  sweet  life  end  ! 

Lys,  Amen,  amen^  to  that  fair  prayer^  say  I ; 
And  then  end  life,  when  I  end  loyalty ! 
Here  is  my  bed:  Sleep  give  thee  all  his  rest! 

HtT.  With  half  that  wish  the  wisher's  eyes  be 
press'd  !  IThei/  deep. 
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Enter  Puck. 

Piid\  Through  the  forest  have  I  gone^ 
But  Athenian  found  I  none. 
On  whose  eyes  I  might  approve 
This  flower's  force  in  stirring  iove^ 
Night  and  silence !  who  is  here  ? 
Weeds  of  Athens  he  doth  wear : 
This  is  he,  my  master  said. 
Despised  the  Athenian  maid ; 
And  here  tlie  maiden,  sleeping  sound. 
On  the  dank  and  dirty  ground. 
Pretty  soul !  she  durst  not  lie 
Near  this  lack-love,  kill-courtesy. 
Churl,  upon  thy  eyes  I  throw 
All  the  power  this  charm  doth  owe  :^ 
When  thou  wak'st,  let  love  forbid 
Sleep  his  seat  on  thy  eye-lid. 
So  awake,  when  I  am  gone  -, 
For  I  must  now  to  Oberon.  [^Exit^ 

En ter  D  k  m  e t  r  i  u  s  c';^^  H  e  l  e  n  a  ,  riinn ing. 

lid.  Stay,  though  tliou  kill  me,  sweet  De- 
metrius. 

Dem,  I  charge  thee,  hence,  and  do  not  haunt 
me  thus. 

II th  O,  wilt  thou  darkling  ^  leave  me  >  do  not  so. 

Dan.  Stay,  on  thy  peril  j  I  alone  will  go. 

[Exit    DF.MEiaiUS. 

Ilel.  O,  I  am  out  of  breath  in  this  fond  chase  ! 
The  more  my  prayer,  the  lesser  is  my  grace. 
Happy  is  Hermia,"  wheresoe'er  she  lies ; 
For  she  hath  blessed  and  atti'active  eyes. 
How  came  her  eyes  so  bright?  Not  with  salt  tears; 
If  so,  my  eyes  are  oftener  waslj'd  than,  hers. 

^  Possess.  5  In  the  dsrk. 
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No^  no^  I  am  as  ugly  as  a  bear ; 
For  beasts  that  meet  me,  run  away  for  fear : 
Therefore,  no  marvel,  though  Demetrius 
Do,  as  a  monster,  fly  my  presence  thus. 
What  wicked  and  dissembling  glass  of  mine 
Made  me  compare  with  Hermia's  sphery  eyne?~ 
But  who  is  here  ? — Lysander !  on  the  ground  ! 
Dead  ?  or  asleep  ?  I  see  no  blood,  no  wound  : — - 
Lysander>  if  you  live,  good  sir,  awake. 

Lj/s,  And  run  through  fire  I  will,  for  thy  sweet 
sake.  [^ff^alking, 

"Transparent  Helena!  Nature  here  shows  art. 
That  through  thy  bosom  makes  me  see  thy  heart, 
"Where  is  Demetrius  ?  O,  how  fit  a  word 
Is  that  vile  name,  to  perish  on  my  sword ! 

Hel.  Do  not  say  so,  Lysander  ;  say  not  so  : 
What  though  he  love  your  Hermia  ?    Lord,  what" 

though  ? 
Yet  Hermia  still  loves  you :  then  be  content. 

Lj/rS,    Content  with  Hermia  ?  No  :  I  do  repei;^ 
The  tedioQs  minutes  I  with  her  have  spent. 
Not  Hermia,  but  Helena  I  love  : 
Who  will  not  change  a  raven  for  a  dove  ? 
The  will  of  man  is  by  his  reason  sway'd ; 
And  reason  says  you  are  the  worthier  maid. 
Things  growing  are  not  ripe  until  their  season  : 
80  I,  being  young,  till  now  ripe  not  to  reason  j 
And  touching  now  tlie  point  of  human  skill. 
Reason  becomes  the  marshal  to  my  will, 
And  leads  me  to  your  eyes  3  where  I  o'erlook 
Love's  stories  written  in  love's  richest  book. 

IleL  Wherefore  was  I  to  this  keen  mockeiy 
born  ? 
When,  at  your  hands,  did  I  deserve  this  scorn  i 
Is't  not  enough,  is't  not  enough,  young  manj, 
That  I  did  never^  no,  nor  never  can, 

V<)L.  II.  M 
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Deserve  a  sweet  look  from  Demetrius'  eye. 

But  you  must  flout  my  insufficiency  ? 

Good  troths  you  do  me  wrong,  good  sooth,  you  do. 

In  such  disdainful  manner  me  to  woo. 

But  fare  you  well :   perforce  I  must  confess, 

I  thought  you  lord  of  more  true  gentleness, 

O,  that  a  lady,  of  one  man  refus'd. 

Should,  of  another,  tlierefore  be  abus'd  !      [Exif, 

Li/s,  She   sees   not   Hermia : — Hermia,    sleep 
thou  there; 
And  never  may'st  thou  come  Lysander  near ! 
For,  as  a  surfeit  of  the  sweetest  things 
The  deepest  loathing  to  the  stomach  brings ; 
Or,  as  the  heresies,  that  men  do  leave. 
Are  hated  most  of  those  they  did  deceive  -, 
So  thou,  my  surfeit,  and  my  heresy, 
Of  all  be  hated  3  but  the  most  of  me ! 
And  all  my  powers,  address  your  love  and  might. 
To  honour  Helen,  and  to  be  her  knight !     {_Exit, 

Her.  {jsfarthig.']  Help  me,  Lysander,  help  me ! 
do  tliy  best. 
To  pluck  this  crawling  serpent  from  my  breast ! 
Ah  me,  for  pity  ! — what  a  dream  was  here  ? 
J^ysander,  look,  how  I  do  quake  with  fear : 
Methought  a  serpent  eat  my  heart  away. 
And  you  sat  smiling  at  his  cruel  prey  : — 
Lysander!  what,  remov'd  ?  Lysander!  lord! 
What,  out  of  hearing?  gone?  no  sound,  no  word? 
Akick,  wdiere  are  you  ?  speak,  an  if  you  hear  ; 
Speak,  of  all  loves  j^  I  swoon  almost  with  fear. 
No  ? — then  I  well  perceive  you  are  not  nigh  : 
Eitlier  death,  or  you,  I'll  find  immediately.  [Exit, 

*  By  all  thiit  is  dear. 
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ACT  III. 

S  CENE  I.    The  same.    The  Queen  of  Fairies  lying 

asleep. 

Enter  Quince,  S^tug,  Bottom,  Flute^ 
Snout,  and  Starveling. 

Bot,  Are  we  all  met  ? 

Qidn,  Pat,  pat  ^  and  here's  a  marvellous  con- 
venient place  for  our  rehearsal :  This  green  plot 
shall  be  our  stage,  tliis  hawthorn  brake  oar  tyring- 
house  5  and  we  will  do  it  in  action,  as  we  will  do 
;^it  before  the  duke. 

Bot,  Peter  Quince,— 

Quhi.  What  say'st  thou,  bully  Bottom  ? 

Bot.  There  are  things  in  this  comedy  of  Fy/'^z- 
mus  and  TMsbij,  that  will  never  please.  First, 
Pyramus  must  draw  a  sword  to  kill  himself  5  which 
the  ladies  cannot  abide.     How  answer  you  that  ? 

Snout,  By'rlakin,*?  a  parlous^  fear. 

Star,  I  believe,  we  must  leave  the  killing  out^ 
when  all  is  done. 

Bot.  Not  a  whit  5  I  have  a  device  to  make  all 
well.  Write  me  a  prologue :  and  let  the  prologue 
seem  to  say,  we  will  do  no  harm  with  our  swords ; 
and  that  Pyramus  is  not  killed  indeed  :  and,  for 
the  more  better  assurance,  tell  them,  that  I  Pyra- 
mus am  not  Pyramus,  but  Bottom  tlie  weaver :  This 
will  put  them  out  of  fear. 

Quin.  Well,  we  will  have  such  a  prologue;  and 
it  shall  be  written  in  eight  and  six. — • 

Bot.  No,  make  it  two  more  ^  let  it  be  written 
in  eight  and  eight. 

Snout.  Will  not  the  ladies  be  afeard  of  the  lion  ? 

M  2 
7  By  our  UdyXin,  s  DangerouSo 
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Star.  I  fear  it,  I  promise  you. 

Bot,  Masters,  you  ought  to  consider  witli  your- 
selves !  to  bring  in,  God  shield  us !  a  lion  anaong 
ladies,  is  a  most  dreadful  thing ;  for  there  is  not 
a  more  fearful '^  wild-fowl  than  your  lion,  living) 
and  we  ought  to  look  to  it. 

Snout.  Therefore,  another  prologue  must  tell, 
he  is  not  a  lion. 

Bot.  Nay,  you  must  name  his  name,  and  half 
his  face  must  be  seen  through  the  lion's  neck  -, 
and  he  himself  must  speak  through,  saying  thus, 
or  to  tlie  same  defect, — Ladies,  or  fair  ladies,  I 
would  wish  you,  or,  I  would  request  you,  or,  I 
would  entreat  you,  not  to  fear,  not  to  tremble  : 
my  life  for  yours.  If  you  think  I  come  hither 
as  a  lion,  it  were  pity  of  my  life  :  No,  I  am  no 
such  thing  j  I  am  a  man  as  other  men  are  : — and 
there,  indeed,  let  him  name  his  name  5  and  tell 
them  plainly,  he  is  Snug  tlie  joiner, 

Qh'ut.  Well,  it  shall  be  so.  But  there  is  two 
hard  things  5  that  is,  to  bring  the  moon-light  into 
a  chamber  :  for  you  know,  Pyramus  and  Thisby 
meet  by  moon -light. 

Snug.  Doth  the  moon  shine,  that  night  we  play 
our  play  ? 

Bot.  A  calendar,  a  calendar!  look  in  the  alma- 
nack 5  find  out  moon-shine,  find  out  moon-shine. 

Quin.  Yes,  it  doth  shine  that  night. 

Bot.  Why,  then  you  may  leave  a  casement  of 
the  great  chamber  window,  where  we  play,  open> 
and  the  moon  may  shine  in  at  the  casement. 

Quin.  Ay  'j  or  else  one  must  come  in  with  a 
bush  of  thorns  and  a  lanthorn,  and  say,  he  comes 
to  disfigure,  or  to  present,  the  person  of  moon- 
shine. Then,  there  is  another  thing  :  we  must 
liave  a  wall  in  the  great  chamber  3  for  Pyramus 
9  Terrible. 
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iand  Thisby,  says  the  story^  did  talk  through  the 
chinks  of  a  wall.  ^ 

Snvg.  You  never  can  bring  in  a  wall. — AVhat 
say  you.  Bottom  ? 

Bot.  Some  man  or  other  must  present  wall : 
and  let  him  have  some  plaster,  or  some  lome,  or 
some  rough-cast  about  him,  to  signify  wall  5  or 
let  him  hold  his  fingers  thus,  and  through  that 
cranny  shall  Pyramus  and  Thisby  v^hisper. 

Qidn.  If  that  may  be,  then  all  is  well.  Come, 
sit  down,  every  mother's  son,  and  rehearse  your 
parts.  Pyramus,  you  begin :  when  you  have 
spoken  your  speech,  enter  into  that  brake  ^  and 
so  every  one  according  to  his  cue. 

Enter  Puck  heJibuL 

Tuck,    What  hempen    home-spuns    have    we 
swaggering  here. 
So  near  the  cradle  of  the  fairy  queen  ? 
What,  a  play  toward  ?  I'll  be  an  auditor  5 
An  actor  too,  perhaps,  if  I  see  cause. 

Quin,  Speak,  Pyramus: — Thisby,  stand  forth. 

Pyr.  Thisbijy  ihejioxcers  of  odious  saiours  sxceet^-^ 

Quin,  Odours,  odours. 

pyr.  odours  savours  sueet  : 

&o  doth  thy  breath,  wy  dearest  Thishy  dear,-^-* 
Buty  hark,  a  voice!  stay  thou  but  here  a  xchile, 

And  by  and  by  I  xcill  to  thee  appear,  \_E.iif, 

Puck,  A  stranger  Pyramus  than  e'er  play'd  here! 

[^Jsw'c, — Exit, 

This,  Must  I  speak  now  ? 

Quin,  Ay,  marry,  must  you :  for  you  must  un* 
iierstand,  he  goes  but  to  see  a  noise  that  he  heard^ 
::nd  is  to  come  again. 

M  3 

'  Thkkct. 


124  midsummeu-xight's  Act  III, 

This.  Most  i^adiani  Pijranms,  most  Uf/jj-rv/iite  of 

IllfC, 

Of  colour  like  the  red  rose  on  triumphant  brier. 
Most  briskji  juxendlf'  and  eke  most  lovehj  Jexo, 

As  frne  as  truest  horse,  that  yet  -would  never  tire, 
ril  meet  thee,  Fj/ramus,  at  Ninnfs  tomb. 

Quin.  Ninus'  tomb,  man:  Why  you  must  not 
speak  that  yet;  that  you  answer  to  Pyramus  :  you 
speak  air  your  part  at  once,  cues^  and  ail. — Pyra- 
mus enter  3  your  cue  is  past  3  it  is,  neier  tire. 

Re-enter  Puck,  a?id  Bottom  with  an  ass's  head. 

This,  O, — As  true  as  truest  horse,  that  yet  would 

never  tire, 
Pyr.  If  I  were  fair,  Thishy,  I  were  only  thine:—' 
Quin,  O  monstrous !  O  strange !  we  are  haunted. 
Pray,  masters!  fly,  masters!  help! 

\_Exeunt  Clowns. 
Puclx.  ril  follow  you,  ril  lead  you  about  a  round. 
Through  bog,    through  bush^,  through  brake^ 
through  brier; 
Sometime  a  horse  Til  be,  sometimes  a  hound, 

A  hog,  a  headless  bear,  sometime  a  fire ; 
And  neigh,  and  bark,  and  grunt,  and  roar,  and 

burn. 
Like  horse,  hound,  hog,  bear,  fire,  at  eveiy  turn. 

{_Exit. 
Bot,  Why  do  they  run  away?  this  is  a  knavery 
of  tliem,  to  make  me  afeard.  ** 

Kc'' enter  Sn'Out. 

Snout,  O  Bottom,  thou  art  changed !  what  do 
I  see  on  thee  ? 

^  Young  man. 
5  The  last  words  of  the  preceding  speech,  which  serve 
as  a  hint  to  him  who  h  to  speak  ntxt. 

4  Afraid. 
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Bot.  What  do  you  see  ?  you  see  an  ass's  head 
of  your  own  3  Do  you  ? 

Re-enter  Quince, 

Qum.  Bless  thee.  Bottom!  bless  thee!  thou  art 
translated.  [_Exif, 

Bot,  I  see  then- knaveiy :  this  is  to  make  an 
ass  of  me  5  to  fright  me,  if  they  could.  But  I  will 
not  stir  from  this  place,  do  what  they  can  :  I  will 
walk  up  and  down  here,  and  I  will  sing,  that  they 
shall  hear  I  am  not  afraid.  [Sings. 

The  ousel-cock,  so  black  of  kue^ 

With  orange-taumey  hill. 
The  throstle  ivith  his  note  so  true^ 

The  xvren  with  little  quill ; 

Tita.  What  angel  wakes  me  from  my  flowery 
bed  ?  iWaking, 

Bot.  The ^  finch,  the  sparrow,  and  the  lark. 
The  plain-song  cuckoo  ^  gray. 
Whose  note  full  many  a  man  doth  mark. 
And  dares  not  ansxoer,  nay  ; — 

for,  indeed,  who  would  set  his  wit  to  so  foolish  a 
bird  ?  who  would  give  a  bird  the  lie,  though  he 
cry,  cuckoo,  never  so  > 

'Tita.  I  pray  thee,  gentle  mortal,  sing  again  : 
Mine  ear  is  much  enaraour'd  of  thy  note. 
So  is  mine  eye  enthralled  to  thy  shape  3 
And  diy  fair  virtue's  force  perforce  doth  move  me^j 
On  the  first  view,  to  say,  to  swear,  I  love  thee. 

Bot,  Methinks,  mistress,  you  should  have  little 
reason  for  that :  And  yet,  to  say  the  truth,  reason 
and  love  keep  little  company  together  now-a-days : 
The  more  the  pity,  that  some  honest  neighbours 

5  The  Cuckoo  with  his  uniform  note. 
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will  not  make  them  friends.     Nay,  I  can  gleek*^ 
vipon  occasion. 

Tit  a.  Thou  are  as  wise  as  thou  art  beautiful. 

Bot.  Not  so,  neither  :  but  if  I  had  wit  enough 
to  get  out  of  tliis  wood,  I  have  enough  to  serve 
mine  own  turn. 

I'ita.  Out  of  this  wood  do  not  desire  to  go  ^ 
Thou  shalt  remain  here,  whether  thou  wilt  or  no, 
I  am  a  spirit,  of  no  common  rate  3 
The  summer  still  doth  tend  upon  my  state, 
And  I  do  love  thee  :  therefore,  go  with  me  -, 
I'll  give  thee  fairies  to  attend  on  thee  ^ 
And  they  shall  fetch  thee  jewels  from  the  deep : 
And  sing,  while  thou  on  pressed  flowers  dost  sleep: 
And  I  will  purge  thy  mortal  grossness  so. 
That  thou  shalt  like  an  airy  spirit  go. — 
Peas-blossom!  Cobweb!  Moth!  and  Mustard-seed! 

Enter  four  Fairies, 

1  Foi:  Ready. 

2  FaL  And  I. 

3  Fai.  And  I. 

4  Fai.  Where  shall  we  go  ? 
Tita,  Be  kind  and  courteous  to  this  gentleman^ 

Hop  in  his  walks,  and  gambol  in  his  eyes  3 
Feed  him  with  apricocks  and  dewberries,^ 
With  purple  grapes,  green  tigs,  and  mulberries  5 
The  honey  bags  steal  from  the  humble-bees. 
And,  for  night  tapers,  crop  their  waxen  thighs. 
And  light  them  at  the  iiery  glow-worm's  eyes. 
To  have  my  love  to  bed,  and  to  arise  -, 
And  pluck  the  wings  from  painted  butterflies. 
To  fan  the  moon-beams  from  his  sleeping  eyes: 
Nod  to  him,  elves,  and  do  him  courtesies. 

1  Fai.  H;nl,  mortal! 

2  Fai.  Hail! 

*  loke.  7  Gooseberries. 
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3FaL  Hail! 

4.1'aL  Hail! 

Bot,  I  cry  your  worships  mercy,  heartily. — I 
beseech;,  your  worship's  name. 

Col),  Cob  web - 

Bot.  I  shall  desire  you  of  more  acquaintance, 
good  master  Cobweb  :  If  I  cut  my  finger,  I  shall 
make  bold  with  you. — Your  name,  honest  gentle- 
man ? 

Fcas,  Peas-blossom. 

Bot.    I  pray  you,   commend   me  to   mistress 
Squash,   your   mother,    and  to  master  Peascod, 
your  father.     Good  master  Peas-blossom,  I  shall, 
desire  you  of  more  acquaintance  too. — Your  nam« 
I  beseech  you,  sir  ? 

Mi/s,  Mustard-seed. 

BoL  Good  master  Mustard-seed,  I  know  your 
patience  well :  that  same  cowardly,  giant-like  ox- 
beef  hath  dei'oured  many  a  gentleman  of  your 
house  :  I  promise  you,  your  kindred  hath  made 
my  eyes  water  ere  now.  I  desire  you  more  ac- 
quaintance, good  master  Mustard-seed. 

Tita,  Come,  wait  upon  hini;  lead  him  to  my 
bower. 

The  moon,  methinks,  looks  with  a  watery  eye  3 
And  when  she  weeps,  weeps  every  little  flower. 

Lamenting  some  enforced  chastity. 

Tie  up  my  love's  tongue,  bring  him  silently. 

[^E.WK/lt, 

'    SCENE  11. 
Another  part  of  the  Wood. 

Ejiter  On'^RO^. 

Ohe.  I  wonder,  if  Titania'be  awak'd  ; 
Fhen,  what  it  was  that  next  came  in  her  eye, 
^Vhich  she  must  dote  on  in  extremity. 
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"Enter  Puck. 

Here   comes    my  messenger. — How  now,  mad 

spirit  ? 
What  night-rule^  now  about  this  haunted  grove  ? 

Fuck.  My  mistress  with  a  monster  is  in  love. 
Near  to  her  close  and  consecrated  bower. 
While  she  was  in  her  dull  and  sleeping  hour, 
A  crew  of  patches  ^>  rude  mechanicals. 
That  work  for  bread  upon  Athenian  stalls. 
Were  met  together  to  rehearse  a  play. 
Intended  for  great  Theseus'  nuptial  day. 
The  shallowest  thick-skin  of  that  barren  sort,,' 
Who  Pyramus  presented,  in  tlieir  sport 
Forsook  his  scene,  and  enter'd  in  a  brake  : 
When  I  did  him  at  this  advantage  take. 
An  ass's  nowl^  I  fixed  on  his  head  ; 
Anon,  his  Thisbe  must  be  answered, 
And  forth  my  mimick^  comes  :  When  they  hin 

As  wild  geese  that  the  creeping  fowler  eye. 
Or  russet-pated  choughs,  many  in  sort. 
Rising  and  cawing  at  the  gun's  report 
Sever  tl;     iselves,  and  madly  sweep  the  sky; 
So,  at  his  sight,  away  his  fellows  fly  : 
And,  at  our  stamp,  here  o'er  and  o'er  one  falls 
He  murder  cries,  and  help  from  Athens  calls.     | 
Their  sense,  thus  weak,  lost  with  their  fears,  thr 

strong. 

Made  senseless  things  begin  to  do  them  wrong ; 
For  briers  and  thorns  at  their  apparel  snatch  5 
Some,  sleeves ;  some,  hats :  from  yielders  all  thin^ 

catch. 
I  led  them  on  in  tliis  distracted  fear. 
And  left  sweet  Pyramus  translated  there  : 

*  Revelry.  9*  Simple  fellows. 

«  Stupid  company.  ^  Head.  3  Actor. 
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When  in  that  moment  (so  it  came  to  pass,) 
ritania  wak'd,  and  straightway  iov'd  an  ass. 

Obc,  This  falls  out  better  than  I  could  devise. 
3ut  hast  thou  yet  latch'd  4  the  Athenian's  eyes 
With  the  love-juice,  as  I  did  bid  thee  do  ? 

Fuck,   I  took  him  sleeping,~that  is  finish'd 
too, — 
\nd  the  Athenian  woman  by  his  side  ? 
rhat^  when  he  wak'd,  of  force  she  must  be  ey*d. 

Enter  DEMETRiuji  and  Hermia. 

Ohe.  Stand  close  j  this  is  the  same  Athenian, 

Puck,  This  is  the  woman,  but  not  this  the  man. 

Don,  O,  why  rebuke  you  him  that  loves  you  so  ? 
^ay  breath  so  bitter  on  your  bitter  foe. 

Her.  Now  I  but  chide,  but  I  should  use  thee 

worse  5 
or  thou,  I  fear,  hast  given  me  cause  to  curse, 
f  thou  hast  slain  Lysander  in  his  sleep, 
leing  o'er  shoes  in  blood,  plunge  in  the  deep, 
md  kill  me  too. 

lie  sun  was  not  so  true  unto  the  day, 
.s  he  to  me  :  Would  he  have  stol'n  away 
rom  sleeping  Hermia  ?  I'll  believe  as  soon, 
liis  whole  earth  may  be  bor'd^  and  that  the  moon 
lay  through  the  center  creep,  and  so  displease 
[er  brother's  noon-tide  with  the  Antipodes. 
y  cannot  be,  but  thou  hast  murder'd  him  ^ 
)  should  a  murderer  look  j  so  dead,  so  grim. 
'Ban,    So  should  the  murdered  look  3"^  and  so 
should  I, 
l^erc'd  through  the  heart  with  your  stern  cruelty  : 
'^^t  you,  the  murderer,  look  as  bright,  as  clear, 
:  yonder  Venus  in  her  giimmeriug  sphere, 

4  Infected. 
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tier,  Whars  this  to  my  Lysander  ?  where  is  he? 
Ah,  good  Demetrius,  will  thou  give  him  me  > 

Dem.  I  had  rather  give  his  carcase  to  my  hounds. 

Htr.  Out,  dog!  out,  cur!  tliou  driv'st  me  past 
the  bounds 
Of  maiden  s  patience.    Hast  thou  slain  him  then? 
Henceforth  be  never  number'd  among  men ! 
O !  once  tell  true,  tell  true,  even  for  my  sake  ; 
Durst  thou  have  look'd  upon  him,  being  awake. 
And  hast  thou  kill'd  him  sleeping?  O  brave  touch!^ 
Could  not  a  worm,  an  adder,  do  so  much? 
An  adder  did  it  >  for  with  doubler  tongue 
Than  thine,  thou  serpent,  never  adder  stung. 

Dan.  You  spend  your  passion  on  a  mispris'd 
mood  : 
I  am  not  guilty  of  Lysander's  blood  5 
Nor  is  he  dead,  for  aught  that  I  can  tell. 
^   Her.  I  pray  thee,  tell  me  then  that  he  is  well. 

Dm.  And' if  I  could,  what  should  I  get  there- 
fore ? 

Jler.  A  privilege,  never  to  see  me  more. — 
And  from  thy  hated  presence  part  I  so : 
See  me  no  more,  whether  he  be  dead  or  no.  [f-r/n 

Dm.  There  is  no  following  her  in  this  tierce 
vein: 
Here,  therefore,  for  a  while  I  will  remain. 
So  sorrow's  heaviness  doth  heavier  grow 
For  debt  that  bankrupt  sleep  doth  sorrow  owe  5 
Which  now,  in  some  slight  measure  it  will  pay. 
If  for  his  tender  here  I  make  some  stay. 

Ohc.  Yvhat  hast  thou  done?  thou  hast  mistake; 
quite. 
And  laid  the  love-juice  on  some  true-love's  sight 

,5  Exploit.  ^  Mistaken. 
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Of  thy  misprision  must  perforce  ensue 
Some  true-love  turn'd,  and  not  a  false  turn'd  true. 
Fuck.  Thenfateo'er-ruies^  that,  one  man  hold- 
ing troth, 
A  million  fail,  confounding  oath  on  oath. 

Obf.  About  the  wood  go  sv/ifter  than  the  wind^ 
And  Helena  of  Athens  look  thou  find  : 
All  fancy-sick  7  she  is,  and  pale  o^  cheer  ^ 
With  sighs  of  love,  that  cost  the  fresh  blood  dear: 
By  some  illusion  see  thou  bring  her  here  3 
I'll  charm  his  eyes,  against  she  do  appear. 

Fuck,  I  go,  I  go ;   look,  how  I  go  ; 
Swifter  than  arrow  from  the  Tartar's  bo'>T,  [Exit, 
Obc,  Flower  of  tliis  purple  die^ 
Hit  witl^  Cupid's  archery. 
Sink  in  apple  of  his  eye  ! 
When  his  love  he  doth  espy, 
hat  her  shine  as  gloriously 
As  the  Venus  of  the  sky, — 
When  thou  wak'st,  if  she  be  by^ 
Beg  of  her  for  remedy, 

Re-entQrl^u  CK. 

Fuck,  Captain  of  our  fairy  band, 
Helena  is  here  at  hand  ; 
And  the  youth,  mistook  by  me. 
Pleading  for  a  lover's  fee  5* 
Shall  we  their  fond  pageant  ^ee  ? 
Lord,  what  fools  these  mortals  be1' 

Ohe.  Stand  aside  :  the  noise  they  make. 
Will  cause  Demetrius  to  awake. 

Fuck.  Then  will  two  at  oncej,  woo  one  j 
That  must  needs  be  sport  alone ,; 
And  those  things  do  best  please  me. 
That  befal  preposterously. 

'♦'OL.  II.  N 

^  Love-^ick.  8  Countenance. 
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T liter  L Y  SANDER  <7;/  f/  H E  L  E  N  A  . 

Iajs.  Why  should  you  think^  that  I  should  woo 
in  scorn  ? 

Scorn  and  derision  never  come  in  tears  : 
Look,  when  I  vow,  I  weep  ^  and  vows  so  born^ 

In  their  nativity  all  truth  appears. 
How  can  these  things  in  me  seem  scorn  to  you. 
Bearing  the  badge  of  faith,  to  prove  them  true? 

HcL  You  do  advance  your  cunning  more  and 
more. 

When  truth  kills  truth,  O  devilish  holy  fray ! 
These  vows  are  Hermia's ;  Will  you  give  her  o'er? 

Weigh  oath  with  oath^  and  you  will  nothing 
weigh  : 
Your  vows,  to  her  and  me,  put  in  two  scales. 
Will  even  w^eigh;  and  both  as  light  as  tales. 

Liis,  I  had  no  judgment,  when  to  her  I  &wore 

HcL  Nor  none,  in  my  mind^  now  you  give  hei 
o'er. 

l\i;s,  Demetrius  loves  her,  and  he  loves  not  you 

Dcm,   [axvalcing.']    O  Helen,  goddess,  nymph 
perfect,  divine ! 
1^0  what,  my  love,  shall  I  compare  thine  eyne  ? 
Crystal  is  muddy.     O,  how  ripe  in  show 
Thy  lips,  those  kissing  cherries,  tempting  grow  ! 
That  pure  congealed  white,  high  1  aurus'  snow, 
Tann'd  witli  the  eastern  wind,  turns  to  a  crow. 
When  thou  hold*st  up  thy  hand  :  O  let  me  kiss 
This  princess  of  pure  white,  this  seal  of  bliss  ! 

>  Met.  O  spite  !  O  hell !  I  see  you  all  are  bent 
To  set  against  me,  for  your  merriment. 
If  you  were  civil,  and  knew  courtesy. 
You  would  not  do  me  thus  much  injury. 
Can  you  not  hate  me,  as  I  knov/  you  do, 
"But  you  must  join,  in  souls,'^  lo  mock  me  too? 
9  Heartily,  .. 
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If  you  were  men,  as  men  you  are  in  show. 

You  would  not  use  a  gentle  lady  so  ; 

To  vow,  and  swear  and  superpraise  my  parts. 

When,  I  am  sure,  you  hate  me  with  your  hearts. 

You. both  are  rivals,  and  love  Hermia  5 

And  now  both  rivals,  to  mock  Helena  : 

A  trim  exploit,  a  manly  enterprize. 

To  conjure  tears  up  in  a  poor  m. aid's  eyes. 

With  your  derision  !  none,  of  noble  sort,* 

Would  so  offend  a  virgin  :  and  extort 

A  poor  soul's  patience,  all  to  make  you  sport. 

Lijs,  You  are  unkind,  Demetrius  3  be  not  so  5 
For  you  love  Hermia  3  this,  you  know,  I  know  : 
And  here,  with  all  good  will,  with  all  my  hearty 
In  Hermia' s  love  I  yield  you  up  my  part ; 
And  yours  of  Helena  to  me  bequeath. 
Whom  I  do  love,  and  will  do  to  my  death. 

HeL  Never  did  mockers  waste  more  idle  breath, 
,    Dem.  Lysander,  keep  thy  Hermia  3  Iv»'iilnone: 
If  e'er  I  lov'd  her,  all  that  love  is  gone. 
My  heart  with  her  but,  as  guest-wise,  sojourn'd  5 
And  now  to  Helen  is  it  home  return' d. 
There  to  remain. 

Lys.  Helen,  it  is  not  so. 

Dcm.   Disparage  not  the  faitli  thou  dost  not 
know. 
Lest,  to  thy  peril,  thou  aby  it  dear.^ — 
Look,  where  thy  love  comes  3  yonder  is  thy  dear » 

Enter  Hermia. 

Her.  Dark  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  func- 
\  tion  takes. 

The  ear  more  quick  of  apprehension  makes  ; 
Wherein  it  doth  impair  the  seeing  sense. 
It  pays  the  hearing  double  recompense : — 

n2 
*  Degree.  *  Pay  dearly  for  it. 
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Thou  art  not  by  mine  eye,  Lysander,  found  5 
Mine  ear,  I  thank  it,  brought  me  to  thy  sound. 
But  why  unkindly  didst  thou  leave  me  so  ? 

Lys.    Why  should  he  stay,   whom  love  doth 
press  to  go  ? 

Her,  What  love  could  press  Lysander  from  my 
side? 

Lys,  Lysander' s  love,  that  would  not  let  him 
bide^. 
Fair  Helena  3  who  more  engilds  the  night 
Than  all  yon  fiery  oes  ^  and  eyes  of  light. 
Why  seek' St  thou  me  ?  could  not  this  make  thee 

know. 
The  hate  1  bare  thee  made  me  leave  thee  so  ? 

Her.  You  speak  not  as  you  think;   it  cannot  be. 

BeL  Lo,  she  is  one  of  this  confederacy! 
Now  I  perceive  they  have  conjoin'd,  all  three^ 
To  fashion  this  false  sport  in  spite  of  me. 
Injurious  Hermia !  most  ungrateful  maid  ! 
Have  you  conspir'd,  have  you  witli  these  contriv'd 
To  bait  me  with  this  foul  derison  ? 
Is  all  the  counsel  that  we  two  have  shar'd. 
The  sisters'  vows,  the  hours  that  we  have  spent. 
When  we  havQ  chid  the  hast}^-footed  time 
For  parting  us, — O,  and  is  all  forgot  ? 
All  school-days'  friendship,  childhood  innocence? 
We,  Hermia,  like  two  artificial^  gods. 
Have  with  our  neelds^  created  both  one  flower. 
Both  on  one  sampler,  sitting  on  one  cushion. 
Both  warbling  of  one  song,  both  in  one  key  ; 
As  if  our  hands,  our  sides,  voices,  and  minds. 
Had  been  incorporate.     So  we  grew  together. 
Like  to  a  double  cherry,  seeming  parted  5 
But  yet  a  union  in  partition. 
Two  lovely  berries  moulded  on  one  stem : 
So,  with  two  seeming  bodies,  but  one  heart  5 
3  Circles.  ^  Ingenious.  5  Needles. 
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Two  of  the  first,  like  coats  in  heraldry. 
Due  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  one  crest. 
And  will  you  rent  our  ancient  love  asunder. 
To  join  with  men  in  scorning  your  poor  friend  ? 
It  is  not  friendly,  'tis  not  maidenly : 
Our  sex,  as  well  as  I,  may  chide  you  for  it  3 
Though  I  alone  do  feel  tlie  injury. 

Her,  I  am  amazed  at  your  passionate  words : 
I  scorn  you  not  5  it  seems  that  you  scorn  me. 

llrl.  Have  you  not  set  Lysander,  as  in  scorn. 
To  follow  me,  and  praise  my  eyes  and  face  ? 
And  made  your  other  love,  Demetrius, 
(Who  even  but  now  did  spurn  me  with  his  foot,) 
To  call  me  goddess,  nymph,  divine,  and  rare. 
Precious,  celestial  ?  Wherefore  speaks  he  this 
To  her  he  hates  ?  and  wherefore  doth  Lysander 
Deny  your  love,  so  rich  within  his  soul. 
And  tender  me,  forsooth,  atfection  3 
But  by  your  setting  on,  by  your  consent  ? 
What  though  I  be  not  so  in  grace  as  you. 
So  hung  upon  with  love,  so  fortunate ; 
But  miserable  most,  to  love  unlov'd  ? 
This  you  should  pity,  rather  than  despise. 

He?',  I  understand  not  what  you  mean  by  this. 

HeL  Ay,  do,  persivere,  counterfeit  sad  looks. 
Make  mows  ^  upon  me  when  I  turn  my  back  j 
Wink  at  each  other  j  hold  the  sweet  jest  up  : 
This  sport,  well  carried,  shall  be  chronicled. 
If  you  have  any  pity,  grace,  or  manners. 
You  would  not  make  me  such  an  argument. 
But,  fare  ye  well :  'tis  partly  mine  own  faulty 
Which  death,  or  absence,  soon  shall  remedy. 

Lp'.  Stay,  gentle  Helena  ;  hear  my  excuse  5 
My  love,  my  life,  my  soul,  fair  Helena  ! 

liel.  O  excellent ! 

K  3 
*  Wry  faces. 
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Her,  Sweet,  do  not  scorn  her  so. 

Dem,  If  she  cannot  entreat,  I  can  compel. 
Lys.  Thou  canst  compel  no  more  than  she  en- 
treat 3 
Thy  threats  have  no  more  strength;,  tlian  her  weak 

prayers. — 
Helen,  I  love  thee  5  by  my  life,  I  do ; 
I  swear  by  that  which  I  will  lose  for  thee. 
To  prove  him  false,  that  says  I  love  tliee  not. 
l)em,  I  say,  I  love  thee  more  than  he  can  do. 
Lys,  If  tliou  say  so,  withdraw^  and  prove  it  too. 
Dan.  Quick^  come, — 

Her,  Lysander,  whereto  tends  all  tliis  ? 

Lys,  Away,  you  Ethiop  ! 

Dein,  No,  no,  sir  : — he  will 

Seem  to  break  loose  3  take  on,  as  you  would  follow^ 
But  yet  come  not :  You  are  a  tame  man,  go  ? 
Lys,  Hang  off,  thou  cat^  thou  burr  :  vile  tiling 
let  loose  J 
Or  I  will  shake  thee  from  me,  like  a  serpent. 
Her.  Why  are  you  grown  so  rude  ?  what  change 
is  this. 
Sweet  love  ? 

I*ys,  Thy  love  ?  out,  tawny  Tartar,  out ! 

Out,  loathed  medicine  !  hated  potion,  hence  ! 
Her,  Do  you  not  jest  ? 

Hel.  Yes,  'sooth  ;  and  so  do  you, 

J^ys.  Demetrius,  I  w  ill  keep  my  word  with  thee, 

Dew.  I  would,  I  had  your  bond 3  for,  I  perceive, 

A  weak  bond  holds  you  3  I'll  not  trust  your  word. 

Lys,  What  should  I  hurt  her^,   strike  her,  kill 

her  dead  ? 

Although  I  hate  her,  I'll  not  harm  her  so. 

He/ .  What,  can  you  do  me  greater  harm^,  than 
hate  ? 

Hate  me !  wherefore  ?  O  me !  what  news,  my  love? 
4 
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Am  not;  I  Hermia  ?  Are  not  you  Lysander  ? 

I  am  as  fair  now,  as  I  was  erewhile. 

Since  night,  you  lov'd  me ,  yet,  since  night  you, 

left  me : 
Why,  then  you  left  me,— O,  the  gods  forbid! — 
In  earnest,  shall  I  say  ? 

Lys.  Ay,  by  my  life  5 

And  never  did  desij-e  to  see  thee  more. 
Therefore,  be  out  of  hope,  of  question,  doubt^ 
Be  certain,  nothing  truer;   'tis  no  jest. 
That  I  do  hate  thee,  and  love  Helena. 

Her.  Ome!  you  juggler!  you  canker-blossom  1^ 
You  thief  of  love  !  what,  have  you  come  by  night. 
And  stol'n  my  love's  heart  from  him  ^ 

HcL  Fine,  i'faith ! 

Have  you  no  modesty,  no  maiden  shame. 
No  touch  of  bashful ness  ?  What,  will  you  tear 
Impatient  ansv/ers  from  my  gentle  tongue  ? 
Fie,  fie  ?  you  counterfeit,  you  pnppet  you  ! 

Her,  Puppet !  v/hy  so  ?  Ay,  that  way  goes  the 
game. 
Now  I  perceive  that  she  hath  made  compare 
Between  our  statures,  she  hath  urg'd  her  height  3 
And  with  her  personage,  her  tall  personao;c, 
Her  height,    forsooth,    she   hath   prevailed   v/ith 

him. — 
And  are  vou  grown  so  hio;h  in  his  ^esteem. 
Because  I  am  so  dwarfish,  and  so  low  ? 
How  low  am  I,  thou  painted  maypole  ?  speak ; 
How  low  am  I  ?    I  am  not  yet  so  low. 
But  that  my  i^ails  can  reach  unto  thine  eyes. 
Hel.  I  pray  you,  though  you  mock  me,  gen- 
tlemen. 
Let  her  not  hurt  me  :  I  was  never  curst ;  ^ 
I  have  no  gift  at  all  in  shrev/ishness ; 

7  A  worm  that  ptcys  on  buds  of  tioweri. 
*  Shrev/it>i\  or  inbchievi,?u?- 
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I  am  a  right  maid  for  my  cowardice  5 
Let  her  not  strike  me  :  You,  perhaps,  may  thinks 
Because  she's  something  lower  than  m^yself. 
That  I  can  match  her. 

Her.  Lower  !  hark,  again. 

Hel,  Good  Hermia,  do  not  be  so  bitter  with  m_e. 
I  evermore  did  love  you,  Hermia, 
Did  ever  keep  your  counsels,  nev.er  wronged  you ; 
Save,  that,  in  love  unto  Demetrius^ 
I  told  hirn  of  your  stealth  unto  this  wood: 
He  follow'd  you  ;  for  love,  I  follow'd  him. 
But  he  hath  chid  me  hence  5  and  threaten'd  me 
To  strike  me,  spurn  me,  nay,  to  kill  me  too  : 
And  now,  so  you  will  let  m^e  quiet  go. 
To  Athens  vi'ill  I  bear  my  folly  back. 
And  follow  you  no  further  :  Let  me  go  : 
You  see  how  simple  and  how  fond'^  I  am. 

Her.    Why,    get   you   gone  :    Who    is*t   that 
<  hinders  you  ^ 

HeL  A  foolish  heart,  that  I  leave  here  behind. 

Her,  What,  with  Lysander  ? 

HeL  With  Demetrius. 

jLj/5.    Be  not  afraid :   she  shall  not  harm  thee, 
Helena. 

Dcm.  No,  sir;  she  shall  not,  though  you  take 
her  part. 

HcL    O,   when  she's   angry,   she  is  keen  and 
shrewd : 
^    She  was  a  vixen,  when  she  went  to  school  5 
And,  though  she  be  but  little,  she  is  fierce. 

Her,    Little    again  ?     nothing    but    low    and 
little?— 
-  Why  will  you  suffer  her  to  flout  me  thus  ? 
Let  me  come  to  her.- 

Li/6'.  Get  you  gone,  you  dwarf} 

s>  Foolish. 
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You  minimus^  of  hindering  knot  grass'  made; 
You  bead^  you  acorn. 

Dem,  You  are  to  too  officious^ 

In  her  behalf  that  scorns  your  services. 
Let  her  alone ;  speak  not  of  Helena ; 
Take  not  her  part :  for  if  thou  dost  intend* 
Never  so  little  show  of  love  to  her. 
Thou  shalt  aby  it. 

L?/.s'.  Now  she  holds  me  not ; 

Now  follow,  if  thou  dar'st,  to  try  whose  right, 
I  Or  thine  or  mine,  is  most  in  Helena. 

De?n.  Follow  ?  nay,  I'll  go  with  thee,  cheek  by 
jole.  lExcunt  Lys.  ana  Dk.m. 

Hei\  You,  mistress,  all  tliis  coil  is  'long  of  you : 
Nay,  go  not  back. 

Hei.  I  will  not  trust  you,  I  j 

Nor  longer  stay  in  your  curst  company. 
Your  hands,  than  mine,  are  quicker  for  a  fray  j 
My  legs  are  longer  though,  to  run  away,      [i'.r/f. 

Her,  1  am  amaz'd,  and  know  not  what  to  say. 

[^Exity  pur  suing  H  e  l  e  x  a  . 

Olc,  This  is  thy  negligence :  still  thou  mistak'st^^ 
Or  else  commit'st  thy  knaveries  wilfully. 

P?/c/i,  Believe  me,  king  of  shadows,  Pmistook. 
Did  not  you  tell  me,  I  should  know  the  man 
By  the  ilthenian  garments  he  had  on  r 
And  so  far  blameless  proves  my  enterprize. 
That  1  have  'nointed  an  Athenian  s  eyes  : 
And  so  far  am  I  glad  it  so  did  sort,  ^ 
As  this  their  jangling  I  esteem  a  sport. 

OOt'.  Thou  seest,  these  lovers  seek  a  place  to 
fight : 
g:Hie  thererore,  Robin,  overcast  the  night ; 

'   Antiently  knot-grass   was    believed    to   prevent    the 
growth  oi  children. 

*  Pretend.  ^  Happen.     • 

3 
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The  starry  welkin  cover  thou  anon 
With  drooping  fog,  as  black  as  Acheron  5 
And  lead  these  testy  rivals  so  astray^ 
As  one  come  not  within  another's  way. 
Like  to  Lysander  sometime  frame  thy  tongue. 
Then  stir  Demetrius  up  with  bitter  wrong  5 
And  sometime  rail  thou  like  Demetrius  , 
And  from  each  other  look  thou  lead  them  thus. 
Till  o'er  their  brows  death-counterfeiting  sleep 
With  leaden  legs  and  batty  wings  doth  creep  : 
Then  crush  this  herb  into  Lysander' s  eye  ^ 
Whose  liquor  hath  this  virtuous  property,  "* 
To  take  from  thence  all  error,  with  his  might. 
And  make  his  eye-balls  roll  with  wonted  sight. 
When  thev  next  wake,  all  this  derision 
Shall  seem  a  dream,  and  fruitless  vision ; 
And  back  to  Athens  shall  the  lovers  wend,^ 
With  league,  whose  date  till  death  shall  never  end. 
Whiles  J  in  this  affair  do  thee  employ, 
I'll  to  my  queen,  and  beg  her  Indian  boy  5 
And  then  I  will  her  charmed  eye  release 
From  monster's  view,  and  all  things  shall  be  peace. 
Puck,  My  fairy  lord,  this  must  be  done  with 
haste  5 
For  night's  swift  dragons  cut  the  clouds  full  fast. 
And  yonder  shines  Aurora's  harbinger ; 
At  whose  approach,  ghosts,  wandering  here  and 

there. 
Troop  home  to  church-yards  :  damned  spirits  all^ 
That  in  cross- ways  and  floods  have  bui'ial. 
Already  to  their  wormy  beds  are  gone  ; 
For  fear  lest  day  should  look  their  shames  upon. 
They  wilfully  themselves  exile  from  light. 
And  must  for  aye  consort  with  black-brow' d  night. 

4  Medicinal  efficacy.  5  Go. 


Scejie  II.  .  DUEAM.  141 

Obe,  But  we  are  spirits  of  another  sort : 
I  with  the  Morning's  Love^'  have  oft  nnade  sporty 
And^  like  a  forester,  the  groves  may  tread^ 
Even  till  the  eastern  gate,  all  fiery  red, 
"  Opening  on  Neptune  with  fair  blessed  beams. 
Turns  into  yellow  gold  his  salt-green  streams. 
But,  notwithstanding,  haste  5  make  no  delay  : 
We  may  effect  this  business  yet  ere  day. 

lExit  Oberox. 
Piwk,  JJp  and  down,  tip  and  down  5 
I  will  lead  them  up  and  down  : 
I  am  fear'd  in  field  and  town  5 
Goblin,  lead  them  up  and  down. 
Here  comes  one. 

Enter  Lysander. 

Xj/.v.  Where  art  thou,  proud  Demetrius  ?  speak 

thou  now. 
Puck,  Here  villain  3  drawn  and  ready.   Where 

art  thou  ? 
Ijj/s,  I  will  be  with  thee  straight. 
Puck ,  Follow  me  then 

To  plainer  ground. 

(Exit  Lys.  asfoUoxvhig  the  loice. 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Deriu  Lysander!  speak  again. 

Thou  runaway,  thou  coward,  art  thou  fled  ? 
Speak.     In  some  bush  ?     Where  dost  thou  hide 
thy  head  ? 
Puck.  Thou  coward,  art  thou  bragging  to  the 
stars, 
,  Telling  the  bushes  that  thou  look's  for  wars. 
And  wilt  not  come?  Come,  recreant 5  come,  thou 

child; 
I'll  whip  tliee  with  a  rod  :  He  is  defil'd, 

^  Cfcphalus,  the  paramour  of  Aurora, 
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That  draws  a  sword  on  thee. 

-C>e7/?.  Yea;  art  thou  there ? 

Fuck,  Follow  my  voice  3  we'll  try  no  manhood 
l^ere,  lExcunt, 

llc'enfcr  Lysaxder. 

Li/s.  He  goes  before  me,  and  still  dares  me  on;, 
When  I  come  where  he  calls,  then  he  is  gone. 
The  villain  is  much  lighter  heeVd  than  I : 
I  followed  fast,  but  faster  he  did  fly  ; 
That  fallen  am  I  in  dark  mieven  way. 
And  here  will  rest  me.     Come,  thou  gentle  day! 

[^Lies  doxv7i. 
For  if  but  once  thou  show  me  thy  gray  light, 
ril  find  Demetrius,  and  revenge  this  spite,^  ISleeps. 

JRe-entev  Puck  and  Demetrius. 

Fuck,  Ho,  ho !   ho,  ho  !  Coward,  why  com'st 

thou  not  ? 
Dem,  Abide  me,  if  thou  dar\st ;  for  well  I  wot;. 
Thou  runn'st  before  me,  shifting  every  place  ; 
And  dar'st  not  stand,  nor  look  me  in  the  face. 
Where  art  thou  ? 

Puck,  Come  hither  3  I  am  here. 

Dcm.  Nay,  then  thou  mock'st  me.    Thou  shall 
buy  this  dear. 
If  ever  I  thy  face  by  day-light  see  : 
Now,  go  thy  way.     Faintn^ss  constraineth  me 
To  measure  out  my  length  on  this  cold  bed. — 
By  day's  approach  look  to  be  visited. 

[^Liea  down  and  slteps, 

E;i<f6r  Helena. 

HeL  O  weary  night,  O  long  and  tedious  night. 

Abate  thy  hours;  shine,,  comforts,  from  the east^ 

That  I  may  back  to  Athens,  by  day-light. 

From  these  that  my  poor  company  detest :— 
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And.,  sleep,  that  sometimes  shuts  up  sorrow's  eye. 
Steal  me  awhile  from  mine  own  company.  {Sleeps, 
Fucic,  Yet  but  three  >  Come  one  more^ 

Two  of  both  kinds  makes  up  four. 

Here  she  comes,  curst  and  sad  :— 

Cupid  is  a  knavish  lad. 

Thus  to  make  poor  females  mad. 

Enter  Hermia. 

Her,  Never  so  weary,  never  so  in  woe. 

Bedabbled  with  the  dew,  and  torn  with  briers  5 
I  can  no  further  crawl,  no  further  go  5 

My  legs  can  keep  no  pace  with  my  desires. 
Here  will  I  rest  me,  till  the  break  of  day. 
Heavens  shield  Lysander,  if  thy  mean  a  fray  ! 

[Litis  down, 
FucL  On  the  g-round 
Sleep  sound  : 
I'll  apply 
To  your  eye. 
Gentle  lover,  remedy. 
[Squeezing  the  juice  on  Lvsander*s  eye. 
When  thou  v/ak'st. 
Thou  tak'st 
^  True  deliglit 
In  the  sight 
Of  thy  former  lady's  eye : 
And  the  country  proverb  known. 
That  every  man  should  take  his  own^ 
In  your  waking  shall  be  shown  : 
Jack  shall  have  Jill  ; 
1^  Nought  shall  go  ill  5 

Hie  man  shall  liave  his  mare  again,  and  all  shall 
be  well. 

IEjlH  Puck. — Dem.  H&L,  SfC,  sleep, 

VOI.  II,  o 
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ACT  IV. 
SCENE  I.     The  same. 

Enter  Tit A^^i A  and  Bottom^  Fairies  attending; 
Oberon  behind  unseen. 

Tit  a.  Come,  sit  thee  down  upon  this  flowery  bed^ 
"While  I  thy  amiable  cheeks  do  coy,*^ 
And  stick  musk-roses  in  thy  sleek  smooth  head. 
And  kiss  thy  fair  large  ears,  my  gentle  joy. 

Bot.  Where's  Peas-blossom  ? 

Peas,  Ready. 

Bot,  Scratch  my  head.  Peas -blossom. — Where** 
monsieur  Cobweb  ? 

Cob,  Ready. 

Bot,  Monsieur  Cobweb  5  good  monsieur,  ge 
your  weapons  in  your  hand,  and  kill  me  a  red- 
hipped  humble-bee  on  the  top  of  a  thistle;  and 
good  monsieur,  bring  me  the  honey-bag.  Do  no 
fret  yourself  too  much  in  the  action,  monsieur 
and,  good  monsieur,  have  a  care  the  honey-ba^ 
break  not  3  I  would  be  loath  to  have  you  over 
flown  with  a  honey -bag,  signior. — Where's  mon 
sieur  Mustard- seed  ? 

Must,  Ready. 

Bot.  Give  me  your  neif,^  monsieur  Mustard 
seed.  Pray  you,  leave  your  courtesy,  good  mon 
sieur. 

Must.  What's  your  will  ? 

Bot,  Nothing,  good  monsieur,  but  to  help  ca 
valero  Cobweb  to  scratch.  I  must  to  the  barber's 
monsieur;  for,  methinks,  I  am  marvellous  hair 
about  tlie  face:  and  I  am  such  a  tender  a-^s,  if  m 
hair  do  but  tickle  me,  I  must  scratch. 

7  Stroke.  »  Fist. 
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Tlta,  What,  wilt  thou  hear  some  musick^  my 
sweet  love  ? 

Bot,  I  have  a  reasonable  good  ear  in  musick : 
let  us  have  the  tongs  and  the  bones. 

Tita.  Or,  say,  sweet  lo\^e,  what  thou  desir'st 
to  eat. 

Bof,  Truly^  a  peck  of  provender  5  I  could 
munch  your  good  dry  oats.  Methinks,  I  have  a 
great  desire  to  a  bottle  of  hay :  good  hay,  sweet 
hay,  hath  no  fellow. 

Tita.  I  have  a  venturous  fairy  that  shall  seek 
The  squirrel's  hoard,  and  fetch  thee  new  nuts. 

Bat,  I  had  rather  have  a  handful,  or  two,  of 
dried  peas.  But,  I  pray  you,  let  none  of  your 
people  stir  me,  I  have  an  exposition  of  sleep  come 
upon  me. 

Tita.  Sleep  thou,  and  I  will  wind  thee  in  my 
arms. 
Fairies,  be  gone,  and  be  all  ways  away, 
tBo  doth  the  woodbine,  tlie  sweet  honeysucklej 
Gently  entwist, — the  female  ivy  so 
Enrings  the  barky  fingers  of  the  elm. 
O^  how  I  love  thee!  how  I  dote  on  tliee! 

[27iei/  sleeps 

ObePvON  advances.     Enter  Puck. 

Obe.  Welcome,  good  Robin.     See'st  thou  tliis 
sweet  sight  ? 
3er  dotage  now  I  do  begin  to  pity. 
I^or  meeting  her  of  late,  behind  the  wood, 
Peeking  sweet  savours  for  this  hateful  fool, 
I  did  upbraid  her,  and  fall  out  with  her  : 
|or  she  his  hairy  temples  then  had  rounded 
I^^A^itli  coronet  of  fresh  and  fragrant  flowers  j 
iVnd  that  same  dew,  which  sometime  on  the  buds 

02 
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Was  wont  to  swell,  like  round  and  orient  pearls. 
Stood  now  within  the  pretty  fiourets'  eyes^, 
Like  tears,  that  did  their  own  disgrace  bewail. 
When  I  had,  at  my  pleasure,  taunted  her. 
And  she,  in  mild  terms,  begg'd  my  patience, 
I  then  did  ask  of  her  her  changeling  child; 
Which  straight  she  gave  me,  and  her  fairy  sent 
To  bear  him  to  my  bower  in  fairy  land. 
And  now  I  have  the  boy,  I  will  undo 
This  hateful  imperfection  of  her  eyes. 
And,  gentle  Puck,  take  this  U'ansformed  scalp 
From  off  the  head  of  this  Athenian  swain  ^ 
That  he  awaking  when  the  other  do. 
May  all  to  Athens  back  again  repair  5 
And  think  no  more  of  this  night's  accidents. 
But  as  the  fierce  vexation  of  a  dream. 
But  first  I  will  release  the  fairy  queen. 
Be,  as  thou  wast  wont  to  be  3 

^Toucking  her  ei/es  %dth  an  herb  J 
See,  as  thou  wast  wont  to  see  : 
Dian's  bud  o'er  Cupid's  flov/er 
Hath  such  force  and  blessed  power. 
Now,  my  Titania;  wake  you,  my  sv/eet  queen, 
I'ita.  My  Oberon!  what  visions  have  I  seen! 
Methought,  I  was  enamour'd  of  an  ass. 
Obe,  There  lies  your  love. 
7'Uch  How  came  these  things  to  pass 

O,  how  mine  eyes  do  loath  his  visage  now ! 
Ol)c.    Silence,    a  while. — Robin,  take  off  thij 
head. — 
Titania,  musickcall;  and  strike  more  dead 
Than  common  sleep,  of  all  these  five  the  sense.   '! 
'Tita.  Musick,  ho!  musick:   such  as  charmed 

sleep. 
Puck,  Now,  when  tliou  wak'st,  with  thine  owi 
fool's  eyes  peep. 
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Obe,  Sound;,  musiek.   [Still  muskk,']  Come^  my 
queen,  take  hands  with  me. 
And  rock  the  ground  whereon  these  sleepers  be. 
Now  thou  and  I  are  new  in  amity; 
And  will,  to-morrow  midnight,  solemnly. 
Dance  in  duke  Theseus'  house  triumphantly. 
And  bless  it  to  all  fair  posterity  : 
There  shall  the  pairs  of  faithful  lovers  be 
Wedded,  with  Theseus,  all  in  jollity. 

Puck,  Fairy  king,  attend,  and  mark; 
I  do  hear  the  morning  lark. 

Obc.  Then,  my  queen,  in  silence  sad. 
Trip  we  after  the  night's  shade  : 
We  the  globe  can  compass  soon. 
Swifter  than  the  wand' ring  moon. 

Tito,  Come,  my  lord ;  and  in  our  flight. 
Tell  me  how  it  came  this  night. 
That  1  sleeping  here  was  found. 
With  tliese  mortals,  on  the  ground.  [Exeunt. 

[Horns  sound  witliiu, 

£///fr  Theseus,  HrrpOLYTA,  Egeus,  and  train. 

The,    Go,  one  of  you,  find  out  the  forester;- — 
For  now  our  observation  is  perform'd: 
And  since  we  have  the  vaward'^  of  the  day. 
My  love  shall  hear  the  musick  of  my  hounds. — 
Uncouple  in  the  western  valley;  ^o  : 
Despatch,  I  say,  and  find  the  forester. — 
We  will,  fair  queen,  up  to  the  mountain's  top. 
And  mark  tlie  musical  confusion 
Of  hounds  and  echo  in  conjunction. 

Hip.  I  was  with  Hercules,  and  Cadmus,  once^ 
When  in  a  wood  of  Crete  tliey  bay'd  the  bear 
Witli  hounds  of  Sparta  :  never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  chiding;^  for,  besides  the  groves, 

o  3 
5  Forepart.  »  Sound. 
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The  skies,  the  fountains^  every  region  near 
Seem'd  all  one  mutual  cry  :  I  never  heard 
So  musical  a  discord,  such  sweet  thunder. 

The,  My  hounds  are  bred  out  of  the  Spartan 
kind. 
So  flew'd^^  so  sanded^  and  their  heads  are  hung 
With  ears  that  sweep  away  the  morning  dew  3 
Crook-knee'd,  and  dew-lap'd  like Thessalian bulls  j 
Slow  in  pursuit,  but  matclvd  in  mouth  like  belis^ 
Each  under  each.     A  cry  more  tuneable 
Was  never  holla'd  to,  nor  cheer'd  with  horn,, 
In  Crete,  in  Sparta,  nor  in  Thessaly : 
Judge,  when  you  hear. — But^  soft  3  what  nymph» 
are  these  ? 

Ege,  My  lord,  this  is  my  daughter  here  asleep : 
And  this,  Lysander  5  this  Demetrius  is  3 
This  Helena,  old  Nedar's  Helena: 
I  wonder  of  their  being  here  together. 

The,  No  doubt,  they  rose  up  early,  to  observt 
The  rite  of  May  3  and,  hearing  our  intent. 
Came  here  in  grace  of  our  solemnity. — 
But,  speak,  Egeus^  is  not  this  the  day 
That  Hermia  should  give  answer  of  her  choice } 

Ege,  It  is,  my  lord. 

T/ie.  Go,  bid  the  huntsmen  wake  them  with 
their  horns. 

Horns,  a2id  shout  within,  Demetrius,  Lysais"- 
DEK^  Hermia,  a«c?  Helena,  wake  and  start 
vp. 

The,  Good-morrow  friends.    Saint  Valentine  is 
past  3 
Begin  these  wood-birds  but  to  couple  now  ? 
Lp\  Pardon,  my  lord. 

llle  and  the  rest  kneel  to  TiieseuS, 

*  The  fievvs  are  the  large  chaps  of  a  hound. 
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llie.  I  pray  you  all^  stand  up, 

I  know,  you  are  two  rival  enemies  ; 
How  comes  this  gentle  concord  in  the  worlds 
That  hatred  is  so  far  from  jealousy. 
To  sleep  by  hate,  and  fear  no  enmity  ? 

Li/s,  My  lord,  I  shall  reply  amazediy\, 
Half 'sleep,  half  waking:  Bat  as  yet^  I  swear^, 
I  cannot  truly  say  how  I  came  here  : 
But,  as  I  tiiink,  (for  truly  would  I  speak,— 
And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  so  it  is  3) 
I  came  with  Hermia  hither  :  our  intent 
Was,  to  be  gone  from  Athens,  where  we  might  be 
Without  the  peril  of  the  Athenian  law. 

Ege,    Enough.,   enough,    my  lord  3    you  have 
enough : 
I  beg  the  law,  the  law,  upon  his  head.— 
They  would  have  stol'n  away,  tliey  would,  De- 
metrius, 
Thereby  to  have  defeated  you  and  me  : 
You,  of  your  wife ,  and  me,  of  my  consent ; 
Of  my  consent  that  she  should  be  your  wife. 

Dew.  My  lord,  fair  Helen  told  me  of  their  stealth. 
Of  this  their  purpose  hither,  to  this  wood  | 
And  I  in  fury  hither  followed  them  ; 
Fair  Helena  in  fancv^  following  me. 
But^  my  good  lord,  I  wot  not  by  what  power, 
(But  by  some  power  it  is,)   my  love  to  Hermia, 
Melted  as  doth  the  snow,  seems  to  me  now 
As  the  remembrance  of  an  idle  gawd,-^ 
Which  in  my  childhood  I  did  dote  upon  : 
And  all  the  faitji,  the  virtue  of  my  heart. 
The  object,  and  the  pleasure  of  mine  eye. 
Is  only  Helena.     To  her,  my  lord. 
Was  I  betroth'd  ere  I  saw  Hermia  : 
But,  like  in  sickness,  did  I  loatli  tliis  food  : 
But,  as  in  liealth,  come  to  my  natural  taste, 
3  Love.  ^  Toy. 
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Now  do  I  wish  it,  love  it,  long  for  it. 
And  will  for  evermore  be  true  to  it. 

The*  Fair  lovers,  you  are  fortunately  met : 
Of  this  discourse  we  more  will  hear  anon.— • 
Egeus,  I  will  overbear  your  will  -, 
For  in  tlie  temple,  by  and  by  with  us. 
These  couples  shall  eternally  be  knit. 
And,  for  the  morning  now  is  something  worn. 
Our  purposed  hunting  shall  be  set  aside. — 
Away,  with  us,  to  Athens  :  Three  and  three. 
We'll  hold  a  feast  in  great  solemnity.— 
Come,  Hippolyta. 

[Exeunt  The.  Hip.  Ege.  and  train. 

Dcm,  These  things  seem  small,  and  undistin- 
guishable. 
Like  far-off  mountains  turned  into  clouds. 

Her,   Methinks,  1  see  these  things  with  parted 
eye. 
When  every  thing  seems  double. 

HeL  So  methinks 

And  I  have  found  Demetrius  like  a  jewel. 
Mine  own,  and  not  mine  own. 

Dcm.  It  seems  to  me, 

That  yet  we  sleep,  we  dream.- — Do  not  you  thinks 
The  duke  was  here,  and  bid  us  follow  him  ? 

Her.  Yea;  and  my  father. 

Bel.  And  Hippolyta. 

Lys'.'  And  he  did  bid  us  follow  to  tl:ie  temple. 

Dern.  Why  then,  v/e  are  awake :  let's  follow  him  ^, 
And,  by  the  way,  let  us  recount  our  dreams. 

lExeunt. 

As  they  gomif^  Bottom  anaJies. 

Bot.  When  my  cue  comes,  call  me,  and  I  will 
answer  : — my  next  is.  Most  fair  Pjirmmis.^ — Hey, 
ho  ! — Peter  Quince !  Flute,  the  bellows-mender ! 
Snout,  tlie  tinker! 
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«tolen  hence,  and  left  me  asleep !  I  have  had  a 
most  rare  vision.  I  have  had  a  dream> — past  the 
wit  of  man  to  say  what  dream  it  was  :  Man  is  but 
an  ass,  if  he  go  about  to  expound  this  dream. 
Methought  I  was— there  is  no  man  can  tell  what. 
Methought  I  was,  and  methought  I  had, — But 
man  is  but  a  patched  fool,  if  he  will  offer  to  say 
what  metliought  I  had.  The  eye  of  man  hath  not 
heard,  the  ear  of  man  hath  not  seen  -,  man*s  hand 
is  not  able  to  taste,  his  tongue  to  conceive,  nor 
his  heart  to  report,  what  my  dream  was.  I  will 
get  Peter  Quince  to  write  a  ballad  of  this  dream : 
it  shall  be  called  Bottom's  Dream,  because  it  hath 
no  bottom ,  and  I  will  sing  it  in  the  latter  end  of 
a  play,  before  the  duke :  Peradventure,  to  make 
it  the  more  gracious,  I  shall  sing  it  at  her  death. 

SCENE  II. 

Athens.    A  Room  in  Quince's  House. 

Enter   Quince,    Flute,    Snout,   and 
Starveling. 

Qi(in._  Have  you  sent  to  Bottom's  house  ?  is  he 
come  home  yet  ? 

Star,  He  cannot  be  heard  of.  Out  of  doubt,  he 
is  transported. 

Flu,  If  he  come  not,  then  the  play  is  marred^ 
It  goes  not  forward,  doth  it  ? 

Quin,  It  is  not^,possible :  you  have  not  a  man  in 
all  Athens,  able  to  discharge  Pyram-us,  but  he. 

FliK  No ;  he  hath  simply  the  best  wit  of  any 
handycraft  man  in  Atiiens. 

Quin.  Yea,  and  the  best  person  too  :  and  he  is 
a  very  paramour,  for  a  sweet  voice. 

Flu.  You  must  say,  paragon :  a  paramour  is, 
God  bless  us,  a  thing  of  nought. 
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Enter    Snug. 

Snug.  Masters,  the  duke  is  coming  from  tb 
tempH  and  there  is  two  or  three  lords  and  ladies 
more  married  :  if  our  sport  had  gone  forward^  we 
had  all  been  made  men. 

Flu,  O  sweet  bully  Bottom  !  Thus  hath  he  lost 
sixpence  a-day  during  his  life  -,  he  could  not  have 
'scaped  sixpence  a-day :  an  the  duke  had  not  given 
him  sixpence  a-day  for  playing  Pyramus,  I'll  be 
hanged 5  he  would  have  deserved  it:  sixpence  a- 
day^  in  Py ramus,  or  nothing. 

Enter  Bottom. 

Bot.  Where  are  these  lads  ?  where  are  theso 
hearts  ? 

Quhu  Bottom! — O  most  courageous  day!  O 
most  happy  hour ! 

Bot.  Masters,  I  am  to  discourse  wonders :  but 
ask  me  not  what ;  for,  if  I  tell  you,  I  am  no  true 
Athenian,  I  will  tell  you  every  thing,  right  as  it 
fell  out. 

Quin,  Let  us  hear,  sweet  Bottom. 

Bot.  Not  a  word  of  me.  All  that  I  will  tell  you, 
is,  that  the  duke  hath  dined :  Get  your  apparel  to 
gether;  good  strings  to  your  beards,  new  ribbons 
to  your  pumps  -,  meet  presently  at  the  palace ;  every 
man  look  o'er  his  part)  for,  the  short  and  the  long 
is,  our  play  is  preferred.  In  any  case,  let  Thisby 
have  clean  linen  ^  and  let  not  him,  that  plays  the 
lion,  pare  his  nails,  for  they  shall  hang  out  for 
the  lion's  claws.  And,  most  dear  actors,  eat  no 
onions,  nor  garlick,  for  we  are  to  utter  sweet 
^breath  5  and  I  do  not  doubt,  but  to  hear  them  say, 
it  is  a  sweet  comedy.  No  more  words  5  away  | 
go,  aw^ay.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  V, 

SCENJ2   I.     The  same.     An  Apartment  in  the 

Palace  ^>/' Theseus. 

i3«^tT  Theseus^  Hippolyta,  Pfiilostrate, 
Lords,  and  Alt  aidants. 

Hip.  'Tis  strange,  my  Theseus^  that  these  lovers 
speak  of. 

The,   More  strange  than  true.     I  never  may 
believe 
These  antique  fables,  nor  these  fairy  toys. 
Lovers,  and  madmen,  have  such  seething  brains. 
Such  shaping  fantasies,  that  apprehend 
More  than  cool  reason  ever  comprehends. 
The  lunatick,  the  lover,  and  the  poet. 
Are  of  imagination  all  compact -.^ 
One  sees  more  devils  than  vast  hell  can  hold; 
That  is,  the  madman  :  the  lover,  all  as  frantick. 
Sees  Helen's  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Egypt : 
The  poet's  eye,  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling. 
Doth  glance  from  lieaven  to  earth,  from  earth  to 

heaven ; 
And,  as  imagination  bodies  forth 
The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet's  pen 
Turns  them  to  shapes,  and  gives  to  ciiry  nothing 
A  local  habitatiop,  and  a  name. 
Such  tricks  hath  strong  imagination; 
That,  if  it  would  but  apprehend  some  joy, 
it  comprehends  some  bringer  of  that  joy  5 
Or,  in  the  night,  imagining  some  fear. 
How  easy  is  a  bush  suppos'd  a  bear  ^ 

Hip,  But  all  the  story  of  the  night  told  over. 
And  all  their  minds  transfigur'd  so  together, 
More  witnes«>eth  tlian  fancy's  images, 

•5  Are  made  of  mere  imagin^ition. 
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And  grows  to  something  of  great  constancy  3*^ 
But,  howsoever^  strange,  and  admirable. 

£'/^/c'r  Lysander,  Demetrius,  Hermia,  ana 
Helena. 

The,    Here  come  the  lovers,  full  of  joy  and 
mirth. — 

Joy,  gentle  friends!  joy,  and  fresh  days  of  love^ 
Accompany  your  hearts ! 

Lys,  More  than  to  us 

Wait  oil  your  royal  walks,  your  board,  your  bed  i 
Th^.  Come  now;  what  masks,  what  dances  shall 
we  have. 
To  wear  away  this  long  age  of  three  hours_, 
Between  our  after- supper,  and  bed  tune? 
Where  is  our  usual  manager  of  mirth  ? 
What  revels  are  in  hand  ?  Is  there  no  plny^ 
To  ease  the  anguish  of  a  torturing  hour  ? 
Call  Philostrate. 

Philo'it.  Here,  mighty  Theseus. 

TAe.  Say,  w^hat  abridgement'  have  you  for  this 
evening  ? 

What  mask?  what  musick?  How  shall  we  beguile 
The  lazy  time,  if  not  with  some  delight? 

PJuloat,  There  is  a  brief,^  how  inany  sports  ar^ 
ripe  3 

Make  choice  of  which  your  highness  will  see  first.[^ 

[Giring  a  paper 
The.  /each.'}  The  battle  nith  the  Centaurs^  to  be 

By  an  Athai'um  eunuch  to  the  harp. 

Weil  none  of  that :  that  have  I  told  my  love. 

In  glory  of  rny  kinsman  Hercules. 
1'he  riot  at  the  tipsy  Bacchanals , 
I'earing  the  Thracian  6(nger  in  their  rage. 

6  Stabilitv.  7  Pastime,  •  Short  ictouut. 
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That  is  an  old  device^  and  it  was  play'd 
When  I  from  Thebes  came  last  a  conqueror. 

77/e  t/iricc  three  Muse6  'mourning  for  the  death 

Of  learning y  late  deceased  in  beggari/. 
That  is  some  satire^  keen^  and  critical^ 
Not  sorting  with  a  nuptial  ceremony. 

A  tedious  brief  scene  of  Lfowig  Fv ramus. 

And  his  love  Thishe  ;.  veri/  tragical  mirth. 
Merry  and  tragical?  Tedious  and  brief? 
That  is^  hot  ice^  and  wonderous  strange  snow. 
i  How  shall  we  find  the  concord  of  this  discord  ? 

Fhilost.   A  play  there  is^  my  lord,   some  ten 
words  long ; 
Which  is  as  brief  as  I  have  known  a  play  3 
But  by  ten  words,  my  lord,  it  is  too  long ; 
Which  makes  it  tedious  :  for  in  all  the  play 
There  is  not  one  \^^ord  apt,  one  player  titted. 
And  tragical^  my  noble  lord;,  it  is; 
For  Pyramus  therein  doth  kill  himself. 
Which,  when  I  saw  rehears'd,  I  must  confess^ 
Made  mine  eyes  water  5  but  more  merry  tear^ 
The  passion  of  loud  laughter  never  shed. 

The,  What  are  they,  that  do  play  it  ? 

Philost,  Hard-handed  men^  that  work  in  Athens 
here. 
Which  never  labour'd  in  their  minds  till  now ; 
And  now  have  toil'd  their  unbreath'd'^  memories 
With  this  same  play,  against  your  nuptial. 

The,  And  we  will  hear  it. 

Fhilost.  No,  my  noble  lord. 

It  is  not  for  you  :  I  have  heard  it  over. 
And  it  is  nothing,  nothing  in  the  world  ; 
Unless  you  can  find  sport  in  their  intents,. 
Extremely  stretch'd;,  and  conn'd  with  cruel  pain. 
To  do  you  service. 

VOL.  II.  p 

9  Unexerciisd, 
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The.  I  will  hear  that  play  3 

For  never  any  thing  can  be  amiss. 
When  simpleness  and  duty  tender  it. 
Go^  bring  them  in  5 — and  take  your  places,  ladies, 

[E.17V  Philostuatk, 

Hip,  I  love  not  to  see  wretchedness  o'ercharg'd^ 
And  duty  in  his  service  perishing. 

The.  Why,  gentle  sweet,  you  shall  see  no  such 
thing. 

Hip.  He  says,  they  can  do  nothing  in  this  kind. 

The.  The  kinder  we,  to  give  them  thanks  for 
nothing. 
Our  sport  shall  be,  to  take  what  they  mistake  : 
And  what  poor  duty  cannot  do, 
Noble  respect  takes  it  in  might,  not  merit. 
Where  I  have  come,  great  clerks  have  purposed 
To  greet  me  with  premeditated  welcomes  5 
Where  I  have  seen  them  shiver  and  look  pale^ 
Make  periods  in  the  midst  of  sentences. 
Throttle  their  practis'd  accent  in  their  feai\% 
And,  in  conclusion,  dumbly  have  broke  off, 
Not  paying  me  a  welcome  :  Trust  me,  sweet. 
Out  of  this  silence,  yet,  I  pick'd  a  welcome; 
And  in  the  modesty  of  fearful  duty 
I  read  as  much,  as  from  the  rattling  tongue 
Of  sawcy  and  audacious  eloquence. 
Love,  therefore^  and  tongue-tied  simplicity. 
In  least,  speak  most,  to  my  capacity. 

Enter  Philostrate. 

Philost.  So  please  your  grace,  the  prologue  i& 

addrest.* 
The.  Let  him  approach.    [Flourish  of  trumj)eU. 


Scene  I.  T)11eam.  Ibl 

Enter  Prologue. 

Prol.  If'ii'(^  offend,  it  is  with  our  good  will. 

That  you  should  thinky  we  come  not  to  offend^ 
But  with  good-will .     To  shew  our  simple  skilly 

That  is  the  true  begin  fling  of  our  end. 
Consider  then,  we  come  but  in  despite. 

Wc  do  not  come  as  minding  to  cofitent  you. 
Our  true  intent  is.     All  for  your  delight  y 

We  are  not  here.  Thai  you  should  here  repent  yoUp 
The  actors  are  at  hand ;  and,  by  their  show^ 
You  shall  know  all,  that  you  are  like  to  hioxv. 

The.  This  fellow  doth  not  stand  upon  points. 

Lys.  He  hatli  rid  his  prologue^  like  a  rough 
colt;,  he  knows  not  the  stop.  A  good  moral,  my 
lord :  It  is  not  enough  to  speak,  but  to  speak  true. 

Hip.  Indeed  he  hath  played  on  this  prologue, 
like  a  child  on  a  recorder  }^  a  sounds  but  not  in 
government. 

The.  His  speech  was  like  a  tangled  chain ;  no- 
thing impaired,  but  all  disordered.    Who  is  next? 

EntcrVriiAUVs  and  Thisbe,  Wall,  Moonshine^ 
and  Lion,  as  in  dumb  show. 

Prol.  ''  Gentles,  perchance,  you  wonder  at  this 

show  y 

'^  But  wonder  on,  till  truth  make  all  things  plain* 
**'  This  man  is  Pyramus,  if  you  w^ould  know  3 

^'  This  beauteous  lady  Thisby  is,  certain. 
''  This  man,  with  lime  and  rough-cast,  doth  present 
^^  Wall,  that  vile  wall  which  did  these  lovers 
sunder : 
'*^  And  through  wall's  chink,  poor  souls,  they  are 
content 
^*  To  whisper  3  at  tlie  which  let  no  man  wonder. 
p  2 
*  A  musical  instrument. 
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^^  This  man,  with  lantern,  dog,  and  bush  of  thorn, 

*^  Presenteth  moon-shine:  for,  if  you  will  know, 
^*'  By  moon-shine  did  these  lovers  think  no  scorn 

^'  To  meet  at  Ninus*  tomb,  there,  there  to  woo. 
'^  This  grisly  beast,  which  by  name  lion  hight,^ 
"^  The  trusty  Thisby^  coming  first  by  night, 
*^  Did  scare  away,  or  rather  did  affright : 
'^  And,  as  she  fled,  her  mantle  she  did  fall ; 

*^  Which  lion  vile  witli  bloody  mouth  did  stain  ! 
'^  Anon  comes  Pyramus,  sweet  youth,  and  tall, 

^^  And  finds  his  trusty  Thisby's  mantle  slain  : 
^^  Whereat  with  blade,  w^ith  bloody  blameful  blade, 

^^  He  bravely  broach'd  his  boiling  bloody  breast} 
^*'  And,  Thisby  tarrying  in  mulberry  shade, 

*^  His  dagger  drew,  and  died.     For  all  the  rest 
^^  Let  lion,  moon-shine,  wall,  and  lovers  twain, 
^^  At  large  discourse,  while  here  they  do  remain." 
\_Exeufit  Prol.  This  be.  Lion,  and  Moonshine 

The.  I  wonder,  if  the  lion  be  to  speak. 

De7n.  No  wonder,  my  lord :  one  lion  may,  when 
many  asses  do. 

UalL  '^  In  this  same  interlude,  it  doth  befall, 
'^  That  I,  one  Snout  by  name,  present  a  wall : 
*^  And  such  a  wall,  as  I  would  have  you  think^ 
'*■  That  had  in  it  a  cranny'd  hole,  or  chink, 
*'  Through  which  the  lovers,  Pyramus  and  Thisby 
'^  Did  whisper  often  very  secretly. 
'^  This  loam,  this  rough-cast,  and  this  stone,  dotli 


show 


*'  That  I  am  that  sam.e  wall^  the  tmth  is  so  : 

'*'  And  this  the  cranny  is,  right  and  sinister, 

^^  Through  which  the  fearful  lovers  are  to  whis-"! 

per." 
The.  Would  you  desire  lime  and  hair  to  speai 

better  ? 

3  Called. 


'Scene  I.  bream.  \S9 

Bern.  It  is  the  wittiest  partition  that  ever  I 

heard  discourse,  my  lord. 

The.  Pyramus  draws  near  the  wall :  silence  J 

Enter  Pyramus. 

Fyr,  ^'^  O  grim-look'd  night!  O  night  with  hue 
so  black ! 
J!^*'  O  night,  which  ever  art,  when  day  is  Hot ! 
*^  O  night,  O  night,  alack,  alack,  alack, 

'^  I  fear  my  Thisby's  promise  is  forgot ! — 
\'  And  thou,  O  wall,  O  sweet,  O  lovely  wall, 

^'  That  stand' St  between  her  father's  ground 
and  mine  ; 
'^  Thou  wall,  O  wall,  O  sweet  and  lovely  w^all, 

^'  Show  me  thy  chink,   to  blink  through  with 

mine  eyne.       [Wall  holds  vp  his  jingers. 

'^  Thanks,   courteous  wall :  Jove  shield  tliee  well 

for  this! 
^'  But  what  see  I  ?  No  Thisby  do  I  see. 
''  O  A^'icked  wall,  through  whom  1  see  no  bliss  ^ 
*'  Curst  be  thy  stones  for  thus  deceiving  me  !" 

The.  The  wall,  methinks,  being  sensible,  should 
curse  again. 

Pij)\  No,  in  truth,  sir,  he  should  not.  Deceh- 
ing  nie^  is  Thisby's  cue  :  she  is  to  enter  now,  and 
.1  am  to  spy  her  through  the  wall.  You  shall  see, 
it  will  fall  pat  as  I  told  you  : — -Yonder  she  comes. 

E?(fer  Thisbe, 

This,    '*  O  wall>  full  often  hast  thou  heard  my 

moans, 
^^  For  parting  my  fair  Pyramus  arid  me : 
'^^  My  cherry  lips  have  often  kiss'd  thy  stones  ; 
^'  Thy  stones  with  lime  and  hair  knit  up  in 
thee." 

p3 
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Pyr.  ^^  I  see  a  voice  :  now  will  I  to  the  chink. 

^'  To  spy  an  I  can  hear  my  Thisby's  face. 
^^Thisby!" 

This,  ''  My  love!  thou  art  my  love,  I  tliink.*' 

Vyr,  ''  Think  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  thy  lover'i 
grace  5 
^'  And  like  Limander  am  I  trusty  still." 

This.  ''  And  I  like  Helen,  till  the  fates  me  kill/ 

Pj/;-.  ^^  Not  Shafalus  to  Proems  was  so  true.'* 

This.  ^'  As  Shafalus  to  Procrus,  I  to  yon." 

Pvr,  ^'  O,  kiss  me  through  the  hole  of  this  vile 
wall." 

This,  ^'  I  kiss  the  wall's  hole>  not  your  lips  at 
all." 

Pyr.    ^'  Wilt  thou  at  Ninny's  tomb  meet  me 
straightway?" 

^This,  "  Tide  life,  tide  death,  I  Come  without 
delay." 

JFalL  ^'  T!ms  have  I,  wall,  my  part  discharged  Soj 
**"  And,  being  done,  thus  wall  away  doth  go." 

[^Excuiit  Wall,  Pyramus,  a'/zc/ Thisbe. 

The,  Now  is  the  mural  down  between  the  two 
neighbours. 

Dew,  No  remedy,  my  lord,  when  walls  are  so 
wilful  to  hear  without  warning. 

Hip,  This  is  the  silliest  stuff  that  ever  I  heard. 

The.  The  best  in  this  kind  are  but  shadows : 
and  the  worst  are  no  worse,  if  imagination  amend 
them. 

Hip.  It  muiJt  be  your  imagination  then,  and 
not  theirs. 

The.  If  we  imagine  no  worse  of  them,  than' 
they  of  tliemselves,  they  may  pass  for  excellent 
men.  Here  come  two  noble  beasts  in^  a  mooa 
md  a  lion. 
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Enter  Lion  and  Moonshine. 

Lion.  ^^  You,  ladies^  you,  whose  gentle  hearts 
do  fear 

'^  The  smallest  monstrous  mouse  that  creeps  on 
floor^ 
^^  May  now,  perchance,  both  quake  and  tremble 
here, 

'*■  When  lion  rough  in  wildest  rage  doth  roar, 
'^  Then  know,  that  I,  one  Snug  the  joiner,  am 
^^  A  lion  fell,  nor  else  no  lion's  dam  : 
'^  For  if  I  should  as  lion  come  in  strife 
'^  Into  this  place,  'twere  pity  on  my  life.'* 

The.  A  veiy  gentle  beast  and  of  a  good  con- 
science. 

De?n.  The  very  best  at  a  beast,  my  lord,  that 
e*er  I  saw. 

Lys,  This  lion  is  a  very  fox  for  his  valour. 

The.  True;  and  a  goose  for  his  discretion. 

Dem.  Not  so,  my  lord:  for  his  valour  cannot 
carry  his  discretion  3  and  the  fox  carries  the  goose. 

The.  His  discretion,  I  am  sure,  cannot  carry 
his  valour  ;  for  the  goose  carries  not  the  fox.  It 
is  well :  leave  it  to  his  discretion,  and  let  us  listen 
16  the  moon. 

Moon.  ^'  This  lantern  doth  the  horned  moon 
present:" 

Dem.  He  should  have  worn  the  horns  on  his 
head. 

The.  He  is  no  crescent,  and  his  horns  are  in- 
visible within  the  circumference. 

Moon.  '^  This  lantern  doth  the  horned  moon 
present  3 
*^  Myself  the  man  i'the'moon  do  seem  to  be." 

The.  This  is  the  greatest  error  of  all  the  rest : 
the  man  should  be  put  into  the  lantern :  How  is 
it  els<i  tho  man  i'tlie  moon  ? 
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BeJiu  He  dares  not  come  there  for  the  candle 
for,  you  see,  it  is  already  in  snuif.^ 

Hip,  I  am  aweary  of  this  moon  :  Would,  he 
would  change  ! 

The,  It  appears,  by  his  small  light  of  discretion 
that  he  is  in  the  wane :  but  yet,  in  courtesy,  in  ail 
reason,  we  must  stay  the  time. 

Lys.  Proceed,  moon. 

Moon.  Ail  that  I  have  to  say,  is,  to  tell  you, 
that  the  lantern  is  the  moon  ;  I,  the  man  in  the 
moouj  this  thorn-bush,  my  thorn-bush  j  and  this 
dog,  my  dog. 

Dem,  Why,  all  these  should  be  in  the  lantern  ^ 
for  they  are  in  the  moon.  But^  silence  5  here 
comes  Thisbe, 

Enter  Thisbe. 

This.  ''  This  is  old  Ninny's  tomb :  Where  is 

my  lave  ? 
Lion.  ''  0\\-^r 

[The  Lion  roais. — Thisbe  runs  oJf\ 
Dem.  Well  roared,  lion. 
The.  Well  run,  Thisbe. 

Hip,    Well  ^hone,   moon. — Truly,   the  moon 
shines  with  a  good  grace* 
The,  Well  moused,  lion.. 

[77^c  Lion  tears  Thisbe's  inantle^  and  exit.^ 
Dem,  And  so  comes  Pyramus. 
Lijs,  And  then  the  moon  vanishes. 

Enter  Pyramus. 

Fyr.  ''  Sweet  moon,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  sunny 

beams ; 
'*'I  thank  thee,  moon,  for  shining  now  so  bright : 
"  For,  by  thy  gracious,  golden,  glittering  streams^ 
^'  1  trust  to  taste  of  truest  Thisby's  sight. 
*  In  anger  j  a  quibble. 
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''  But  stay  5 — O  spite  ! 
^'  But  mark  3 — Poor  knight, 
^^  What  dreadful  dole  is  liere  } 
^^  Eyes^  do  you  see  ? 
^^'^  How  can  it  be  ^ 
''  O  dainty  duck!  O  dear  ! 
'^  Thy  mantle  good, 
''  What,  stain'd  wltJi  blood  ? 
^^  Approach,  ye  furies  fell ! 
^^  O  fates  !  come,  come ; 
^^  Cut  thread  and  thrum  3  ^ 
^^  Quail,  crush,  conclude,,  and  quell !  ^ 
Tht\    This   passion,   and  the  death  of  a  dear 
friend,  would  go  near  to  make  a  man  look  sad. 
Hip,  Beshrew  my  heart,  but  I  pity  tlie  man. 
Pyi\  ^'  O,  wherefore,  nature,  didst  thou  lions 

frame  ? 
^*'  Since  lion  vile  hatli  here  deflour'd  my  dear  : 
^*'  Which  is — no,  no — which  was  the  fairest  dame, 
''  That  liv'd,  that  lov'd,  that  Hk'd,  that  look'd 
with  cheer. ^ 
^^  Come,  tears,  confound  ; 
'^  Out,  sword,  and  wound 
^^  The  pap  of  Pyramus  : 
"^  Ay,  that  left  pap, 
^^  Where  heart  doth  hop  : 
.   '^  Thus  die  I,  thus,  thus,  thus, 
^^  Now  am  I  dead, 
**  Now  am  I  fied  5 
^^  My  soul  is  in  the  sky  : 

'^  Tongue,  lose  thy  light ! 
''  Moon,  take  thy  flight  ! 
^^  Now  die,  die,  die,  die,  die. 

[i>KVf. — Exit  Moonshine. 
Dem,  No  die,  but  an  ace,  for  him^  for  he  is 
but  one. 

4  Coarse  yarn.        ^  Destroy,        ^  Countenance, 


l64  midsummer-night's  Act  I 

Lys.  Less  than  an  ace,  man  3  for  he  is  dead 
he  is  nothing. 

Thi\  With  the  help  of  a  surgeon,  he  might  ye 
recover,  and  prove  an  ass. 

Bip.  How  chance  moonshine  is  gone,  befor 
Thisbe  comes  back  and  finds  her  lover  ? 

The.  She  will  find  him  by  star-light. — Here  sh 
comes  3  and  her  passion  ends  the  play. 

Enter  Thisbe. 

Hip,  Methinks,  she  should  not  use  a  long  on 
for  such  a  Pyramus :   I  hope,  she  v/ill  be  brief. 

Bern.  A  mote  will  turn  the  balance,  which  Py 
ramus,  which  Thisbe,  is  the  better. 

Lys.  She  hath  spied  him  already  with  thos 
sweet  eyes. 

Bern,  And  thus  she  moans,  videlicet .^"--^ 

This,  ^'  Asleep,  my  love  ? 

''  What,  dead,  my  dove  ? 
^'  O  Pyramus,  arise, 

^^  Speak,  speak.     Quite  dumb  J 

'/  Dead,  dead  ?    A  tomb 
*'  Must  cover  thy  sweet  eyes. 

^^  These  lily  brows, 

^^  This  cherry  nose, 
'^  These  yellow  cowslip  cheeks, 

^^  Are  gone,  are  gone  : 

^^  Lovers,  make  moan  ! 
*'^  His  eyes  were  green  as  leeks. 

'^  O  sisters  three, 

'^  Come,  come,  to  me, 
''  Witli  hands  as  pale  as  milk  ^ 

*^  Lay  them  in  gore, 

'^  Since  you  have  shore 
^^  With  shears  his  thread  of  silk. 

'^  Tongue,  not  a  word  : — 

\*  Come>  trusty  sword  5 
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^^  Come,  blade,  my  breast  imbrue  : 
^^  And  farewell,  friends;  — 
''  Thus  Thisby  ends  : 
*^  Adieu,  adieu,  adieu."  [Dies, 

The.  Moonshine,  and  lion  are  left  to  bury  the 
dead. 
'    Dem,  Ay,  and  wall  too. 

Bof,  No,  I  assure  you  ;  the  wall  is  down  that 
parted  their  fathers.    Will  it  please  you  to  see  tlio 
epilogue,  or  to  hear  a  Bergomask  dance,  between 
|two  of  our  company  ? 

The.  No  epilogue,  I  pray  you ;  for  your  play 
■"needs  no  excuse.  Never  excuse ;  for  when  the 
players  are  all  dead,  there  need  none  to  be  blamed. 
•^Marry,  if  he  that  writ  it,  had  play'd  Pyramus,  and 
hanged  himself  in  Thisbe's  garter,  it  would  have 
been  a  jSne  tragedy  :  and  so  it  is,  truly;  and  very 
notably  discharged.  But  come,  your  Bergomask: 
let  your  epilogue  alone. 

l_Herr  a  dance  o/' Clowns. 
The  iron  tongue  of  midnight  hath  told  twelve  : — 
Lovers,  to  bed  5  'tis  almost  fairy  time. 
I  fear  we  shall  out-sleep  the  coming  morn. 
As  much  as  we  this  night  have  overwatch'd. 
This  palpable-gross  play  hath  well  beguil'd 
The  heavy   gaif^    of  night. — Sv/ect  friends,  to 

bed.— 
A  fortnight  hold  we  this  solemnity, 
In  nightly  revels^  and  new  jollity,  [^ExcnnL 

7  Progress, 
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SCENE  IL 

Enfer  Puck. 
Tudc,  Now  the  hungry  lion  roars, 

j^nd  the  wolf  behowis  the  moon  ; 
Whilst  the  heavy  ploughman  snores. 

All  with  weary  task  fordone.  ^ 
Now  the  wasted  brands  do  glow. 

Whilst  the  scritch-owl,  scritching  loud. 
Puts  the  wretch,  that  lies  in  woe. 

In  remembrance  of  a  shroud. 
Now  it  is  the  time  of  night. 

That  the  graves,  all  gaping  wide. 
Every  one  lets  forth  his  sprite. 

In  the  church- way  paths  to  glide  : 
And  we  fairies,  that  do  run 

By  the  triple  Hecat^s  team. 
From  the  presence  of  the  sun. 

Following  darkness  like  a  dream. 
Now  are  frolick  -,  not  a  mouse 
Shall  disturb  this  hallowed  house  : 
I  am  sent,  with  broom,  before. 
To  sweep  the  dust  behind  the  door. 

Enter  Oberon  and  Tit^^nia,  with  their  Train. 

Obe.  Through  this  house  give  glimmering  light 

By  the  dead  and  drowsy  iire  : 
Every  elf,  and  f^iiry  sprite. 

Hop  as  light  as  bird  from  briery 
And  this  ditty,  after  me. 
Sing,  and  dance  it  trippingly. 

'Tita.  First,  rehearse  this  song  by  rote  : 
To  each  word  a  warbling  note, 
Jiand  in  hand,  with  fairy  grace. 
Will  we  sing^  ^nd  bless  this  place. 
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SONG,  AND  DANCE. 

Ohe.  Now,  until  the  break  of  day. 

Through  this  house  each  fairy  stray. 

To  the  best  bride-bed  will  we. 

Which  by  us  shall  blessed  be  \ 

And  the  issue,  there  create. 

Ever  shall  be  fortunate. 

So  shall  ail  the  couples  three 

Ever  true  in  loving  be  : 

And  the  blots  of  nature's  H^nd 

Shall  not  in  their  issue  stand  5 

Never  mole,  hare-lip,  nor  scar, 
'  Nor  mark  prodigious,*^  such  as  are 

Despised  in  nativity. 

Shall  upon  their  children  be.i — 

With  this  field-dew  consecrate. 

Every  fairy  take  his  gait ;  ' 

And  each  several  chamber  bless. 

Through  this  palace  with  sweet  peace  • 

E'er  shall  it  in  safety  rest. 

And  the  owner  of  it  blest. 
Trip  away  3 
Make  no  stay ; 

Meet  me  ail  by  break  of  day. 

[£.rew7zi  Oberon,  Titania,  and  Train. 
Puck,   If  we  shadows  have  offended^ 

Think  but  this,  (and  all  is  mended,)    n 
That  you  have  but  slumbered  here. 
While  these  visions  did  appear. 
And  this  weak  and  idle  theme. 
No  more  yielding  but  a  dream. 
Gentles,  do  not  reprehend  ; 
If  you  pardon,  we  will  mend, 
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ylnd,  as  Vm  an  honest  Puck, 
Ifxve  hare  linear ned- luck 
Now  to  'scape  the  serpenV^  tongue^ 
We  will  make  afnejids,  ere  long : 
^  Else  the  Puck  a  liar  call. 
So,  good  night  unto  you  all. 
Give  me  your  hands,  ifxve  befriends. 
And  Robin  shall  restore  amends,      [Exit 

Wild  and  fantastical  as  this  play  is,  all  the  parts  in  theii 
various  modes  are  well  written,  and  give  the  kind  of  plea 
sure  which  the  author  designed.     Fairies  in  his  time  were 
much  in  fashion;  common  tradition  had  made  them  fanu. 
liar,  and  Sperxer's  poem  had  made  them  great. 

JOKNSO.V 


LOVE'S  LABOUR'S  LOST. 


q2 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED 


Ferdinand^  King  of  Navarre. 

Blron,         1 

Longaville^  >Lords^  attending  on  the  King, 

Dumain,     J 

Boyet:,  7  Lords,  attending  on  the  Princess  of 

Mercade,     3      France. 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado,  a  fantastical  Spaniard, 

Sir  Nathaniel^  a  Curate. 

HoloferneS;,  a  Schoolmaster, 

Dull,  a  Constable, 

Costard,  a  Clown, 

]^oth,  Page  tn  Armado^ 

A  Forester. 


Princess  of  France, 

Rosaline,      1 

Maria,  >  Ladies,  attending  on  the  Princess] 

Katharine,  j 

Jaquenetta,  a  country  Wench, 

Officers  and  others,   at t aidants  on  the  King  and 
Princess. 

ScENE^  Navarre. 
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ACT  L 

SCENE  I.   Navarre.    A  Park,  with  a  Palace  in  if. 
Enter  the  King,  BiRO^',  Lonoaville^  and 

Db'MAIN. 

King. 

Let  fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  lives^ 
Live  register'd  upon  our  brazen  tombs. 
And  then  grace  us  in  the  disgrace  of  death  5 
When,  spite  of  cormorant  devouring  time. 
The  endea\T)ur  of  this  present  breath  may  buy 
That  honour,  which  shall  bate  his  scythe's  keen 

edge. 
And  make  us  heirs  of  all  eternity. 
Therefore^  brave  conquerors  ! — for  so  you  are. 
That  war  against  your  own  aifections. 
And  tlie  huge  army  of  the  world's  desires,-— 
Our  late  edict  shall  strongly  stand  in  force  : 
Navarre  shall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world ; 
Our  court  shall  be  a  little  Academe, 
Still  and  contemplative  in  living  art. 
You  three^  Biron,  Dum^un,  and  Longaville, 
Have  sworn  for  three  years*  term  to  live  with  me. 
My  fellow -scholars,  and  to  keep  those  statutes. 
That  are  recorded  in  this  schedule  here  : 
Your  oaths  are  past,  and  now  subscribe  you  names; 
That  his  own  hand  juay  strike  his  honour  down, 
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That  violates  the  smallest  branch  herein  : 
If  you  are  arm'd  to  do^  as  sworn  to  dO;, 
Subscribe  to  your  deep  oath,  and  keep  it  too. 

Long,  I  am  resolv'd  :  'tis  but  a  three  years'  fast  5 
The  mind  shall  banquet^,  though  the  body  pine  : 
Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates  -,  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs^  but  bank'rout  quite  the  wits* 

Diirn.  My  loving  .lord,  Dumain  is  mortified  5 
The  grosser  manner  of  these  world's  delights 
He  throws  upon  the  gross  world's  baser  slaves  : 
To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die } 
With  all  these  living  in  philosophy. 

Biron,  I  can  but  say  their  protestation  over^    ' 
So  much,  dear  liege,  I  have  already  sworn. 
That  is.  To  live  and  study  here  tliree  years* 
But  tJiere  are  other  strict  obsen^ances  : 
As,  not  to  see  a  woman  in  that  term  ^ 
Which,  I  hope  w^ell,  is  not  enrolled  there  : 
And,  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food ; 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  beside  5 
The  which,  I  hope,  is  not  enrolled  there  : 
And  then,  to  sleep  but  three  hours  in  the  night. 
And  not  be  seen  to  wink  of  all  the  day  5 
(When  I  v^as  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  night. 
And  make  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day  3) 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there : 
O,  these  are  barren  tasks,  too  hard  to  keep  5 
Not  to  see  ladies,  study,  fast,  not  sleep. 

King,  Your  oath  is  pass'd  to  pass  away  from 
tliese. 

Biron,  Let  me  say  no^  my  liege,  an  if  you  please  5 
I  only  swore,  to  study  with  your  grace. 
And  stay  here  in  your  court  for  three  years'  space. 

Long.  You  swore  to  that,  Biron,  and  to  the  rest. 

Biron.  By  yea  and  nay,,  sir,  then  1  swore  in 
jest. — 
1 


? 


See  fie  I.  labour's  lost.  lYS 

What  is  the  end  of  study  ?  let  me  know. 

King.  Why,  that  to  know,  which  else  we  should 
not  know. 

Biran,  Things  hid  and  barr'dj  you  mean,  from 
common  sense? 

King,  Ay,  tliat  is  study's  god^like  recompense. 

Bi)on,  Come  on  then^  I  will  swear  to  study  so^ 
To  know  the  thing  I  am  forbid  to  know : 
As  thus— To  study  where  1  well  may  dine. 

When  I  to  feast  expressly  am  forbid  5 
Or,  study  where  to  meet  some  mistress  fine. 

When  mistresses  from  common  sense  are  hid : 
Or,  having  sworn  too  hard-a-keeping  oath. 
Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth, 
If  study^s  gain  be  thus,  and  this  be  so, 
Study  knows  that,  which  yet  it  doth  not  know 
Swear  me  to  tliis,  and  I  will  ne'er  say,  no. 

King,  These  be  the  stops  that  hinder  study  quite. 
And  train  our  intellects  to  vain  delight. 

Biron,  Why,  all  delights  are  vain;  but  that  most 
vain. 
Which,  with  pain  purchas*d>  doth  inherit  pain  : 
As,  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  book. 

To  seek  the  light  of  truth ;  while  truth  the  svluie 
Doth  falsely*  blind  the  eyesight  of  his  look  : 

Light,  seeking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguile: 
So,  ere  you  find  where  light  in  darkness  lies. 
Your  light  grows  dark  by  losing  of  your  eyeSk 
Study  me  how  to  please  the  eye  indeed. 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye ; 
Who  dazzling  so,  that  eye  shall  be  his  heed. 

And  give  him  light  that  was  it  blinded  by. 
Study  is  like  the  heaven's  glorious  sun. 

That  will  not  be  deep-search'd  with  saucy  looks  5 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won, 

Save  base  authority  from  others'  books. 
*  Dishonestly,  treacherously. 
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These  earthly  godfathers  of  heaven's  lights^ 

That  give  a  name  to  every  fixed  star. 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  shining  nights. 

Than  those  that  v^alk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are 
Too  much  to  know,  is,  to  know  nought  but  fame 
And  every  godfather  can  give  a  name. 

King.  How  well  he*s  read,  to  reason  agains 

reading  ! 

Durn.  Proceeded  well,  to  stop  all  good  proceed- 
ing! 
Long,  He  weeds  the  corn,  and  still  lets  gro'W 

the  weeding. 
Biron.  The  spring  is  near,  when  green  geese  an 

a  breeding. 
Dum.  How  follows  that  ? 
Biron.  Fit  in  his  place  and  time 

Dum.  In  reason  nothing. 
Biron.  Something  then  in  rhyme 

Long,  Biron  is  like  an  envious  sneaping^  frostj 
That  bites  the  first-born  infants  of  the  spring, 
Biron.  Well,  say  I  am;  why  should  proud  sum 
mer  boast. 
Before  the  birds  have  any  cause  to  sing? 
Why  should  I  joy  in  an  abortive  birth? 
At  Christmas  I  no  more  desire  a  rose 
Than  wish  a  snow  in  May's  new-fangled  shows 
But  like  of  each  thing,  that  in  season  grows. 
So  you,  to  study  now  it  is  too  late. 
Climb  o'er  the  house  to  unlock  the  little  gate. 
King.  Well,  sit  you  out:  go  home,  Biron  3  adieu! 
Biron.  No,  my  good  lord  3  I  have  sworn  to  stay 
with  you  : 
And,  though  1  have  for  barbarism  spoke  more. 
Than  for  that  angel  knowledge  you  can  say, 
Yet  confident  I'll  keep  what  I  have  swore. 

And  bide  the  penance  of  each  three  years'  day. 
*  Nipping.  3  Games,  sports. 


'} 


Scene  T.  Labour's  lost.  Ifb 

Give  me  the  paper,  let  me  read  the  same^ 
i  And  to  the  strict'st  decrees  I'll  write  my  name. 
King,  How  well  this  yielding  rescues  thee 

from  shame ! 
Biron.    IReads,^     Item,  That  no  xvoman  shall 
come  wlt/mi  a  mile  of  my  court, -^ 
And  hath  this  been  proclaimed  ? 

Long,  Four  days  ago. 

Biron,  Let's  see  the  penalty. 
[Reads,'] — On  pain  of  losing  her  tongue,'-^ 

Who  devis'd  this  ? 
Long,  Marry,  that  did  I. 
Biron,  Sweet  lord,  and  why  ? 
Long,  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread 

penalty. 
Biron,  A  dangerous  law  against  gentility. 
[^Reads,']    Item,  If  any  man  be  seen  to  talk  xvith 
a  woman  within  the  term  of  three  years^  he  shall  en* 
dure  such  puhlick  shame  as  the  rest  of  the  court  can 
possibly  devise,'-^ 
This  article,  my  liege,  yourself  must  break ; 

For,  well  you  know,  here  comes  in  embassy 
The  French  King's  daughter,    with  yourself  to 
speak, — 
A  maid  of  grace,  and  complete  majesty,— 
About  surrender-up  of  Aquitain 

To  her  decrepit,  sick,  and  bed-rid  fatlier  : 
Therefore  this  article  is  made  in  vain. 

Or  vainly  comes  the  admired  princess  hither. 
King.    What  say  you,  lords  ?  why,  this  was 

quite  forgot. 
Biron,  So  study  evermore  is  overshot ; 
While  it  doth  study  to  have  what  it  would^ 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  should : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  most,    . 
*Tis  won,  as  towns  with  fire 5  so  won,  so  lost. 
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King.  We  must,  of  force,  dispense  with  this 

decree  5 

She  must  lie  '^  here  on  mere  necessity. 

Biron.  Necessity  will  make  us  all  forsworn 

Three  thousand  times  within  this  three  years' 
space : 
For  ^very  man  with  his  affects  is  born ; 

Not  by  might  mastered,  but  by  special  graces 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  shall  speak  for  me, 
I  am  forsworn  on  mere  necessity. — 
So  to  the  laws  at  large  I  VvTite  my  name  : 

iSubscrihes^ 

And  lie,  that  breaks  them  in  the  least  degree^ 
Stands  in  attainder  of  eternal  shame : 

Suggestions  ^  are  to  others,  as  to  me  5 
But,  i  believe^  although  I  seem  so  loth, 
I  am  the  last  that  will  last  keep  his  oath. 
But  is  there  no  quick  ^  recreation  granted  ? 

King.  Ay,  that  there  is :  our  court,  you  know^ 
is  haunted 

With  a  refined  traveller  of  Spain  5 
A  man  in  all  the  world's  new  fashion  planted. 

That  hath  a  mint  of  phrases  in  his  brain : 
Une;  whom  the  musick  of  his  own  vain  tongue 

iJoth  ravish,  like  enchanting  harmony  5 
A  man  of  complements,  whom  right  and  wrong 

Have  chose  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny : 
This  child  of  fancy,  that  Armado  hight;;'' 

For  interim  to  our  studies,  shall  relate. 
In  high-born  words,  the  worth  of  many  a  knight 

From  tawny  Spain,  lost  in  the  world's  debate. 
How  you  delight,  my  lords,  I  know  not,  1 5 
But,  i  protest,  I  love  to  hear  him  lie. 
And  I  will  use  him  for  my  minstrelsy. 

^  Reside*        5  Temptations.        ^  Lively,  spritely. 
7  Called, 
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Bhon.  Armado  is  a  most  illustrious  wight, 

.A  man  of  fire-new  words,  fashion's , own  knight. 
Long,  Costard  the  swain,  and  he,  shall  be  our 
sport ; 

;:And,  so  to  study,  three  years  is  but  short. 

Enter  Dull,  xvith  a  letter y  and  Costard. 

Dull.  Which  is  the  duke's  own  person  ? 

Biron,  This,  fellow  ,;  What  would'st  ? 

DvJL  I  myself  reprehend  his  own  person,  for  I 
am  his  grace's  thaxborough  :^  but  I  would  see  his 
own  person  in  flesh  and  blood. 

Biron.  This  is  he. 

DulL  Signior  Arme— -Arme — commends  you. 
There's  villainy  abroad  3  this  letter  will  tell  you 
more. 

Cost.  Sir,  the  contempts  thereof  are  as  touching 
me. 

King,  A  letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 

Biron,  How  low  soever  the  matter,  I  hope  in 
God  for  high  words. 

Long.  A  high  hope  for  a  low  having :  Tiod 
grant  us  patience ! 

Biron    To  hear  ?  or  forbear  hearing  ? 

Long.  To  hear  meekly,  sir,  and  to  laugh  mode- 
rately 5  or  to  forbear  both . 

Biron.  Well,  sir,  be  it  as  the  style  shall  give  us 
cause  to  climb  in  the  merriness. 

Cost.  The  matter  is  to  me,  sir,  as  concerning 
Jaquenetta.  The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  taken 
with  the  manner.^ 

Biron.  In  what  manner? 

Cost.  In  manner  and  form  following,  sir;  all 
those  three :  I  was  seen  with  her  in  tlie  manor 
house,  sitting  with  her  upon  the  form,  and  taken 

s  /.  e.  third-borough,  a  peace-officer, 
»  In  the  fact. 
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following  her  into  the  park  ^  which^,  put  together 
is,  in  manner  and  form  following.  Now^  sir,  fo 
the  manner,— it  is  the  manner  of  a  man  to  speal 
to  a  woman  :  for  the  form, — in  some  form, 

Biron,  For  the  following,  sir  ? 

Cost,  As  it  shall  follow  in  my  correction;  An^ 
God  defend  the  right ! 

King.  Will  you  hear  this  letter  with  attention 

Biron,  As  we  would  hear  an  oracle. 

Cost,  Such  is  the  simplicity  of  man  to  hearker 
after  the  flesh.  *» 

King.  [Reads.']  Great  deputy,  the  uelkin's  vice 
gerenty  and  sole  dominator  of  Naxarre^  my  soid\ 
earth's  God^  and  body's  fostering  patrony--^ 

Cost.  Not  a  word  of  Costard  yet. 

King.  So  it  is, — 

Cost.  It  may  be  so  :  but  if  he  say  it  is  so^  he  is 
in  telling  true,  but  so^  so. 

King.  Peace. 

Cost.  — ^be  to  me^  and  every  man  that  dares  no 
light ! 

King.  No  words. 

Cr)st.  — of  other  men's  secrets,  I  beseech  you, 

King.  So  it  is^  besieged  mith  sable-coloiired  me- 
lancholy,  I  did  commend  the  black-oppressing  hu' 
monr  to  the  most  wholesome  physick  (f  thy  health^ 
giving  air;  and,  as  I  am  a  gentlernan,  betook  my- 
self to  walk.  The  time  when  ?  About  the  sixth  how\ 
when  beasts  most  graze,  birds  best  peck,  and  mei 
sit  down  to  that  nmirishment  which  is  called  svpper 
So  much  for  the  time  when :  Now  for  the  grouno 
which;  which,  I  mean,  I  walked  upon:  it  is  yclepec 
thy  park.  Then  for  the  place  where;  where,  J 
7n€an,  I  did  encounter  that  obscene  and  most 
preposterous  event,  that  draweth  frbm  my  snow- 
white  pen.  the  ebon-coloured  ink,  which  here  thoi 
^iewest,   beholdest,    survey  est  ^   or  nest:    But  tc 
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the  place,  xvhere, — It  standeth  nortk-nortli-east  and 
hi/  cast  from  the  west  corner  of  thy  curious-knotted 
garden:  There  did  I  see  that  loxv-spirited  swain, 
that  base  minnoxv  of  thy  mirth^ 

Cost.  Me. 

King.  — that  unlettered  small-biowing  soul^ 

Cost.  Me. 

King.  — that  shallow  vassal. 

Cost.  Stili  me. 

King.  — zvhich,  as  I  remember,  higbt  Costard, 

Cost.  O  me ! 

King.  — sorted  and  consorted ,  contrary  to  thy 
established  proclaimed  edict  and  continent  canon, 
mth — with, — 0  with — hut  with  this  I  passion  to  say 
wherewith. 

Cost.  With  a  wench. 

King.  — with  a  child  of  our  grandinother  Eve, 
a  female;  or,  for  thy  more  sweet  understanding,  a 
woman.  liim  I  (as  my  ever-esteemed  duty  pricks 
we  on)  have  sent  to  thee,  to  receive  the  7need  of 
mnishment,  by  thy  sweet  grace's  officer,  Antony 
Dull;  a  man  of  good  repute,  carriage,  bearing,  and 
estimation. 

Dull.  iS/Le,  an't  shall  please  you :  I  am  Antony 
Dull. 

King.  For  Jaquenetta,  (so  is  the  weaker  vessel 
zalled,  xvhich  I  apprehended  with  the  aforesaid 
rwarn,)  I  keep  her  as  a  vessel  of  thy  law' s  fury ; 
vid  shall,  at  the  least  of  thy  sweet  notice,  bring  her 
•»  trial.  Thine,  in  all  compliments  of  devoted  and 
keart-burning  heat  (f  duty, 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

Biron.  This  is  not  so  well  as  I  looked  for^  but 
he  best  that  eA^er  I  heard. 

Ki7ig.  Ay,  the  best  for  the  worst.  But^  sirrah^ 
what  say  you  to  this  ? 

VOL*  II.  R 
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Coat,  Sir,  I  confess  the  wench. 

King.  Did  you  hear  the  proclamation  ? 

Cost,  I  do  confess  much  of  the  hearing  it,  bi 
little  of  the  marking  of  it, 

Ki7ig,  It  was  proclaimed  a  year's  imprispnmen 
to  be  taken  Avith  a  wench. 

Cost,  I  was  taken  with  none^  sir^  I  was  take 
\vith  a  damosel. 

King.  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  damosel. 

Cost.  This  was  no  damosel  neither,  sir  -,  she  wi 
a  virgin. 

King,  It  is  so  varriedtoo^  for  it  was  proclaimec 
virgin. 

Cost,  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  virginity  j  I  \vi 
taken  with  a  maid. 

King,  This  maid  will  not  serve  your  turn,  sir 

Cost,  This  maid  will  serve  my  turn,  sir. 

King,  Sir,  I  will  pronounce  your  sentence 
You  sh^U  fast  a  week  with  bran  and  water. 

Cost.  I  had  rather  pray  a  month  with  niuUc 
and  porridge. 

King.    And  Don  Armado  shaTl  be  your  keepe 
— My  lord  Biron  see  him  deliver'd  o'er. — • 
And  go  we,  lords,  to  put  in  practice  that 

Which  each  to  other  hatli  so  strongly  sworn.- 
[Exeun t  King,  Lo  n  g  a  v  i  l l e,  an d  D  u  ra  a  i 

Biron,  I'll  lay  my  head  to  any  good  man's  ha 
These  oaths  and  laws  will  prove  an  idle  scorn.- 
Sirrah,  come  on. 

Cost.  I  suffer  for  the  truth,  sir  :  for  true  it  is^ 
was  taken  with  Jaquenetta,  and  Jaquenetta  is 
true  girl  -,  and  therefore.  Welcome  the  sour  c\ 
of  prosperity  !  Affliction  may  one  day  smile  agai 
and  till  then^  Sit  thee  down,  sorrow  !      lluieun 
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SCENE  11. 

Another  part  of  the  same.     Armado^s  Housd 
Enter  Arm  ado  and  Moth, 

Arm.  Boy,  what  sign  is  it>  when  a  ttian  of  great 
ipirit  grows  melancholy  ? 

Moth.  A  great  sign^  sir,  that  he  will  look  sad« 

Arm.  Why,  sadness  is  one  and  the  self-sam^ 
hing,  dear  imp, 
'    Moth,  No>  no 5  O  lord,  sir,  no. 

Arm>  How  canst  thou  part  sadness  and  nielan-« 
Sholy,  my  tender  Juvenal?' 

Moth.  By  a  familiar  demonstratioli  of  the  work-* 
ng,  my  tough  senior. 

Arm.  Why  tough  senior?  why  tough  senior? 
^^  Moth.    MVhy-y  tender  juvenal  ?  why  tender  ju* 
-enal  ? 

Arm.  I  spoke  It,  tender  juvenal,  as  a  congruent 
pitheton,  appertaing  to  t^^  young  days^  which 
ve  may  nominate  tender. 

Bloth*  And  I,  tough  senior,  as  an  appertinent 
itle  to  your  old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough* 

Artn.  Pretty,  and  apt. 

Moth,  How  mean  you,  sir?  I  pretty,  and  my 
aying  apt  ?  or  I  apt,  and  my  saying  pretty  ? 

Arm.  Thou  pretty,  because  little. 

Moth.  Little  pretty,  because  little :  Wherefore 
^:t? 

Ann.  And  therefore  apt,  because  quick. 
J'  Moth.  Speak  you  this  in  my  praise,  master? 

Arm.  In  thy  condign  praise. 

Moth.  I  will  praise  an  eel  with  the  same  praise* 

Arvi.  What  ?  that  an  eel  is  ingenious  ? 
^  2 
»  Ygung  man* 
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Moth.  That  an  eel  is  quick. 

Ann,   I  do  say,  thou  art  quick  in  answers: 

Thou  heatest  my  blood. 

Moth^  I  am  answered,  sir. 

Arm,  I  love  not  to  be  crossed. 

Moth.  He  speaks  the  mere  contrary,  crosses" 

)ove  not  him.  \_Asidc 

Arm,  I  have  promised  to  study  three  years  witt 

the  duke. 

Moth,  You  may  do  it  in  an  hour,  sir. 
Arm,  Impossible. 

Moth,  How  many  is  one  thrice  told  ? 
Arm.   I  am  ill  at  reckoning,  it  htteth  the  sph'i 
of  a  tapster.  ! 

Moth,  You  are  a  gentleman,  and  a  gamester,  siv 
Ar7n,  I  confess  both}  they  are  both  the  varnisi 
of  a  complete  man. 

Moth,  Then,  I  am  sure,  you  know  how  mucl 
the  gross  sum  of  deuce-ace  amounts  to. 

Ar77i.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 
Moth,  Which  the  base  vulgar  do  call,  three. 
Arm.  True. 

Motii,  Why,  sir,  is  this  such  a  piece  of  study 
Now  here  is  three  studied,  ere  you'll  thrice  wink 
and  how  easy  it  is  to  put  years  to  the  word  three 
and  study  three  years  in  two  words,  the  dancin 
horse  will  tell  you. 

Arm,  A  most  iine  figure  ! 
Moth,  To  prove  you  a  cypher.  \^Asich 

Arm,  I  will  hereupon  confess,  I  am  in  love 
and,  as  it  is  base  for  a  soldier  to  love,  so  am  I  i 
\oYit  with  a  base  wrench.  If  drawing  my  swor 
against  the  humour  of  affection  would  deliver  n 
from  the  reprobate  thought  of  it,  I  would  tal 
desire  prLscner,  and  ransom  him  to  any  Fren 
courtier  for  a  new  devised  courtesy.  I  tlaink  sco 
*  1  he  name  of  a  coin  onte  current. 
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Enter  Dull,  Costard,  and  Jaquenetta, 

Di/IL  Sir,  the  duke's  pleasure  is,  that  you  keep 
Costard  safe  :  and  you  must  let  him  take  no  de- 
light, nor  no  penance ;  but  a*  must  fast  three  days 
a- week :  For  this  damsel,  I  must  keep  her  at  the 
park  ^  she  is  allowed  for  the  day- woman. ^  Fare 
you  well. 

Arm.  I  do  betray  myself  \vith  blushing, — :Maid, 

Jac.  Man. 

Arm,  I  will  visit  thee  at  the  lodge. 

Jaq.  That's  hereby. 

Arm.  1  know  where  it  is  situate^. 

Jaq,  Lord,  how  wise  you  are  ! 

Arm.  I  will  tell  thee  wonders. 

Jaq.  With  tliat  face  ? 

Arm.  I  love  thee. 

Jaq.  So  I  heard  you  say. 

Arm.  And  so  farewell. 

Jaq.  Fair  weather  after  you  ! 

Dull.  Come,  Jaquenetta,  away. 

[Exeunt  Dull  and  Jaquenetta. 

Arm.  Villain,  thou  shalt  fast  for  thy  offences^ 
tre  thou  be  pardoned. 

Co^t.  Well,  sir,  I  hope,  when  I  do  it,  I  shall 
do  it  on  a  full  stomach. 

Ar7n.  Thou  shalt  be  heavily  punished. 

Cost.  I  am  more  bound  to  you,  than  your  fel* 
liows,  for  they  are  but  lightly  rewarded. 
i^    Arm.  Take  away  this  villain  -,  shut  him  up. 
I    Moth.  Come,  you  transgressing  slave ;  away. 
I    Cost.  Let  me  not  be  pent  up,  sir  ;  I  will  fast, . 
feeing  loose. 

Moth.  No,  sir 5  that  w^ere  fast  and  loose :  tliQU 
shalt  to  prison. 

5  Dairy *woman» 
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Cost.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  see  the  merry  days  of 
desolation  that  I  have  seen^  some  shall  see — 

Moth,  What  shall  some  see  ? 

Cost,  Nay,"  nothings  master  Moth,  but  whjit 
they  look  upon.  It  i^  not  for  prisoners  to  be  too 
silent  in  their  words ;  and,  therefore,  I  will  say 
nothing  :  I  thank  God,  I  have  as  little  patience  as 
another  man  -,  and,  therefore  I  can  be  quiet. 

[Exeunt  Moth  and  Costard 

Ann,  I  do  affect^  the  very  ground,  which  is 
base,  where  her  shoe,  which  is  baser,  guided  by 
her  foot,  which  is  basest,  doth  tread.     1  shall  be 
forsworn,  (which  is  a  great  argument  of  falshood,) 
if  I  love :  And  how  can  that  be  true  love,  whicl 
is  falsely  attempted?  Love  is  a  familiar;  love  is  2 
devil :  there  is  no  evil  angel  but  love.    Yet  Samp 
son  was   so  tempted :  and  he  had  an   excellent 
strength  :  yet  was  Solomon  so  seduced  :  and  he 
had  a  very  good  wit.     Cupid's  butt-shaft ''   is  toe 
hard  for  Hercules'  club,  and  therefore  too  muci 
odds  for  a  Spaniard's  rapier.    The  first  and  seconc 
cause  will  not  serve  my  turn  3  the  passado  he  re 
spects   not,  the  duello  he  regards  not :  his  dis- 
grace is  to  be  called  boy  ;  but  his  glory  is,  to  sub 
due  men.     Adieu,  valour!  rust,  rapier!  be  still 
drum !    for   your  manager  is  in  love  -,    yea,    h( 
loveth.    Assist  me  some  extemporal  god  of  rhyme 
for,   I  am  sure,  I  shall  turn  sonneteer.     Devis( 
wit  3  write  pen ;  for  I  am  for  whole  volumes  ii 
folio.  lE.iit 

^  Love. 
'J  Arrow  to  shoot  at  butts  with. 
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to  sigh;  methinks.,  I  should  out-swear  Cupid. 
!  Comfort  me^  boy  :  What  great  men  have  been  in 
: love  ? 

Moth,  Hercules,  master. 

Arm,  Mo^t  sweet  Hercules  ! — More  authority, 
dear  boy,  name  more  5  and,  sweet  my  chiJd^  let 
them  be  men  of  good  repute  and  carriage. 

Moth ,  Sampson,  master  :  he  was  a  man  of  good 
(Carriage,  great  carriage  3  for  he  carried  the  town- 
gates  on  his  back,  like  a  porter :  and  he  was  in 
Jove. 

Jnn.  O  well-knit  Sampson !  strong-jointed 
Sampson  !  I  do  excel  thee  in  ray  rapier,  as  much 
as  thou  didst  me  in  carrying  gates.  I  am  in  love 
too, — ^Who  was  Sampson's  love,  my  dear  Moth  ? 

Moth,  A  woman,  master. 

jirm.  Of  what  complexion  ? 

Moth,  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two  3 
m  one  of  the  four. 

Arm.  Tell  me  precisely  of  what  complexion  ? 

Moth,  Of  the  sea-water  green,  sir, 

j^nu.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  complexions  ? 

Moth,  As  I  have  read,  sir  3  and  the  best  of  them 

A}-)}},  Green,  indeed,  is  the  colour  of  lovers : 
:  bnt  to  have  a  love  of  that  colour,  methinks,  Samp- 
son had  small  reason  for  it.  He,  surely,  affected 
:  lier  for  her  wit. 

Moth,   It  was  so,  sir;  for  she  had  a  green  wit. 

^irm.    My  love  is  most  immaculate  white  and 
l^jred. 

I     Moth,    Most  maculate  thoughts,   master,   are 
^'masked  under  such  colours. 

Arm,  Define,  define,  well-educated  infant. 

Moth.  My  father's  wit,  and  my  mother's  tongue, 
assist  me ! 

ii3 
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Arm,  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child  ^  most  pretty 
and  pathetical ! 

Moth.  If  she  be  made  of  white  and  red. 
Her  faults  will  ne'er  be  known ; 
For  blushing  cheeks  by  faults  are  bred. 

And  fears  by  pale-white  shown  ; 
Then,  if  she  fear,  or  be  to  blame. 

By  this  yon  shall  not  know  5 
For  still  her  cheeks  possess  the  same. 
Which  native  she  doth  owe  J 
A  dangerous  rhyme,  master,  against  the  reason  oi 
white  and  red. 

Arm,  Is  there  not  a  ballad,  boy,  of  the  King 
and  the  Beggar  ? 

Moth,  The  world  was  very  guilty  of  such  a 
ballad  some  three  ages  since :  but,  I  think,  now 
'tis  not  to  be  found  j  or,  if  it  were,  it  would  neither 
serve  for  the  wTiting,  nor  the  tune. 

Arm.  I  will  have  the  subject  newly  writ  o'er, 
that  I  may  example  my  digression'*  by  some 
mighty  precedent.  Boy,  1  do  love  that  country 
girl,  that  I  took  in  the  park  with  the  rational 
hind  Costard ;  she  deserves  well. 

Moth.  To  be  whipped  3  and  yet  a  better  love 
than  my  master.  [Adde. 

Ann.  Sing,  boy;  my  spirit  grows  heavy  ia 
love. 

Moth.  And  that's  great  marvel,  loving  a  light 
-wench. 

Arm.  I  say,  sing. 

Moth.  Forbear  till  this  company  be  past, 

3  Of  which  she  is  naturally  possessed. 
4  Transgression* 
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ACT  IL 


SCENE  I.    Another  part  of  the  saine.    A  Pavilion 
a?id  Tents  at  a  distance. 

Enter  the  Princess  of  France,  Rosaline^  Maria^ 
Katharine^  Boyet^  Lords^    and  i)iher  At^ 

tendants. 

B&ifct.  Now,  madam^  summon  up  your  dearest^ 

spirits  : 
Consider  who  the  king  your  father  sends ; 
To  whom  he  sends  -,  and  what's  his  embassy : 
Yourself,  held  precious  in  the  world's  esteem  5 
To  parley  with  the  sole  inlieritor 
Of  all  perfections  that  a  man  may  owe, 
Matchless  Navarre ;  the  plea  of  no  less  weight 
Than  Aquitain  -,  a  dowry  for  a  queen. 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  all  dear  grace. 
As  nature  was  in  making  graces  dear. 
When  she  did  starve  the  general  world  beside. 
And  prodigally  gave  them  ail  to  you. 

Piuu  Good  lord  Boyet,  my  beauty^  though  but 

mean. 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourish  of  your  praise ; 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgment  of  the  eye. 
Not  utter'd  by  base  sale  of  chapmen's  tongues  : 
i  am  less  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  worth. 
Than  you  nmch  willing  to  be  counted  wise 
In  s|>ending  your  wit  in  the  praise  of  mine. 
But  now  to  task  the  tasker, — Good  Boyet, 
You  are  not  ignorant,  all -telling  fame 
Doth  noise  abio^d,  Navarre  hath  made  a  vow. 
Till  painful  study  shall  out- wear  three  years, 
'Ho  woman  may  approach  his  silent  court : 
Therefore  to  us  seemeth  it  a  needful  course, 

s  Best. 


188  lovf/s  Actll.] 

Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates, 
To  know  his  pleasure  \  and  in  that  behalf. 
Bold  of  your  worthiness>  we  single  you 
As  our  best-moving  flnr  solicitor  : 
Tell  him,  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  France, 
On  serious  business^  craving  quick  despatch. 
Importunes  personal  conference  with  his  grace. 
Haste,  signify  so  much ;  while  we  attend. 
Like  humbly-visag'd  suitors,  his  high  will. 
Bo}j,  Proud  of  employment,  willingly  I  go^ 

Prln,  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  yours  is  so. — 
Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  lords, 
That  are  vow-fellows  with  this  virtuous  duke  ? 

1  Lord,  Longaville  is  one. 

Prin,  Know  you  the  man? 

Mar,  I  know  him,  madam  3  at  a  marriage  feast;^ 
Between  lord  Perigort  and  the  beauteous  heir 
Of  Jaques  Falconbridge  solemnized. 
In  Normandy  saw  I  this  Longaville  : 
A  man  of  sovereign  parts  he  is  esteem'd; 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  glorious  in  arms  : 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill,-  that  he  would  well* 
The  only  soil  of  his  fair  virtue\s  gloss, 
(If  virtue's  gloss  will  stain  witli  any  soil,) 
Is  a  sharp  wit  match'd  with  too  blunt  a  will ; 
Whose  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  whose  will  still 

wills 
It  should  none  spare  that  come  within  his  power. 

Prm,  Some  merry  mocking  lord,  belike;  is't  so? 

Mar.  They  say  so  most,  that  most  his  humours 
know. 

Prin.  Such  short-liv'd  wits  do  wither  as  they 
grow. 
Who  are  the  rest  ? 

Kat/i,  The  young  Dumain,  a  well-accomplish'd 
youtli. 
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Of  all  that  virtue  love  for  virtue  lov'd  : 

Most  power  to  do  most  harm,  least  knowing  ill^ 

for  he  hath  wit  to  make  an  ill  shape  good^ 

And  shape  to  win  grace  though  he  had  no  wit. 

I  saw  him  at  the  duke  Alen^on's  once  5 

And  much  too  little  of  that  good  I  saw. 

Is  my  report^  to  his  great  worthiness. 

Ros.  Another  of  these  students  at  that  time 
Was  there  with  him  :  if  I  have  heard  a  trutli^ 
Biron  they  cal}  him ,  but  a  merrier  man. 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirtli, 
I  never  spent  an  hour's  talk  withal : 
His  eye  begets  occasion  for  his  wit ; 
For  every  object  that  the  one  doth  catch, . 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-movmg  jest ; 
Which  bis  fair  tongxie  (conceit's  expositor,) 
Delivers  in  such  apt  and  gracious  words. 
That  aged  ears  play  truant  at  his  tales, 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravished  -, 
60  sweet  and  yoluble  is  his  discourse. 

Vnii.  God  bless  my  ladies!  are  they  all  in  love^ 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garnished 
With  such  bedecking  oruarnents  of  praise? 

Mar,  Here  pomes  Boyet, 

Re-enter   Bo  yet. 

Prin,  Now,  what  admittance,  lord  ? 

Boijct.    Navarre  had  notice  of  your  fair  ap- 
proach 5 
And  he,  and  his  competitors*^  in  oath. 
Were  all  address'd  *  to  meet  you,  gentle  lady. 
Before  I  came.    Marry,  thus  much  I  have  learnt^ 
He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  field, 
(Like  one  that  comes  here  to  besiege  his  court,) 
Than  seek  a  dispensation  for  his  oatli, 

J>  ConfederMes.  »  Prepar<^d. 
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To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  house. 

Here  comes  Navarre.  IT/ie  Ladies  mmi[ 


Enter  King,  Longaville,  Dumaix^  Bieox 
and  Attendants. 

King,  Fair  princess,  welcome  to  the  court  di 
Navarre. 

Trin,  Fair,  I  give  you  back  again;  and^  wel- 
come 1  have  not  yet :  the  roof  of  this  court  i^  Ifso 
high  to  be  yours  3  and  welcome  to  tiie  wild  fiddf 
too  base  to  be  mine. 

King,  You  shall  be  w^elcome,  madam,  to  rm 
court. 

Prin,  I  v^ill  be  welcome  then^    conduct  m^ 
thither. 

King.  Hear  me,  dear  lady  5  I  have  sworn  an  oad«.. 

Vrin,  Our  Lady  help  my  lord!  he'll  be  forswo>nn: 

King,  Not  for  the  world,  fair  madam,  bv  11^; 
will. 

Frin,  Why,  will  shall  break  it  3  will,  and  hg 
thing  else. 

King,   Your  ladyship  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 

Trin,  Were  my  lord  so,  his  ignorance  were  wise^ 
Where  ^  now  his  knowledge  must  prove  ignorance. 
I  hear,  your  grace  hath  sworn-out  house-keejpijj.®  r 
'Tis  deadly  sin  to  keep  that  oatli,  my  lord. 
And  sin  to  break  it : 
But  pardon  me,  I  am  too  sadden-bold  5 
To  teach  a  teacher  ill  beseemeth  me. 
Vouchsafe  to  read  the  purpose  of  my  coming. 
And  suddenly  resolve  me  in  my  suit. 

[Ciites  a  pajM^r^ 

King,  Madam,  I  will,  if  suddenly  I  may. 

Frin,  You  will  the  sooner,  that  I  were  away  5 
For  you'll  prove  perjur'd,  if  you  make  me  stay, 

'  *  Whereas,  \ 
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Biron.  Did  ftot  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant 
once  ? 

lios.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Biron.  I  know^,  you  did. 

Ros.  How  needless  was  it  then 

To  ask  the  question  ! 

Biron.  You  must  not  be  so  quick. 

Ros,  'Tis  'long  of  you  that  spur  me  with  such 
questions. 

Biron.  Your  wit's  too  hot,  it  speeds  too  fast^ 
'twill  tire. 

Ros,  Not  till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire. 

Biron.  What  time  o'  day  ? 

Ros.  The  hour  that  fools  should  ask. 

Biron.  Now  fair  befall  your  mask  ! 

Ros.  Fair  fall  the  face  it  covers  ! 

Biron.  And  send  you  many  lovers  ! 

Ros.  Amen^  so  you  be  none. 

Biron.  Nay^  then  will  I  be  gone. 

King.  Madam^  your  father  here  doth  intimate 
The  payment  of  a  hundred  thousand  crowns  5 
Being  but  the  one  half  of  an  entire  sum^ 
Disbursed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 
But  say,  that  he^  or  we^  (as  neither  have,)      * 
Receiv'd  that  sum  ;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thousand  morcj  in  surety  of  the  which. 
One  part  of  Aquitain  is  bound  to  us. 
Although  not  valued  to  the  morey's  worth. 
if  then  the  king  your  father  will  restore 
jBut  that  one  half  which  is  unsatisfied, 
',We  will  give  up  our  right  in  Aquitain, 
And  hold  fair  friendship  with  hi,^  majesty. 
3utthat»-it  seemi,  he  liitle  purposeth. 
For  here  he  doth' demand  to  have  repaid 
An  hundred  ^thoasano  crowns  ;  and  not  demands^ 
On  paym-M  ^-^'^^^-r:    ;- ■  ',:  --^i-and  crowns, 

YOL;  .1;.. 
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To  have  his  title  live  in  Aquitain  5 

Which  we  much  rather  had  depart^  withal. 

And  have  the  money  by  our  father  lent. 

Than  Aquitain  so  gelded  as  it  is. 

Dear  princess,  were  not  his  requests  so  far 

From  reason's  yielding,  your  fair  self  should  make 

A  yielding,  'gainst  some  reason,  in  my  breast. 

And  go  well  satisfied  to  France  again. 

Frin,   You  do  the  king  my  father  too  much 
wrong, 
And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name. 
In  so  unseeming  to  confess  receipt 
Of  tliat  which  hatli  so  faithfully  been  paid. 

King,  I  do  protest,  I  never  heard  of  it  3 
And,  if  you  prove  it.  Til  repay  it  back. 
Or  yield  up  Aquitain. 

Frin.  We  arrest  your  word  : 

Boyet,  you  can  produce  acquittances. 
For  such  a  sum,  from  special  officers 
Of  Charles  his  father. 

King.  Satisfy  me  so. 

Buijtt,  So  please  your  grace,  the  packet  is  not 
come. 
Where  that  and  other  specialties  are  bound; 
To-morrow  you  shall  have  a  sight  of  them. 

King.    It  shall  suffice  me  :  at  which  interview. 
All  liberal   reason  I  will  yield  unto. 
Mean  time,  receive  such  welcome  at  my  hand. 
As  honour,  without  breach  of  honour,  may 
Make  tender  of  to  thy  true  worthiness  : 
You  may  not  come,  fair  princess,  in  my  gates; 
But  here  without  you  shall  be  so  receiv'd. 
As  you  shall  deem  yourself  lodg'd  in  my  heart. 
Though  so  denied  fair  harbour  in  my  house. 
Your  own  good  thovights  excuse  me,  and  farewell : 
To-morrow  shall  we  visit  you  again. 

3  jPart. 
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Prin,  Sweet  health  and  fair  desires  consort  your 

grace ! 
King,  Thy  own  wish  wish  I  thee  in  every  place ! 
[Exeunt  King  and  his  Train, 
Biron,  Lady,  I  will  commend  you  to  my  own 

heart. 
llos.  Tray  you^,  do  my  commendations  3  1  would 
be  glad  to  see  it. 

Biron,  I  would,  you  heard  It  groan. 

Ros,  Is  the  fool  sick  ? 

Biron,  Sick  at  heart. 

Ros.  Alack,  let  it  blood. 

Biron,  Would  that  do  it  good  ? 

Ros.  My  physick  says,  I.'^ 

Biron,  Will  you  prick't  with  your  eye  ? 

Ros,  No  imynty^  with  my  knife^ 

Biron,  Now,  God  save  diy  life ! 

Ros,  And  yours  from  long  living  ! 

Biroii,  I  cannot  stay  thanksgiving.     [Retiring* 

Dum,  Sir,  I  pray  you,  a  word :  What  lady  i$ 

that  same  ? 
Boyet,  The  heir  of  Alen^on,  Rosaline  her  name* 
Duni.  A  gallant  lady !  Monsieur,  fare  you  well. 

[_Exit. 
Long,   I  beseech  you  a  word 3  What  is  she  in 

the  white  ? 
Boyet.  A  woman  sometimes^  an  you  saw  her 

in  the  light. 
Long,  Perchance,  light  in  the  light :  I  desire 

her  name. 
I  ;^  Boyet,  She  hath  but  one  for  herself)  to  desire 

that,  w^ere  a  shame. 
Long,  Pray  you,  sir,  whose  daughter  ? 
Boyet,  Her  mother's,  I  have  heard. 
Long,  God's  blessing  on  your  beard ! 

s2 
4  Aye,  yes.         5  A  French  particle  of  negation. 
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Boi/et,  Good  sir,  be  not  offended ; 
She  is  an  heir  of  Falconbridge. 

L()7ig,  Nay,  my  choler  is  ended. 
She  is  a  most  sweet  lady. 

jBoj/e^.  Not  unlike,  sir}  that  may  be. 

lExit,  Long 
Biron,  What's  her  name,  in  the  cap  ? 
Boyet,  Katharine,  by  good  hap. 
Biron,  Is  she  wedded,  or  no  ? 
Boyd.  To  her  will,  sir,  or  so. 
Biron,  You  are  welcome,  sir 5  adieu! 
Boyet,  Farewell  to  me,  sir,  and  welcome  to  you, 
\^Exit  Biro  Is, — Ladies  unmask. 
Mar,  That  last  is  Biron,  the  merry  mad-cap 
lord} 
Not  a  word  with  him  but  a  jest. 

Boyet.  And  every  jest  but  a  word. 

Prin,  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at  his 

word. 
Boyet,  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to 

board. 
Mar,  Two  hot  sheeps,  marry  ! 
Boyet,  And  wherefore  not  ships  ^ 

No  sheep,  sweet  lamb,uiV  3ss  we  feed  on  your  lips. 
Mar,  You  sheep,   and  I  pasture}    Shall  that 

finish  the  jest  ? 
Boy€t,  So  yoii  grant  pasture  for  me. 

[Offering  to  kiss  her. 
Mar,  Not  so,  gentle  beast } 

My  lips  are  no  common,  though  several^  th^  be. 
Boyet,  Belonging  to  whom  ? 
Mar,  To  my  fortunes  and  me. 

Prin,  Good  wits  will  be  jangling  :  but,  gentles, 
agree : 
The  civil  war  of  wits  were  much  better  used 
On  Navarre  and  his  book-men }  for  here  *tis  abused. 
6  A  quibble,  several  signified  uninclv&ed  lands. 
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Boyet.  If  tny  observation^  (which  very  seldom 
lies,) 
By  the  heart's  still  rhetorick,  disclosed  with  eyes. 
Deceive  me  not  now,  Navarre  is  infected. 

Frill,  With  what? 

Boyet.  With  that  which  we  lovers  entitle,  affected. 

Frin.  Your  reason  ? 

Boyet.  Why,  all  his  behaviom-s  did  make  their 
retire 
To  the  court  of  his  eye,  peeping  thorough  desire  t 
His  heart,  like  an  agate,  witii  your  print  impressed. 
Proud  with  his  form,  in  his  eye  pride  expressed: 
His  tongue,  all  impatient  to  speak  and  not  see. 
Did  stumble  with  haste  in  his  eye-sight  to  be> 
All  senses  to  that  sense  did  make  their  repair. 
To  feel  only  looking  on  fairest  of  fair  : 
Methought,  all  his  senses  were  lock'd  in  his  eye. 
As  jewels  in  chrystal  for  some  prince  to  buy  3 
Who,  tend' ring  their  own  worth,  from  where  they 

were  glass' d. 
Did  point  you  to  buy  them,  along  as  you  pass'd. 
His  face's  own  margent  did  quote  such  amazes. 
That  all  eyes  saw  his  eyes  enchanted  with  gazes  : 
ril  give  you  Aquitain,  and  all  that  i^  his. 
An  you  give  him  for  my  sake  but  one  loving  kiss, 

Frin .  Come,  to  our  pavilion :  Boyet  is  dispos'd— 

Boyet,  But  to  speak  that  in  words,  which  his  eye 
hath  disclos'd  : 
I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  eye. 
By  adding  a  tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 

Ros.  Thou  art  an  old  love-m.ongerj  and  speak*st 
skilfully. 

Mar.    He  is  Cupid's  grandfather,  and  learns 
news  of  him. 

l^os.  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother  5  for  he; 
father  is  but  grim. 
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Boyct,  Do  you  hear  my  mad  wenches  ? 
Mar,  No. 

Boijtt.  What  then^  do  you  see  r 

Bos,  Ay^  our  way  to  be  gone. 
Boyct.  You  are  too  hard  for  me 

[^Exeunt. 


ACT   III. 

SCENE  I.     Another  jmrt  of  the  same. 

Enter  Arm  a  do  and  Moth. 


Ann.  Warble^  child)  make  passionate  my  sense 
of  hear uig. 

Moth.  ConcoUncI {."^'^^^S'^'^S' 

Ann,  Sweet  air! — Go,  tenderness  of  years; 
take  this  key,  give  enlargement  to  the  swain, 
bring  him  festinately'?  hither;  I  must  employ  him 
in  a  letter  to  my  love. 

Moth,  Master,  will  you  win  your  love  with  a 
French  brawl  ?^ 

Arm,  How  mean's t  thou  ?  brawling  in  French  ? 

Moth,  No,  my  complete  master  :  but  to  jig  off 
a  tune  at  the  tongue's  end,  canary'^  to  it  with  your 
feet,  humour  it  with  turning  up  your  eye-lids ; 
sigh  a  note,  and  sing  a  note ;  sometime  through 
the  throat,  as  if  you  swallowed  love  with  singing 
love;  sometime  through  the  nose,  as  if  you  snuffed 
Tip  love  by  smelling  love ;  with  your  hat  penthouse- 
like, o'er  the  shop  of  your  eyes  ;  Vv^ith  your  arms 
crossed  on  your  thin  belly-doublet,  like  a  rabbit 
on  a  spit ;  or  your  hands  in  your  pocket,  like  a 
man  after  the  old  painting ;  and  keep  not  too  long 
in  one  tune,  but  a  snip  and  away  :  These  are  com- 
'plements^  tliese  are  humours;  these  betray  nice 

7  Hastily.         ^  A  kind  of  dance. 
9  Cana/y  was  the  name  of  a  spritely  dance. 
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wenches — that  would  be  betrayed  without  tliese  ; 
and  make  them  men  of  note^  (do  you  note^  men  ?) 
that  most  are  affected  to  these. 

Ann,  How  hast  thou  purchased  this  experience  ? 
Moth,  By  my  penny  of  observation. 
Arm.  But  O,— but  O,— 
Moth,  — the  hobby-horse  is  forgot. 
A)?n.  Callest  thou  my  love^  hobby-horse? 
Moth,  No,  master  5  the  hobby-horse  is  but  a 
colt^  and  your  love,  perhaps,   a  hackney.     But 
have  you  forgot  your  love  ? 
Ar?n.   Mmost  1  had. 

Moth,  NegHgent  student !  learn  her  by  heart. 
Ann,  By  heart,  and  in  heart,  boy. 
Moth,  And  out  of  heart,  master  :  all  those  three 
I  will  prove. 

Ann,  What  wilt  thou  prove  ? 
Moth,  A  man,   if  I  live;   and  this,  by,  in,  and 
without,  upon  the  instant :  By  heart  you  love  her, 
because  your  heart  cannot  come  by  her  :  in  heart 
you  love  her,  because  your  heart  is  in  love  with 
her  5  and  out  of  heart  you  love  her,  being  out  of 
heart  that  you  cannot  enjoy  her. 
Ann,  I  am  all  these  three. 
Moth,  And  three  times  as  much  more,  and  yet 
nothing  at  all. 

Arm,  Fetch  hither  the  swain 5  he  must  carry  me 
a  letter. 

Moth,  A  message  well  sympathised^  a  horse  to 
be  embassador  for  an  ass  ! 
t    Ann.  Ha,  ha  !  what  sayest  thou  ? 
*    Moth,  Marry,  sir,  you  must  send  the  ass  upon 
ilie  horse,  for  he  is  very  slow-gaited  :  But  I  go. 

Arm,  The  way  is  but  shorty  away. 
("  Moth,  As  swift  as  lead,  sir. 
^'    Ann,  Thy  meaning,  pretty  ingenious  ? 
Is  not  lead  a  metal  heavy,  duU^  and  slow  ? 
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Motli.  Minimi,  honest  master ;  or  rather;,  mas- 
ter^ no. 
Arm.  I  say,  lead  is  slow. 
Moth,  You  are  too  swift, ^  sir,  to  say  so 

Is  that  lead  slow  which  is  fir'd  from  a  gun  ? 

Arm,  Sweet  smoke  of  rhetorick  I 
He  reputes  me  a  cannon  5  and  the  bullet,  that' 

he : — 
I  shoot  thee  at  the  swain. 

Moth,  Thump  then,  and  I  flee 

[Ejck 
Arm,  A  most  acute  juvenal  3  voluble  and  fr 
of  grace  ! 
By  thy  favour,  sweet  welkin,  I  must  sigh  in  th 

face; 
Most  rude  melancholy,  valour  gives  thee  place. 
My  herald  is  return'd. 

Re-enter  Moth  and  Costard. 

Moth,  A  wonder,  master}  here's  a  Costard' 
broken  in  a  shin. 

Ar?n,  Some  enigma,  some  riddle :  come, — thj 
I' envoi/  ;^ — begin. 

Cost,  No  egma,  no  riddle,  no  V envoy ;  no  salve 
in  the  mail,  sir :  O,  sir,  plantain,  a  plain  plan 
tain  3  no  C envoy,  no  V envoy,  no  salve,  sir,  but  i 
plantain ! 

Arm,  By  virtue,  thou  enforcest  laughter  j  th) 
silly  thought,  my  spleen  3  the  heaving  of  my  lungjj 
provokes  me  to  ridiculous  smiling :  O,  pardon  mej 
my  stars !  Doth  the  inconsiderate  take  salve  foj} 
V envoy y  and  the  word,  C envoy,  for  a  salve  ? 

»  Quick,  ready,  ^  A  head. 

>  An  old  French  term  for  concluding  verses,  whicl 
served  either  to  cc^ftvey  the  mor^li  or  to  address  the  poen 
to  some  person. 
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MotJu  Do  the  wise  think  them  other }  is  not 
V envoy  a  salve  ? 

Arm.  No^  page :  it  is  an  epilogue  or  discourse^ 
to  make  plain 
Some  obscure  precedence  that  hath  tofore  been 

sain. 
I  will  example  it : 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee> 
Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three. 
There's  the  moral:  Now  the  I' envoy. 

Motlu   I  will  add  the  I' envoy:  Say  the  moral 
again. 

Arm,  The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble  bee^ 

Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three : 
Moth,  Until  the  goose  came  out  of  door^ 
And  stay'd  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
Now  will  I  begin  your  mor^l,  and  do  you  foUovf 
with  my  V envoy. 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee^ 
Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three  : 
Arm.  Until  the  goose  came  out  of  door^ 

Staying  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
Moth.  A  good  r envoy y  ending  in  the  goose  5 
Would  you  desire  more  ? 

Cost.  The  boy  hath  sold  him  a  bargain,  a  goose^ 
thaf  s  flat  ;— 
Sir,  your  pennyworth  is  good,  an  your  goose  bfii 

fat.— 
To  sell  a  bargain  well,  is  as  cunning  as  fast  and 

loose : . 
Ixt  me  see  a  fat  V envoy ;  ay,  that's  a  fat  goose. 
Arfn.  Come  hither,  come  hither :  How  did  this 

argument  begin  ? 
Moth.   By  saying  tliat  a  Costqr^.  >yi\£  brgken  m 
a  shin. 
Then  called  you  for  the  I'env'ojf. 
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Cost,  True,  and  I  for  aphntain^  Thus  came' 
your  argument  in  3 
Then  the  boy's  fat  Venxojj,  the  goose  that  yoi 

bought  3 
And  he  ended  the  market. 

Aim.  But  tell  me,  how  was  there  a  Costarc 
broken  in  a  shui  ? 

Moth,  I  will  tell  you  sensibly. 

Cost.  Thou  hast  no  feeling  of  it.  Moth  5  I  wil 
speak  that  renvoi/  : 
ly  Costard,  running  out,  that  was  safely  within. 
Fell  over  the  threshold,  and  broke  my  shin. 

Ann,  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter. 

Cost,  Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  shin. 

Arm.  Sirrah  Costard,  I  will  enfranchise  thee. 

Cost,  O,  marry  me  to  one  Frances : — I  smel 
some  r envoy,  some  goose,  in  this. 

Ann,  By  my  sweet  soul,  I  mean,  setting  thee 
at  liberty,  enfreedoming  thy  person  j  thou  wen 
immured,  restrained,  captivated,  bound. 

Cost,  True,  true)  and  now  you  will  be  mj 
purgation,  and  let  me  loose. 

Ann.  I  give  thee  thy  liberty,  set  thee  from 
" '  durance  3  and,  in  lieu  thereof,  impose  on  thee 
nothing  but  this :  Bear  this  significant  io  the 
country  maid  Jaquenetta  :  there  is  remuneration  3 
[Ciking  him  moneif.']  for  the  best  ward  of  mine 
honour,  is,  rewarding  my  dependents.  Moth, 
follow.  \_Exlt, 

Moth,  Like  the  sequel,    I. — Signior  Costard, 
adieu. 

Cost.  My  sweet  ounce  of  man's  flesh !  my  in 
cony^  Jew  ! —  [^Exit  Moth 

Now  will  I  look  to  his  remuneration.    Bemunera- 
tion !  O,  that's  the  Latin  word  for  three  fathings : 
^  Delightful. 
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three  farthings — remuneration.— /F//^/^'^  the  ^rke 
of  this  mklc'^  a  pxfinii: — No,  Vll  give  you  a  re^ 
muiu'ration:  why,  it  carries  it. — Remuneration  ! — 
why,  it  is  a  fairer  name  than  French  erpwn.  I 
will  never  buy  and  seljL  out  of  tlais  \vord. 

Enter  Biron. 

Biron,  O,  my  good  knave  Costard  I  exceeding- 
ly Vv^ell  met. 

Cost.  Pray  you,  sir^,  how  much  carnation  ribbon 
may  a  man  buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 

Biron.  What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

Cost,  Many,  sir^  half-penny  farthing. 

Biron.  O,  why  then^  three-farthings-worth  of 
silk. 

Cost.    I  thank  your  worship  :    God  be  with 
you  ! 

Biron.  O,  stay,  slave  5  I  must  employ  thee: 
As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  good  my  knave. 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  shall  entreat. 

Cost.  When  w^ould  you  have  it  done^  sir  ? 

Biron,  O,  this  afternoon. 

Cost.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  sir  :  Fare  you  w^elL 

Biron.  O,  thou  knowest  not  what  it  is. 

Cost,  I  shall  know,  sir,  when  I  have  done  it, 

Biron.  Why,  villain,  thou  must  know  first. 

Cost,  I  wall  come  to  your  w^orship  to-morrow 


iiornmg. 


Biron,  It  must  be  done  this  afternoon.     Hark, 
slave,  it  is  but  this  ;~— 

Fhe  princess  comes  to  hunt  here  in  tlie  park, 
^md  in  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  lady  3 
When  tongues  speak  sweetly,  then  they  name  her 

name, 
\nd  Rosaline  they  call  her  :  ask  for  her ; 
Xud  to  her  white  hand  see  thou  do  commend 
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This  seard-up  counsel.     There*s  thy  guerdon) 
go.  [Cxives  him  'moiiei^ 

Cost.  Gu^rfon,^— O  sweet  guerdon !  better  tha 
remuneration ;  eleven-pence  farthing  better :  Mos 
sweet  guerdon ! — I  will  do  it,  sir,  in  print.^- 
G  uerdon — remuneration .  lExit 

Biron.  O! — And  I,  forsooth,  in  love!  I,  tha 
have  been  love's  whip  5 
A  veiy  beadle  to  a  humorous  sigh  ^ 
Acritickj  nay,  a  night-watch  constable; 
A  domineering  pedant  o'er  the  boy. 
Than  whom  no  mortal  so  magnificent ! 
This  wimpled,'' wining,  purblind,  wayward  boy 
This  senior-junior,  giant-dwarf,  Dan  Cupid; 
Kegent  of  love-rhymes,  lord  of  folded  arms. 
The  anointed  sovereign  of  sighs  and  groans, 
Liege  of  all  loiterers  and  malcontents. 
Dread  prince  of  plackets,^  king  of  codpieces. 
Sole  imperator,  and  great  general 
Of  trotting  paritors,^ — O  my  little  heart ! — 
And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  field. 
And  wear  his  colours  like  a  tumbler's  hoop  ! 
What  ?  I !  I  love  !  I  sue  !  I  seek  a  wife  ! 
A  woman,  that  is  like  a  German  clock. 
Still  a  repairing  5  ever  out  of  frame  3 
And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch. 
But  being  watch'd  that  it  may  still  go  right  ? 
Nay,  to  be  perjur'd,  which  is  worst  of  all ; 
And,  among  three,  to  love  the  worst  of  all ; 
A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow. 
With  two  pitch  balls  stuck  in  her  face  for  eyes; 
Ay,  and,  by  heaven,  one  that  will  do  the  deed. 
Though  Argus  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard ; 

5  Reward.  ^  With  the  utmost  exac tr-ess. 

7  Hocded,  veiled.  ^  Pettjcoaus, 

0  The  officers  of  the  spiritual  courts  who  serve  citation; 
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And  1  to  sigh  for  her  I  to  watch  for  her ! 

To  pray  for  her  !   Go  to  ;   it  is  a  piagiie 

That  Cupid  will  impose  for  my  neglect 

Of  his  almighty  dreadful  little  might. 

Well,  I  will  love,  write,   sigh,   pray,  siie,   and 

groan  ; 
Some  men  must  love  my  lady,  and  some  Joan. 

ACT   IV. 

SCENE  I.     Another  part  of  the  same. 

Enter  the  Princess,  Rosaline,  Maria,  Ka- 
tharine, BoYET,  Lords y  AttendantH,  and  a 
Forester, 

Frin,  Was  tliat  the  king,  that  spurred  his  horse 
so  hard 
Against  the  steep  uprising  of  tlie  hill  ? 

Boiiet.  I  know  not  3  but,  I  think,  it  was  not  lie. 

Frin,  AVhoe'er  he  was,  he  show'd  a  mounting 
mind. 
Well,  lords,  to-day  we  shall  have  our  despatch: 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. — 
Then,  forester,  my  friend,  where  is  the  bush^ 
That  we  must  stand  and  play  the  murderer  in  ? 

For,  Here  by,  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice  j 
A  stand,  wdiere  you'  may  make  the  fairest  shoot. 

Fi'ui,  I  thank  my  beauty,  J  am  fair  that  shoot. 
And  thereupon  tliou  speak'st,  the  fairest  shoot. 

For,  Pardon  me,  madam,  for  I  meant  not  so.. 
\    Pr'in,  What,  what?  first  praise  me,  and  agaii.i 

say,  no  ? 
O  short-liv'd  pride  !  Not  fair  ?  akick  for  woe  I 

For,  Yes,  madam,  iliir. 

vox-  n.  T 
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Prin.  Nay,  never  paint  me  now  . 

"Where  fair  is  not,  praise  cannot  mend  the  brov/ 
Here,  good  my  glass,  take  this  for  telHng  true, 

[Givijig  him  monetj. 
Fair  payment  for  foul  words  is  more  than  due. 

Foi\  Nothing  but  fair  is  that  which  you  inherit. 

Prin,  See,  see,  my  beauty  will  be  sav'd  by  merit, 
O  heresy  in  fair,  lit  for  these  days  ! 
A  giving  hand,  though  foul,  shall  have  fair  praise. — 
But  come,  the  bow  : — Now  mercy  goes  to  kill. 
And  shooting  Well  is  then  accounted  ill. 
Thus  will  I  save  my  credit  in  the  shoot : 
Not  wounding,  pity  would  not  let  me  do't ; 
If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  shew  my  skill. 
That  more  for  praise,  than  purpose,  meant  to  kill, 
And,  out  of  question,  so  it  is'sometimes; 
Glory  grows  guilty  of  detested  crimes ; 
When,  for  fame's  sake,  for  praise,  an  outward 

part. 
We  bend  to  that  the  working  of  the  heart ; 
As  I,  for  praise  alone,  now  seek  to  spill 
The  poof  deer's  blood,  that  my  heart  means  no  il? 

Boyet.    Do  not  curst  wives  hold  that  self-sove 
reignty 
Only  for  praise'  sake,  when  they  strive  to  be 
Lords  o'er  their  lords  ? 

Prin.  Only  for  praise  :  and  praise  we  may  afFor; 
To  any  lady  that  subdues  a  lord. 

Enter   Costard. 

Prin.   Here  comes  a  member  of  the  common- 
wealth. 

Co.s^.  God  dig-you-den'  all!  Pray  you,  which 
is  the  head  lady  ? 

Prin,  Thou  shalt  know  her,  fellow,  by  the  rest 
that  hdve  no  heads. 

'  God  give  you  good  even. 
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Cost.  Which  is  the  greatest  lady,  the  highest  ? 

Frin,  The  thickest,  and  the  tallest. 

Cost,    The  thickest,  and  the  tallest!  it  is  so  5 

truth  is  truth. 

An  your  waist,  mistress,  were  as  slender  as  my  wit. 

One  of  these  maids'  girdles  for  your  waist  should 

befit. 
Are  not  you  the  chief  woman  ?  you  are  the  thickest 
here. 
Prin.  What's  your  will,  sir?  what's  your  wilP 
Cost.  I  have  a  letter  from  monsieur  Biron,  to 

one  lady  Rosaline. 
Pm.  O,  thy  letter^  thy  letter ;  he's  a  good 
friend  of  mine : 
Stand  aside,  good  bearer. — ^Boyet^  you  can  carv;e  3 
Break  up  this  capon. ^ 

Boyet.  I  am  bound  to  ser\^e. — 

This  letter  is  mistook,  it  importeth  none  here  ^ 
It  is  writ  to  Jaquenetta. 

Prin.  We  will  read  it,  I  swear  : 

Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,  and  every  one  give 
ear. 
Boyet.  [Reads.]  By  heaven^  that  thou  art  fair  ^ 
is  ?nost  infallible ;  true,  that  thou  art  beauteous; 
truth  itself  that  thou  art  lovely :  More  fairer  than 
fah\,  beautiful  than  beauteous  ;  truer  than  truth  it- 
self ,  hate  co7?mnse ration  on  thy  heroical  vassal  f 
The  magnanimous  and  most  illustrate^  king  Coph- 
etna  set  er^  upon  the  per?iicious  and  indubitate 
beggar  Zenelophon ;  and  he  it  was  that  might 
rightly  say,  veni,  vidi,  vici  j  ivhick  to  anatomize 
in  the  vulgar,  (0  base  and  obscure  vulgar  !)  vide- 
licet, he  camey  saw,  and  overcame :  he  came,  one  ; 
saw,  two;  overcame,  three.  Who  came?  the  king? 
Why  did  he  come'?   to  see;   Why  did  he  see?  to 

t2 
"  Open  this  letter.  3  Illustrious, 
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orercome :  To  xvhom  came  he  ?  to  the  beggar  ;  What 
aaw  he  ^  the  beggar  ;  Who  overcame  he  ^^  the  beg- 
gar :  The  conclusion  is  victory  ;  On  ichose  side  'i"  the 
king's  :  the'^ captive  is  enrich'd;  On  xvhose  side?  the 
beggar's;  The  catastrophe  is  a  nuptial;  On  whose 
side'^  the  king's? — no,  on  both  in  one,  or  one  ia 
both,  I  am  the  king;  for  so  stands  the  comparison  : 
thou  the  beggar;  for  so  witnesseth  >thtj  loxvliness. 
Shall  I  command  thij  love  ?  I  may  :  Shall  I  enforce 
thy  love?  I  could:-  Shall  I  entreat  thy  love?  I 
iiilL  What  shalt  thou  exchange  for  rags?  robes; 
Tor  tittles,  titles;  Tor  thyself,  me.  Thus,  expect- 
ing  thy  reply,  I  profane  my  lips  on  thy  foot,  my 
eyes  on  thy  picture,  and  my  heart  on  thy  every  fart. 
Thine,  in  the  dearest  design  of  industry, 

Don  Adkiano  de  Aiimado, 

Thus  dost  thou  hear  the  Nemean  lion  roar 

'Gainst  thee,  tliou  lamb,  tliat  standest  as  his 

Submissive  tall  his  princely  feet  before. 

And  he  from  ibrage  will  incline  to  play : 
But  if  thou  strive,  poor  soul,  what  art  thou  then  ? 
Ju)od  for  hit>  rage,  repasture  for  his  den. 

Frin,  What  plume  of  feathers  is  he,  that  in- 
dited this  letter  ? 
What  vane  ?  what  weather-cock  ?  did  you  ever 
hear  better  ? 
Boyet.  I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remember 

the  style. 
Trin,  Else  your  memory  is  bad,  going  o'er  it  > 

erewhile.-* 
Boy  it »    This  Armado  is  a  Spaniard,  that  keeps  i 
here  in  court; 
A  phantasm,  a  Monarcho,  and  one  that  makes 
sport 

♦  Just  now. 
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O'  my  troths  most  sweet  jests  !  most  incony  vul- 
gar wit ! 

When  it  comes  so  sipoothly  off,  so  obscenely^  as 
it  were,  so  tit. 

Armatho  o'  the  one  side^ — O,  a  most  dainty  man  ! 

To  see  him  walk  before  a  lady,  and  to  bear  her  fan ! 

To  see  him  kiss  his  hand  I  and  bow  most  sweetly 
a'  will  swear! — 

And  his  page  o'  t'  other  side,  that  handful  of  wit ! 

Ah,  heavens,  it  is  a  most  pathetical  nit ! 

Sola,  sola  I  [Shouting  within. 

IE  lit  Costard^  running. 

SCENE   11. 

The  same. 

Enter  Holoternes,  Sir  Nathaniel,  and 
Dull. 

Nath.  Very  reverent  sport,  truly;  and  done  in 
the  testimony  of  a  good  conscience. 

Hoi.  The  deer  was,  as  you  know,  in  sanguis, — 
blood  3   ripe  as  a  pomewater,  ^  who  now  hangeth 
like  a  jewel  in  the  ear  of  cckIq, — the  sky,  the 
welkin,  the  heaven 3  and  anon  falleth  like  a  crab, 
on  the  face  of  terra, — the  soil,  the  land,  the  earth. 
Nath.  Truly,  master  Holofernes,  the  epithets 
are  sweetly  varied,  like  a  scholar  at  the  least : 
But,  sir,  I  assure  ye,  it  was  a  buck  of  the  first 
head. 
f     HoL  Sir  Nathaniel,  haud  credo, 
I     Diill.  'Twas  not  a  haud  credo,  'twas  a  pricket. 
I     HoL  Most  barbarous  intimation!  yet  a  kind  of 
insinuation,  as  it  were,  in  via,  in  way,  of  explica- 
tion ;  jacere,  as  it  were,  replication^  or,  rather^, 
Qstentare,  to   show,  as   it  were,  his  inclination, 
5  A  species  of  jippie. 
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— after  his  undressed,  unpolished,   uneducated 
unpruned,   untrained,   or   rather  unlettered,   or, 
ratherest,  unconfirmed  fashion, — to  insert  again 
my  /taiid  credo  for  a  deer. 

Dt/Il,  I  said,  the  deer  was  not  a.  haud  credo ; 
'twas  a  pricket. 

JIol.  Twice  Hod  simplicity,  b/^  cocfus  ! — O  tliou 
monster  ignorance,  how  deformed  dost  thou  look ! 
Nath.  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  of  the  dainties 
that  are  bred  in  a  book  5  he  hath  not  eat  paper,  as 
it  were;  he  hath  not  drunk  ink:  his  intellect  is 
not  replenished  j  he  is  only  an  animal,  only  sen- 
sible in  the  duller  parts  ; 
And  such  barren  plants  are  set  before  us,  that  we 

thankful  should  be 
(Which  we  of  taste  and  feeling  are)  for  those  pans 

that  do  fnictify  in  us  more  than  he. 
For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indis* 

creet,  or  a  fool. 
So,  were  there  a  patch  ^'  set  on  learning,  to  see  him 

in  a  school : 
Ikit,  o?7ine  bene,  srj  I ;  being  of  an  old  father's  mind, 
Manj/  can  brook  the   ueathery   that  love  not  the 
lund. 
DulL  You  two  are  book-men  :  Can  you  tell  by 
your  wit. 
What  was  a  month  old  at  Cain's  birth,  that's  not 
fiv^e  weeks  old  as  yet  ? 
HoL    Dictynna,    good   man  Dull  3    Dictynna^ 

good  man  Dull. 
JDi/IL  What  is  Dictynna  ? 
Nuth.  A  title  to  Phoebe,  to  Luna,  to  the  moon. 
lIoL  The  moon  was  a  month  old,  when  Adam 
was  no  more  ; 
And  raught '  not  to  live  weeks,  when  he  came  to 
fivescore. 
^  A  low  telbw.  7  Rjeached* 
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To  the  prince^  and  his  book-mates. 

Prm.  Thou,  fellow^,  a  word : 

Who  gave  thee  this  letter  ? 

Cos  I,  I  told  you;  my  lord. 

Prin.  To  whom  shouldst  thou  give  it  ? 
Cost,  From  my  lord  to  my  lady, 

Pri/K  From  which  lord,  to  which  lady  ? 
Cost,  From  my  lord  Biron,  a  good  master  of 
mine. 
To  a  lady  of  France,  that  he  call'd  Rosaline. 
Prin,  Thou  hast  mistaken  his  letter.     Come^ 
lords,  away. 
Here,  sweet,  put  up  this  ;  'twill  be  thine  another 
day.  IBxit  Princess  and  Train, 

Boj/et,  Who  is  the  suitor  ?  who  is  the  suitor  ? 
Pios,  Shall  I  teach  you  to  know  ? 

Piujjcf,  Ay,  my  continent  of  beauty. 
Ilos.  Why,  she  that  bears  the  bow. 

Finely  put  otT! 

Boijct,  My  lady  goes  to  kill  horns }  but,  if  thou 
marry, 
Hang  me  by  tiie  neck,  if  horns  that  year  mis- 
carry. 
Finely  put  on ! 

Ros,  Well  then,  I  am  the  shooter. 
Boijct,  And  who  is  your  deer  ^ 

Pyos,    If  we   choose  by  the  horns,    yourself: 
come  near. 
Finely  put  on,  indeed! — 

;    Mar.    You  still  wrangle  with  her,  Boyet,  and 
\^  she  strikes  at  the  brow. 

I    Botjct.  But  she  herself  is  hit  lower  :  Have  I  hit 
f  her  now  ? 

Has.  Shall  1  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  saying, 
that  was  a  man  when  king  Pepin  of  France  was  a 
little  boy,  as  touching  the  hit  it  ? 

T  ;3 
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Biron.  So  I  may  answer  thee  with  one  as  old, 
that  was  a  woman  when  queen  Guinever  of  Bri- 
tain was  a  little  wench,  as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Ros.  Thou  canst  not  hit  it,  hit  it,  hit  it^  [Singing. 

'Thou  canst  not  hit  it^  my  good  man. 
Boyet.    An  I  cannot^  cannot,  cannot. 
An  I  cannot,  another  can, 

lEoceunt  Ros.  and  Kath. 

Cost,  By  my  troth,  most  pleasant !  how  both 

did  fit  it ! 
Mar.  A  mark  marvellous  well  shot  5  for  thej 

both  did  hit  it. 
Boyet.  A  mark !  O,  mark  but  that  mark  ^  A 

mark,  says  my  lady  ! 
Let  the  mark  have  a  prick  in't,  to  mete  at^^if  it 

may  be. 
Mar,  Wide  o'  the  bow  hand !  Ffaith  your  hand 

is  out; 
Cost.    Indeed,  a*  must  shoot  nearer,  or  he'll 

ne'er  hit  the  clout. 
Boyet,  An  if  my  hand  be  out,  then,  belike  your 

hand  is  in. 
Cost.   I'hcn  will  she  get  the  upshot  by  cleaving 

the  pin. 
Mar,  Come,  come,  you  talk  greasily,  your  lips 

grow  foul. 
Cost,  She's  too  hard  for  you  at  pricks,  sir^ 

challenge  her  to  bowl. 
Boyet.    I  fear  too  much  rubbing ;  Good  nighty 

my  good  owl. 

[EjLeunt  Boyet  and  Maria 
Cost.    By  my   soul,  a  swain!   a  most   simple 

clown  ! 
Lord,  lord!  how  the  ladles  and  I  have  put  him 

down  ! 
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The  ailiision  holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  'Tis  true  indeed ;  tlie  colkision  holds  in 
the  exchange. 

II o/.  God  comfort  thy  Capacity!  I  say^  the  allur 
sion  holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull,  And  I  say  the  pollution  holds  in  the  ex- 
change j  for  the  moon  is  never  but  a  month  old  : 
and  I  say  beside^  that  'twas  a  pricket  tliat  the 
princess  kill'd. 

HoL  Sir  Nathaniel,  will  you  hear  an  extem- 
poral  epitaph  on  the  death  of  the  deer?  and^  to 
humour  the  ignorant,  I  have  call'd  the  deer  the 
princess  kill'd,  a  pricket. 

Nath.  Pejge,  good  master  Holofernes,  pcrge ; 
so  it  shall  please  you  to  abrogate  scurrility. 

HoL  I  will  something  affect  the  letter  5  for  it 
argues  facility. 

2'he  praiscfui  princess  pierc'd  and  prick* d  a  pretty 
pleosing  pricket ; 

Some  saifj  a  sore  ;  but  not  a  sore,  till  nozv  ynadc 
sore  uith  shooting. 
The  dogs  did  yell;  put  I  to  sore,  then  sorcl  jumps 
from  thicket ; 

Or  pricket,  sore,  or  else  sorel ;  the  people  fall  c;, 
hootino-. 

If  sore  be  .sore,  then  L  to  sore  makes  fifty  sores  ;  0 

sore  L  ! 
Of  one  sore  I  an  hundred  make,  by  adding  but  one 
more  L. 
Kath,\  A.  rare  talent ! 

Dull,  If  a  talent  be  a  claw,  look  how  he  claws 
itiim  with  a  talent. 

lioLs  This  is  a  gift  that  I  have,  simple,  simple ; 
la  foolish  extravagant  spirit,  full  of  forms,  figures, 
shapes,  objects,  ideas,  appxehensions,  motions,  re- 
volutions:  these  are  begot  in  tiie  ventricle  of  me- 
mory, nourished  in  the  womb  of  pia  mater ;  and 
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deliver'd  upon  the  mellowing  of  occasion :  But  the 
gift  is  good  in  those  in  whom  it  is  acute^  and  I  an 
thankful  for  it. 

Nath,  Sii%  I  praise  the  Lord  for  you  3  and  sc 
may  my  parishioners  ,  for  their  sons  are  wel 
tutorVl  by  you,  and  their  daughters  profit  ver)= 
greatly  under  you :  you  are  a  good  member  of  the 
commonwealth. 

Hoi.  Mehcrde,  if  their  sons  be  ingenious,  the) 
shall  want  no  instruction  :  if  their  daughters  b( 
capable,  I  will  put  it  to  them  :  But,  vir  sapit^  qu 
pauca  loquitur :  a  soul  feminine  saluteth  us. 

Enter  Jaquenetta  and  Costard, 

Jaq,  God  give  you  good  morrow,  master  person 

Hoi,  Master  person, — quasi  pers-on.  And  i 
one  should  be  pierced,  which  is  the  one  ? 

Cost,  Marry,  master  schoolmaster,  he  that  is 
likes t  to  a  hogshead. 

Hoi,  Of  piercing  a  hogshead !  a  good  lustre  o\ 
conceit  in  a  turf  of  earth ;  iire  enough  for  a  flint 
pearl  enough  for  a  swine  :  'tis  pretty  5  it  is  well. 

Jaq,  Good  master  parson,  be  so  good  as  read 
me  this  letter  -,  it  was  given  me  by  Costard,  and 
sent  me  from  Don  Armaiho  :  I  beseech  you 
read  it. 

Hoi.  Fauste,  precor  gelidd  quando  pecus  omm 
sub  nmhrd 

Riminat, — and  so  forth.    Ah,  good  old  Mantuan! 
I  may  speak  of  thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  Venice 

Vinegia^  Vinegia, 

Chi  7ion  te  vede,  ei  non  t€  pregia. 
Old  Mantuan !  old  Mantuan !  Who  understandethj 
thee  not,  loves  thee  not. — Ut^  re,  60/,  la,  ?/??,./?/.—' 
Under  pardon,   sir,  what  are  the  contents  ?  or 
rather,  as  Horace  says  in  his — What,  my  soul 
verses  ? 
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Nath,  Ay,  sir,  and  very  learned. 
HoL  Let  me  hear  a  statF,  a  stanza,  a  verse  5 
Lege,  domwe. 
Nath.  If  love  make  me  forsworn,  how  shall  I 

swear  to  love  ^ 
Ah,  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty 
vowed ! 
Though  to  myself  forsworn,  to  thee  Fll  faithful 
prove ; 
Those  thoughts  to  me  were  oaks,  to  thee  like 

osiers  bowed. 
Study  his  bias  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine 
eyes ; 
Where  ail  those  pleasures  live,  that  ^rt  would 
comprehend : 
If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  shall 
suffice ; 
Well  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can 
thee  commend  : 
Ail  ignorant  that  soul,  that  sees  thee  without 
wonder  5 
(Which  is  to  me  some  praise,    that  I  thy 
parts  admire  ;) 
Thy  eye  Jove's  lightning  bears,  thy  voice  his 
dreadful  thunder. 
Which,  not  to  anger  bent,  is  musick,  and 
sweet  fire. 
Celestial,    as  thou  art,   oh  pardon,  love,   this 

wrong,  . 
That  sings  hea\Tn's  praise  with  such  an  earthly 

tongue  ! 
HoL  You  find  not  the  apostrophes,  and  so  miss 
'he  accent :  let  me  supervise  the  canzonet.  Here 
|re  only  numbers  ratified  3  but,  far  the  elegancy, 
|*acility,  and  golden  cadence  of  poesy,  caret.  Ovi- 
dius  Naso  was  the  man:  and  v/hv,  indeed^  Naso^ 
3 
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but  for  smelling  out  the  odoriferous  fiowers  o 
fancy,  the  jerks  of  invention  ?  Lnitiu'},  is  nothing 
so  doth  the  hound  his  master,  J.he  ape  his  keeper 
the  tired  horse  ^  his  rider.  But  damosella  virgin 
was  this  directed  to  you  ? 

Jaq,  Ay,  sir,  from  one  Monsieur  Biron,  one 
of  the  strange  queen's  lords. 

HoL  I  will  overglance  the  superscript.  To  f/u 
snoiL'U'/ntc  hand  of  the  wad  beauteous  Loihi  Ro.sa- 
line,  I  will  look  again  on  the  intellect  of  the  letter 
for  the  nomination  of  the  party  writing  to  tlie  per- 
son written  unto  : 

Your  Ladijship\s  in  all  desired  ewplounient  yVi\  ?io\ 
Sir  Nathaniel,  this  Biron  is  one  of  the  votarie? 
with  the  king ;  and  here  he  hath  framed  a  lettei 
to  a  sequent  of  the  stranger  queen's,  which,  ac^ 
cidently,  or  by  the  way  of  progression,  Irath  mis- 
carried.— ^Trip  and  go,  my  sweety  deliver  thie 
paper  into  the  royal  hand  of  the  king  j  it  may 
concern  much  :  Stay  not  thy  compliment ;  I  for 
give  thy  duty  :   adieu 

Jaq.  Good  Costard  go  with  me. — Sir,  God  sa\'« 
your  life  1 

Cost,  Have  with  thee,  my  girl 

[^bxeuni  Cost,  and  Jaq. 

Nath.  Sii"^  you  have  done  this  in  tlie  fear  oi 
God,  very  religiously  ;  and,  as  a  certain  fathei 
saith — 

JJoI.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,  I  do  fcai 
colourable  colours.  But-  to  return  to  the  verses  j 
Did  they  please  yow,  sir  Nathaniel  ? 

Kalh.  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 

JIoL  I  do  dine  to-day  at  the  father's  of  a  certair 
pupil  of  mine  3  where  if,  before  repast,  it  shal 
please  you  to  gratify  the  table  with  a  grace^  I  will 
^  lioric  adorned  with  dbbaiuls. 
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bn  my  privilege  I  have  with  the  parents  of  the 
foresaid  child  or  pupil^  undertake  your  Z^^/?  venuto; 
ivhere  I  will  prove  those  verses  to  be  very  un- 
.earned,  neither  savouring  of  poetry,  wit,  nor  in- 
t^ention  :  I  beseech  your  society. 

Nalh,  And  thank  you  too :  for  society,  (saith 
^he  text,)  is  the  happiness  of  life. 
/  HoL  And,  certes,'^  the  text  most  infallibly  con- 
:ludes  it. — Sir,  [7V>  Dull.3».  I  do  invite  you  too; 
^wi  shall  not  say  me,  nay  :  pauca  vcba.  Away; 
:he  gentles  are  at  their  game,  and  we  will  to  our 
recreation.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Another  part  of  the  same. 

Enter  Biron,    ivith  a  paper, 

Biron.  Ilie  king  he  is  hunting  the  deer  ;  I  am 
coursing  myself:  they  have  pitch'd  a  toil;  I  am 
oiling  in  a  pitchy  pitch  that  defiles;  defile!  a 
bui  word.  Well,  Set  thee  down,  sorrow  !  for  so, 
heS^  say,  the  fool  said,  and  so  say  I,  and  I  the 
bol.  Well  proved,  wit !  By  the  lord,  this  love 
s  as  mad  as  Ajax :  it  kills  sheep;  it  kills  me,  I 
I  sheep:  Well  proved  again  on  my  side!  I  will 
lot  love :  if  I  do,  hang  me  ;  i'faith,  I  will  not, 
J,  hut  her  eye, — by  this  light,  but  for  her  eye, 

would  not  love  her^  yes,  for  her  two  eyes. 
vVell,  I  do  nothing  in  the  world  but  lie^  and  lie 
n. my  throat.  By  heaven,  I  do  love:  and  it  hath 
lught  me  to  rhyme,  and  to  be  melancholy:  and 
iere  is  part  of  my  rhyme,  and  here  my  melan- 
I  Ijoly.  Well,  she  hath  one  o'  my  sonnets  already ; 
^le  clown  bore  It,  the  fool  sent  it,  and  die  lady 

\  0  L ,    i  I  /  U 

9  In  truth. 
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hath  it :  sweet  clown,  sweeter  fool,  sweetest  lady 
By  the  world,  I  would  not  care  a  pin  if  the  othei 
tliree  were  in:   Here  comes  one  with  a  paper:' 
God  give  him  grace  to  groan  ! 

\^Gets  vp  into  a  tree 

Enter  the  King.,  uith  a  paper. 

King.  Ah  me ! 

Biron.  [uLside.']  S)iot,  by  heaven!- — Proceed 
sweet  Cupid  -,  thou  }iast  thump'd  him  whh  tii} 
bird-bolt  under  the  left  pap  : — rfaith  secrets. — 

King,  [Reads.]  So  suect  a  kiss  the  gohiai  suh 
gives  not 

To  those  fresh  vwrning  drops  upon  the  rose. 
As  thy  eye-beams^  zvhcn  their  fresh  rciys  have  smoh 

The  night  of  (lew  that  on  wy  cheeks  dounjkrws: 
Kor  shines  the  silver  moon  one  half  so  bright    \ 

Through  the  transparent  bosom  of  the  deep. 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mine  give  fight; 

Thou  shin'st  in  every  tear  that  1  do  weep : 
No  drop  bid  as  a  coach  doth  carry  thee^ 

So  ridcst  thou  triuwpJting  iu  ruy  uoe  ; 
Do  but  behold  the  tears  that  swell  iu  we. 

And  they  thy  glory  through  thy  grif  xvill  shoK: 
But  do  not  'love  thyself;  then  thou  wilt  licep 
My  tears  for  glassis,  and  still  wale  mc  weep. 
O  queen  of  (jueens^  how  far  dost  thou  excel  I 
No  thought  can  think,  nor  tongve  (fn^ortaltdl. — 

How  shall  she  know  my  griefs  ?    Til  drop  tii< 

pnp^^ ; 
Sweet  leaves^  shade  folly.   Who  is  lie  conies  here  i 

[^/>|'^  afiidc: 
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Ejifcr  LoNGAViLLE,  xilt/t  a  paper. 

What;,  Longaville !   aud  reading  I  listen^  ear^ 
Biron.  Now^,  in  thy  likeness,  one  more  fool^ 
appear !  I  Aside. 

Lo7?g,  Ah  me  !  I  am  forsworn. 
Biron,  Why,  he  comes  in  Uke  a  perjure^,  wear- 
ing papers.  •  lAsio'e. 
Kl/ig.  In  love,  I  hope;  Sweet  fellov^'ship  in 
shame!  \_Aslde. 
Biron.  One  dmnkard  loves  another  of  the  name. 

[Aside. 
Long,  Am  I  the  first  that  have  been  |>erjur'd  so } 
Biron.  \_Aside.^  I  could  put  thee  in  comfort; 
not  by  two,  that  I  know  : 
Thou  mak'st  the  triumviry,  the  corner-cap  of  so- 
ciety. 
The  shape  of  love's  Tyburn  that  hangs  up  simpli- 
city. 
Long,  I  fear,  these  stubborn  lines  lack  power  to 
move : 
O  sweet  Maria,  empress  of  my  love  ! 
These  numbers  will  1  tear,  and  write  in  prose. 
Eiron.   [Aside.']  O,  rhymes  are  guards  on  wan- 
ton Cupid's  hose : 
Disfigure  not  his  slop. 


on 


t> 


This  same  shall  go. — 


[He  reads  the  sonnet. 
Did  not  the  heGvenly  rhetorick  of  thine  ej/e 

('Gainst  whom  the  world  cannot  hold  argunwity) 
Versuade  my  heart  to  this  false  perjury  ^ 

Fomv,  for  thee  broke,  deserve  not  punishment , 
A  xcoman  I  forsxoore  ;  hut,  I  tvill  prove. 

Thou  being  a  goddess,  I  forswore  not  thee : 
My  vow  was  earthly,  thou  a  heavenly  love  ; 

'Thy  grace  being  gain' d,  cures  all  disgrace  in  ???e* 
u2 
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Voivs  are  hut  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is  : 
llien   thou,  fair  .sun,   xihich   on   7uij   earth   dos- 
shine, 
Exhal^st  this  vapour  vow  ;  in  thee  it  is  : 

If  broken  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine; 
If  by  ntc  broke,   IV hat  fool  is  not  so  xiise. 
To  lose  an  oath  to  xiiu  a  paradise  ? 

Biron.   [Aside,]  Tliis  h  the  liver  veiii^  which 
makes  flesh  a  deity  5 
A  green  goose,  a  goddess:  pure,  pure  idolatrv. 
God  amend  us,  God  amend !  we  are  much  out  o' 
the  way. 

Enter  Duma  in,  uith  a  paper. 

Long.  By  whom  shall  I  send  this  ?— Company ! 

stay.  [Stepping  aside, 

Biron.    [Aside.']  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant 

play: 

Like  a  demi-god  here  sit  I  in  the  sky. 

And  wretched  fools'  secrets  heedfnlly  o'er-eye. 

More  sacks  to  the  mill !  O  heavens,  I  have  my 

wish ; 
Dumain  transformed  :  four  woodcocks  in  a  dish  ! 
Dum.  O  most  divine  Kate  ! 
Biron,  O  most  prophane  coxcomb  ! 

[A.ide. 
Du?n.    By  heaven>   the  wonder  of  a  mortal 

eye ! 
Biron,  By  earth  she  is  but  corporal ;  there  you 
lie.  '        [Aside. 

Du7n,  Her  amber  hairs  v  for  foul  have  amber 

coted/ 
Biron,  An  amber-colour'd  raven  was  well  noted. 

[Aside. 

•  Outstripped,  surpassed. 
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i '///?;.  As  upright  as  tlic  cedar. 
Biron.  Sjtoop,  I  say  ; 

Her  shoulder  is  with  child.  [./.s/Je. 

J)i/?jf.  As  fan*  as  day. 

Biro/I.  Ay,  as  some  days  3  but  then  no  suu  must 
shine.  [^.hide, 

D  1(7)1,  O  that  I  had  my  wish  ! 
Long.  And  I  had  mine ! 

IJsidc. 
Kijfg,  And  I  mine  too,  good  Lord  !        [A-sfdc, 
Biron,  Amen,  so  I  had  mine :  Is  not  that  a 
good  word  ?  [/Iside. 

Duw,  I  wa')uld  forget  her  ;  but  a  fever  she 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  will  remember'd  be. 
Biron.  A  fever  in  your  blood,  why,  then  in- 
cision 
Would  let  her  out  in  saucers ;  Sweet  misprision  ! 

[J.^ide. 
Dum.  Once  more  I'll  read  the  ode  that  1  have 

ivrit. 
Biron.  Once  more  Til  mark  liow  lo^  e  can  vary 
wit.  [Aiidt, 

Dum.  On  a  day,  (alacl'  the  day  ! ) 

Love,  xvho.'<e  mo)ilh  /.v  n'ei'  ^fati„ 
Spied  a  blosson?,  passing  J  airy 
Flaying  in  thr.  nan  ton  air : 
Through  tht  le/ict  !taxf\s  I  he  uind^ 
J II  nnsctn,  'gan  passage  find  ; 
'j'hat  the  lover ,  sick  fo  deaths 
Wistid  himself  the  heaven's  breath. 
Airy  quoth  he,  thij  cheeks  maij  hloxv; 
Air,  icould  I  wight  triinnph  so  ! 
But  alack y  ynij  hand  is  sworn ^ 
Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thif  thorn: 
Vo'LV,  alack y  for  yaul h  unmeet ; 
Youth  so  apt  to  pluck  a  AU'cct, 
'     V  3 
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Do  not  call  it  sin  in  me^ 
That  I  am  f or sv: 011}  for  thee : 
Thou  for  whom  even  Jove  would  swear, 
Jimo  but  an  Ethiop  were  ; 
And  deny  himself  for  Jove, 
Turning  mortal  for  thy  love,- — 

This  will  I  send  ;  and  something  else  more  plain. 
That  shall  express  my  true  love's  fasting  pain, 
O,  would  the  King,  Biron,  and  Longaville^ 
Were  lovers  too  !  111^  to  example  ill. 
Would  from  my  forehead  wipe  a  perjur'd  note; 
For  none  offend^  where  all  alike  do  dote. 

Long,  Dumain,  [cz(^/i^;/c'/;/^ .]  thy  love  is  far  from 
charity. 
That  in  love's  grief  desir'st  society  : 
You  may  look  pale,  but  I  should  blush,  I  know. 
To  be  o'erheard,  and  taken  napping  so. 

King.  Come,,   sir,    [^advancing.']  you  blush ;  a? 
his  your  case  is  such  j 
You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much : 
You  do  not  love  Maria  ;  Longaville 
Did  never  sonnet  for  her  sake  compile ; 
Nor  never  lay  his  wreathed  arms  athwart 
His  loving  bosom,  to  keep  down  his  heart. 
I  have  been  closely  shrouded  in  this  bush. 
And  mark'd  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blush. 
I  heard  your  guilty  rhymes,  observ'd  your  fashion; 
Saw  sighs  reek  from  you,  noted  well  your  passion: 
Ah  me  !  says  one  5  O  Jove !   tiie  other  cries  ; 
One,,  her  hairs  were  gold,  crystal  the  other' s  eye^ 
You  would  for  paradise  break  faith  and  troth  3 

[To  Long* 
And  Jove,  for  your  love,  would  infringe  an  oath. 

[To    Dl  MAIN. 

What  will  Biron  say,  when  that  he  shall  hear 
A  faith  infring'd,  which  such  a  zeal  did  swear  t 
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How  will  he  scorn?  how  will  he  spend  his  wit  ? 
How  will  he  triumph,  leap,  and  laugh  at  it  ^^ 
For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  I  did  see, 
I  would  not  have  him  know  so  much  by  me. 

Biroff,  Now  step  1  forth  to  whip  hypocrisv. — - 
Ah,  good  my  liege,  I  pray  thee  pardon  me  : 

[Descends  from  ike  tree. 
Good  heart,  what  grace  hast  thou,  thus  to  re- 
prove 
These  worms  for  loving,  tliat  art  most  in  lovp  -- 
Yviur  eyes  do  make  no  coaches  j   in  your  tears. 
There  is  no  certain  princess  that  appears  : 
You'll  not  be  perjur'd,  'tis  a  hateful  thing; 
Tush,  none  but  minstrels  like  of  sonneting. 
But  ai'e  you  not  asham'd  ?  nay,  are  you  not. 
Ail  throe  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  overshot  ? 
You  found  his  mote;    the  king  your  mote  did 

see; 
But  I  a  beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 

0,  what  a  scene  of  foolery  I  have  seen. 

Of  sighs,  of  groans,  of  sorrow,  and  of  teen  !^ 
O  me,  with  what  strict  patience  have  I  sat^ 
To  see  a  king  transformed  to  a  gnat ! 
To  see  great  Hercules  whipping  a  gigg. 
And  profound  Solomon  to  tune  a  jigg. 
And  Nestor  play  at  push-pin  with  the  boys. 
And  critick^  Timon  laugh  at  idle  toys  ! 
Where  lies  thy  grief,  O  tell  me,  good  Dumain? 
And,  gentle  Longaville,  where  lies  thy  pain  ? 
And  where  my  liege's  ?  all  about  tlie  breast ; — ■ 
A  caudle,  ho ! 

King,  Too  bitter  is  thy  jest. 

Are  we  betray'd  thus  to  thy  over-view  ? 

Biron.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betray'd  to  you; 

1,  that  am  honest ;   I,  that  hold  it  sin 
To  break  the  vow  I  am  engaged  in ; 

^  Grief.  3  Cvnic, 
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I  am  betray' d^  by  keeping  company 
With  moon-like  men,  of  strange  inconstancy. 
When  shall  yoa  see  me  write  a  thing  in  rhyme  ? 
Or  groan  for  Joan  ?  or  spend  a  minute's  time 
In  pruning  4  me  ?  When  shall  you  hear  that  I 
Will  praise  a  hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  an  eye, 
A  gait,  a  state,  a  brow,  a  breast,  a  waist, 
A  leg,  a  limb  ? — 

King.  Soft;  Wj-i  it  her  away  so  fast? 

A  true  man,  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  so  ^ 

Biron,  I  post  from  iove^  good  lover,  let  j:iie  go. 

Enter  Jaquknktta  and  Costard. 

Jaq.  God  bless  the  king  ! 

King.  V>'hat  present  hast  thou  there  ? 

Cost.  Some  certain  treason. 
King.  What  makes  treason  here  > 

Coiit.  Nay,  it  makes  nothing,  sir. 
King.  If  it  mar  nothing  neither. 

The  treason,  and  you,  go  in  peace  away  together. 
Jaq.  I  beseech  your  grace,  let  this  letter  be 
read  ; 
Our  parson  misdoubts  it ;   'twas  reason,  he  said. 
King.  Biron,  read  it  over. 

[Gixing  him  the  hitcr. 
Where  hadst  thou  it  ? 
Jaq.  Of  Costard. 
King.  Where  hadst  thou  it  ? 
Cost.  Of  Dun  Adramadio,  Dun  Adramadio, 
King.  How  now  !  what  is  in  you  ?  why  dost 

thou  tear  it  r 
Biron.  A  toy,  my  liege,  a  toy  3  your  grace  needs 

not  fear  it. 
Long.  It  did  move  him  to  passion,  and  there- 
fore let's  hear  it. 

4  In  trimiaiiig  mvsclf. 
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Dum,  It   is  Biron's   writing,    and  here  is  his 
name.  \_lHchs  up  the  pieces » 

Biro?i.  Ally  you  whoreson  loggerhead^  [To  Cos- 
ta iiD.Jyou  were  ])orn  to  do  me  shame- 
Guilty,  my  lord,  guilty  5  1  confess,  1  confess. 
King,  What? 

Bhwu  That  you  three  fools  lack'd  me  fool  to 
make  up  the  mess  : 
He,  he,  and  you,  my  liege,  and  1, 
Are  pick-purses  in  love^  and  we  deserve  to  die. 
O^  dismiss  this  audience^,  and  I  shall  tell  you  inore, 
.Dum,  Now  the  number  is  even. 
Biron.  True,  true  5  we  are  four  :-— 

Will  these  turtles  be  gone  ? 

King.  Flence,  sirs;  away. 

Cost.  Walk  aside  the  true  folk;,  and  let  tlie 

traitors  stay.    lEveunt  Cost,  and  Jaq. 

Biron.  Sweet  lords^  sweet  lovers,  O  let  us  em* 

brace  ! 

As  true  we  are,  as  flesh  and  blood  can  be : 

Tlie  sea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heaven  show  his  face ; 

Young  blood  will  not  obey  an  old  decree  : 
We  cannot  cross  tlie  cause  why  we  were  bornj 
Therefore,  of  all  hands  must  we  be  forsworn. 
King.  What,  did  these  rent  lines  show  some 

love  of  thine  ? 
Biron.  Did  they,  quoth  you?    Who  sees  tlie 
heavenly  Rosaline, 
I  That,  like  a  rude  and  savage  man  of  Inde, 

At  the  first  opening  of  the  gorgeous  east. 
Bows  not  his  vassal  head  -,  and,  strucken  blind. 
Kisses  the  base  ground  with  obedient  breast? 
i^What  perem^otor}''  eagle-sighted  eye 
||         Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow, 
^  That  is  not  blinded  by  hei;  majesty  ? 

King.  What  zeal,  what  fury  hatli  inspired  the4 
now  ? 
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My  love^  her  mistress,  is  a  gracious  moon  ; 
She,  an  attending  star,  scarce  seen  a  light. 
Biron,  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  Biioii: 
O,  but  for  my  love,  day  would  turn  to  night ! 
Of  all  complexions  the  cull'd  sovereignty 

Do  meet,  as  at  a  fair,  in  her  fair  cheek ; 
Where  several  worthies  make  one  dignity  3 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  itself  dotb 
seek. 
Lend  me  the  flourish  of  all  gentle  tongues, — 

Fye,  painted  rhetorick !  O,  she  needs  it  not : 
lb  things  of  sale  a  seller's  praise  belongs  5 

She  passes  praise  5  then  praise  too  short  doth 
blot. 
A  wither' d  hermit,  five-score  winters  worn. 

Might  shake  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye: 
Beauty  doth  varnish  age,  as  if  new-born. 

And  gives  the  crutch  the  cradle's  infancy, 
O;,  'tis  the  sun,  that  maketh  all  things  shine! 
-  King.  By  heaven,  thy  love  is  black  as  ebony, 
Biron,  Is  ebony  like  her  ?  O  wood  divine ! 
A  wife  of  such  wood  were  felicity. 
O,  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book  ? 

That  I  may  swear,  beauty  doth  beauty  lack, 
"If  that  she  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look  : 

No  face  is  fair,  that  is  not  full  so  black. 
King.  O  paradox  !  Black  is  the  badge  of  hell. 
The  hue  of   dungeons,    and   the  scowl  of 
night; 
And  beauty's  crest  becomes  the  heavens  well. 
,     Biron,  Devils  soonest  tempt,  resembling  spirits 

of  light. 
O,  if  in  black  my  lady's  brows  be*  deckt. 

It  mourns,  that  painting,  and  usurping  hair. 
Should  ravish  deters  with  a  false  aspect; 
-         And  therefore  is   she  born  to  make  black 
fair. 
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Her  favour  turns  the  fashion  of  the  days  ; 

For  native  blood  is  counted  painting  now  ^ 
And  therefore  red,  that  wguld  avoid  dispraise. 
Paints  itself  black,  to  imitate  her  brow. 
Dam,  To  look  like  her,  are  chimney-sweeper* 

black. 
Long.  And,  since  her  time,  are  colliers  counted 

bright. 
K'wg,  And  Ethiops  of  their  sweet  complexion 


crack, 


Dim,    Dark  needs  no  candles  now,  for  dark  is 

light.  ^ 
Biron.  Your  mistresses  dare  never  come  in  rain. 
For  fear  their  colours  should  be  wash'd  away. 
King,  'Twere  good,  yours  did ,  for,  sir,  to  tell 

you  plain, 
I'll  find  a  fairer  flice  not  wash'd  to-day. 
Biron.  I'll  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  till  dooms-day 

here. 
King,  No  devil  will  fright  thee  then  so  much 

as  she. 
Di/M,  I  never  knew  man  bold  vile  stuff  so  dear. 
Lojig.  Look,  here's  thy  love  :  my  foot  and  her 

face  see.  [Shoiving  his  shoe. 

Biron.  O,  if  the  streets  were  paved  with  thine 

eyes, 
Her  feet  were  much  too  dainty  for  such  tread ! 
Dum,  O  vile !  then  as  she  goes,  what  upward 

lies 
The  street  should  see  as  she  walk'd  over  head. 
King,   But  what  of  this  ?  Are  we  not  all  in 

love  ? 
Biron,  O,  nothing  so  sure 5  and  thereby  all  for- 
sworn. 
King.  Then  leave  this  chat ;  and,  good  Bir6n^ 

now  prove 
Our  loving  iav/ful,  and  our  faith  not  torn. 
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Dum.  Ay,  many,  there  3 — some  flattery  for  this 
evil. 

Long,  O,  some  authority  how  to  proceed  5 
Some  tricks,  some  quillets,^'  how  to  cheat  the  devill 

Dum.  Soipe  salve  for  perjury. 

Biron,  O,  tis  more  than  need? — 

Have  at  you  then,  affection's  men  at  arms  : 
Consider,  what  you  first  did  swear  unto  -, — 
To  fast, — to  study^ — -and  to  see  no  woman; — 
Flat  treason  'gainst  the  kingly  state  of  youth. 
Say,  can  you  tast?  your  stomachs  are  too  young; 
And  abstinence  engenders  maladies. 
And  \^'here  that  you  have  vow'd  to  study,  lords. 
In  that  each  of  you  hath  forsworn  his  book : 
Can  you  still  dream,  and  pore,  and  thereon  look? 
For  when  would  you,  my  lord,  or  you,  or  you. 
Have  found  the  ground  of  study's  excellence. 
Without  the  beauty  of  a  woman's  face  ? 
From  women's  eyes  this  doctrine  1  derive  ? 
They  are  the  ground,  the  books,  the  academes. 
From  whence  doth  spring  the  true  Prometheau 

fire. 
"Why,  unii'ersai  plodding  prisons  up 
The  nimble  spirits  in  the  arteries  ^ 
As  motion,  and  long  during  action,  tires 
The  sinewy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 
Now,  for  not  looking  on  a  woman's  face. 
You  have  in  that  forsworn  the  use  of  eyes  ; 
And  study  too,  the  causer  of  your  vow  : 
For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world. 
Teaches  such  beauty  as  a  woman's  eye  ? 
Teaming  is  but  an  adjunct  to  ourseif. 
And  where  we  are,  our  learning  likewise  is. 
Then,  when  ourselves  we  see  in  ladies'  eyes, 
Do  we  not  like^vise  see  our  learning  tliere  ? 

5  Law-chicaite. 
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O,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  study,  lords  ; 
Atid  in  that  vow  we  have  forsworn  our  books; 
For  when  would  you,  my  liege,  or  you,  or  you> 
In  leaden  contemplation,  have  found  out 
vSuch  fiery  numbers,  as  the  prompting  eyes 
Of  beauteous  tutors  have  enrich'd  you  with  ? 
Other  slow  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain  3 
And  tlierefore  finding  barren  practisers. 
Scarce  show  a  harvest  of  their  heavy  toil : 
But  love,  first  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes. 
Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain ; 
But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements. 
Courses  as  swift  as  thought  in  ever}'^  power } 
And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power. 
Above  their  functions  and  their  offices. 
It  adds  a  prcions  seeing  to  the  eye ; 
A  lover's  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  bHnd ; 
A  lover's  ear  will  hear  the  lowest  sound. 
When  the  suspicious  head  of  theft  is  stopped  ; 
Love's  feeling  is  more  soft,  and  sensible, 
Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  snails  ; 
Love's  tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus  gross  in  taste  : 
For  \  alour,  is  not  love  a  Hercules, 
Still  climbing  trees  in  the  Hesperides  ? 
Subtle  as  sphinx  j   as  sweet,  and  musical, 
As  bright  Apollo's  lute,  strung  with  his  hair; 
And,  when  love  speaks,  the  voice  of  all  the  gods 
Makes  heaven  drowsy  with  the  harnu)ny. 
Never  durst  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write, 
Untill  his  ink  were  tempered  with  love's  sighs ; 
O,  then  his  lines  would  ravish  savage  ears. 
And  plaiit  in  tyrants  mild  humility. 
From  women's  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derive : 
They  sparkle  still  the  right  Promethean  fire ;. 
They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academes. 
That  show,  contain^  and  nourish  all  the  world  5 

VOL.    IX  X 
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Else,  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent : 
Then  fo.ols  you  were  these  women  to  forswear  5 
Or,    keeping    what   is    sworn,    you  will   prove 

fools. 
For  wisdom's  sake,  a  word  that  all  men  love ; 
Or  for  love's  sake,  a  word  that  loves  all  men  5 
Or  for   men's   sake,    the  authors  of  these  wo- 
men ; 
Or  women's  sake,  by  whom  we  men  are  men ; 
Let  us  once  lose  our  oatlis,  to  find  ourselves. 
Or  else  we  lose  ourselves  to  keep  our  oaths  : 
It  is  religion  to  be  thus  forsworn  : 
For  charity  itself  fulfils  the  law  ; 
And  who  can  sever  love  from  charity? 

Ki)fg.  Saint  Cupid,  then !  and,  soldiers,  to  the 

field! 
Biron.  Advance  your  standards,  and  upon  them, 

lords  ', 
Pell-mell,  down  with  them!  but  be  first  advis'd. 
In  conflict  that  you  get  the  sun  of  them. 

Long,  Now  to  plain-dealing  3  lay  these  glozes 

by: 
Shall  we  resolve  to  woo  these  girls  of  France  ? 
King.    And  win  them  too :    therefore  let  us 

devise 
Some  entertainment  for  them  in  their  tents. 
Bli  on.  Yixsty  from  the  park  let  us  conduct  them 

thither ; 
Then,  homeward,  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  fair  mistress :  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  with  some  strange  pastime  solace  them,    ' 
Such  as  the  shortness  of  the  time  can  shape  5 
For  revels,  dances,  masks,  and  merry  hours,        ' 
Fore -run    fair    Love,    strewing    her    way    with' 

flowers. 
King.  Away,  away  !  no  time  shall  be  omitted,  , 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted. 
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Biron.    Allans!  Allons! — Sow'd  cockle  reap'd 
no  corn  5 
And  justice  always  whirls  in  equal  measure  : 
Light  w^enches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  for- 
sworn; 
If  so^  our  copper  buys  no  better  treasure. 

lExcmt, 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I,     Another  part  of  the  same. 

Enter  Holofernes,   Sir  Nathaniel^    and 
Dull. 

Hoi.  Satis  quod  sufficit, 

Nath.  J  praise  God  for  you,  sir :  your  reasons^ 
at  dinner  have  been  sharp  and  sententious. 5  plea- 
sant without  scurrility^  witty  without  affection,  '^ 
audacious  without  impudency^  learned  without 
opinion,  and  strange  without  heresy.  I  did  con- 
verse this  quondam  day  with  a  companion  of  the 
king's,  who  is  intituled,  nominated^  or  called, 
Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

Hoi.  Novi  hominevi  tanquam  te:  His  humour  is 
lofty,  his  discourse  peremptory,  his  tongue  filed, 
his  eye  ambitious,  his  gait  majestical,  and  his 
general  behaviour  vain,  ridiculous,  and  thrasoni- 
cal.^ He  is  too  picked,*^  too  spruce,  too  affected, 
too  odd,  as  it  were,  too  perigrinate,  as  I  may 
call  it. 

Nath,  A  most  singular  and  choice  epithet. 

[_Takes  out  his  table-book. 

Hoi,  He  draweth  out  the  thread  of  his  verbosity 
■filler  than  the  staple  of  his  argument.     I  abhor 

X  2 

^  Discourses-  7  Affectation.  ^  Boastful, 

9  Over-dressed. 
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such  fanatical  phantasms,  such  insociable  and 
point-devise'  companions )  such  rackers  of  or- 
tliography,  as  to  speak,  dout,  iine,  v/hen  he  should 
say,  doubt  j  det,  when  he  should  prouoance,  debt^ 
d,  e,  b,  tj  not,  d,  e^  t:  he  clepeth  a  calf,  caufj 
half,  hauf j  neighbour,  locutur.  nebour,  neigh, 
abbreviated,  ne :  This  is  abhominable,  (which  lie 
would  call  abominable,)  it  insinuateth  me  of  in- 
sanie  j  Nc  inielligk  doinine  '^  to  make  frantick, 
hmatlck. 

Nath.  Laits  dco,  bone  inteUlgo. 

lioL  Bone  ? boney  for  bene:  Friscian  a  little 

scratch'd^  'twill  serve. 

Enter  Arm  a  do.  Moth,  and  Costard. 

Kath.   Videsne  qnis  renit  ^ 

Hoi,   Video,  cV  gaudeo, 
"  Ann.  Chirra  !  [To  Moth, 

Hoh  Q?/r/;e  Chirra,  not  sirrah ? 

Ar7n,  Men  of  peace,  well  encountered. 

HoL  Most  military  sir,  salutation. 

Mofli,    They  have  been  at  a  great  feast  of  Ian 
guages,  and  stolen  the  scraps. 

[To  Costard  aside. 

Cost,  O,  they  have  lived  long  in  the  alms- 
basket  of  words !  I  marvel,  thy  master  hath  not 
eaten  thee  for  a  word)  for  thou  art  not  so  long  by 
the  head  as  honorlJLcabilitudinitatd)us:  thou  art 
easier  swallowed  than  a  flap-dragon.^ 

Motlu  Peace  j  the  peal  begins. 

Arm.  Monsieur,  [7b  Hol.]  are  you  not  let- 
tered? 

Moth,    Yes,  yes  3  he  teaches  boys  the  horn 
book  : — 

*  Finical  exactness. 
*  A  small  inflammable  substance,  swallowed  in«  glass  of 

wine. 
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What  is  a,  b,  spelt  backward  with  a  horn  on  his 
head  ? 

HoL  Ba,  pi/critia,  with  a  horn  added. 

Mof/i,  Ba,  most  silly  sheep,  with  a  horn  :— 
You  hear  his  learning. 

Hoi.  Quis,  qirisj  thou  consonant  ? 

Mof/i.  The  third  of  the  five  vowels,  if  you  re- 
peat them;  or  the  fifth,  if  I. 

IIoL  I  will  repeat  them,  a,  e,  i. — 

Mot  it.  The  sheep  :  the  other  two  concludes  it  j 
b,  u. 

Arm,  Now,  by  the  salt  wave  of  the  Mediterra- 
neum,  a  sweet  touch, ^  a  quick  venew  of  wit : 
snip,  snap,"  quick  and  home ;  it  rejoiceth  my  in- 
tellect :  true  wit. 

Moili.  Ofter'd  by  a  child  to  an  old  man  j  which 
is  wit-old. 

llol.  What  is  the  figure  ?  what  is  the  figure  ? 

Moth.  Horns. 

lii>L  Thou  disputest  like  an  infant  :  go,  whip 
thy  gig. 

Moth.  Lend  me  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  I 
will  whip  about  your  infamy  circum  circa  ;  A  gig 
of  a  cuckold's  horn  ! 

Cost.  An  1  had  but  one  penny  in  the  world, 
thou  shouldst  have  it  to  buy  gingerbread  :  hold, 
there  is  the  very  remuneration  I  had  of  thy  master, 
thou  half-penny  purse  of  wit,  thou  pigeon-egg  of 
discretion.  O,  an  the  heavens  were  so  pleased, 
that  thou  wert  but  my  bastard  !  what  a  joyful 
ftuher  wouldst  tliou  make  me!  Go  to  ;  tlioxi  hast 
lit  ad  (luii^/ull,  at  the  fingers'  ends,  as  they  say. 

HoL  O,  I  smell  false  Latin  5  dunghill  for 
Unguan. 

Arm.  Arts-man,  pntamhula ;  we  will  be  singled 
x3 
3  A  hit. 
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from  the  barbarous.      Do  you  not  educate  youth 
at  the  charge-house-^  on  the  top  of  the  mountain? 

Hoi.  Or,  7)Wfis,  the  hilL 

Arm.  At  your  sweet  pleasure,  for  the  mountain. 

HoL  I  do,  sans  question. 

Arm.  Sir,'  it  is  the  king's  most  sweet  pleasure 
and  affection,  to  congratulate  the  princess  at  hei 
pavilion,  in  the  posteriors  of  this  day;  which  the 
rade  multitude  call,  the  afternoon. 

IIoL  The  posterior  of  the  day,  most  generous 
sir,  is  liable,  congruent,  and  measurable  for  th( 
afternoon  r  the  word  is  well  cull'd,  chose  -,  sweet 
and  apt,  1  do  assure  you,  sir,  I  do  assure. 

Ann.  Sir,  the  king  is  a  noble  gentleman;  anc 
my  familiar,  I  do  assure  you,  very  good  friend  • — 
For  what  is  inward^  between  us,  let  it  pass: — ] 
do  beseech  thee,  remember  thy  covirtesy  j — I  be 
seech  thee,  apparel  thy  head  3 — and  among  othei 
importunate  and  most  serious  designs, — and  o: 
great  imj^ort  indeed,  too  : — but  let  that  pass  :• 
for  I  must  tell  thee,  it  will  please  his  grace  (bj 
the  world)  sometime  to  lean  upon  my  pooj 
shoulder*,  and  with  his  royal  finger,  thus,  dall) 
with  my  excrement,  ^  with  my  mustachio :  bu 
sweet  heart,  let  that  pass.  By  the  world,  I  reqoun- 
no  fable}  some  certain  special  honours  it  pleasetf 
his  greatness  to  impart  to  Armado,  a  soldier,  a 
man  of  travel,  that  hath  seen  the  world  :  but  \e\ 
tLat  pass. — ^The  \QYy  all  of  all  is, — but',  sweei 
heart,  I  do  implore  secrecy, — that  the  king  wouL 
have  me  present  the  princess,  sweet  chuck^  •  with 
some  delightful  ostentation,  or  show,  or  pageant, 
or  antick,  or  firework.  Now,  understanding  that 
the  curate  and  your  sweet  self,  are  good  at  such 
eruptions,  and  sudden  breaking  out  of  mirth,  as 

^  Frcc-scJiooi.  ^  Confidcmlal.  ^  Beard. 

7  Chirk. 
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it  were,  I  liave  acquainted  you  withal^  to  the  end 
to  crave  your  assistance. 

HoL  Sir,  you  shall  present  before  her  the  nine 
worthies. — Sir  Nathaniel,  as  concerning  some 
entertainment  of  time,  some  show  in  the  posterior 
of  this  day,  to  be  rendered  by  our  assistance, — the 
king's  command,  and  this  most  gallant,  illustrate, 
and  learned  gentleman, — before  the  princess  j  I 
say,  none  so  lit  as  to  present  the  nine  worthies. 

Nath.  Where  will  you  find  men  worthy  enough 
to  present  them  ? 

Hoi.  Joshua,  yourself  5  myself,  or  this  gallant 
gentleman,  Judas  Maccabaeus ;  this  swain,  be- 
cause of  his  great  limb  or  joint,  shall  pass  Pom- 
pey  the  great  3  the  page,  Hercules. 

Arm.  Pardon,  sir,  error:  he  is  not  quantity 
enough  for  that  worthy's  thumb  :  he  is  not  so  big 
as  the  end  of  his  club. 

Hoi.  Shall  I  have  audience?  he  shall  present 
Hercules  in  minority  :  his  enter  and  exit  shall  be 
strangling  a  snake;  and  I  will  have  an  apology 
for  that  purpose. 

]\loth.  An  excellent  device  !  so,  if  any  of  the 
audience  hiss,  you  may  cry  :  icell  done  herades  ! 
now  thou  crushest  the  snake  !  that  is  the  way  to 
make  an  offence  gracious  5  though  few  have  the 
grace  to  do  it. 

Ann,  For  the  rest  of  the  worthies  ? — 

HoL  I  will  play  three  myself. 

Moth.  Thrice-worthy  gentleman! 

A]-7n.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing  ? 

HoL     We  attend. 

Arm,  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge^  not,  an 
antick.     I  beseech  you,  follow. 

Hoi.  FzV7,9  goodman  Dull !  thou  hast  spoken  no 
word  all  this  w^hile. 

^Suit,  5  Courage. 
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DulL  Nor  understood  none  neither^  sir. 

Hoi.  AUom !  ^ve  will  employ  thee. 

DulL  I'll  make  one  in  a  dance^  or  so  ;  or  I  will 
play  on  the  tabor  to  the  worthies,  and  let  them 
dance  the  hay. 

HoL  Most  dull,  honest  Dull,  to  our  sport,  away. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Another 'part  of  the  tame.     Before  the  Princess's 
Pox  i  lion. 

Enter  the  Princess,  Katharine,  Rosaline,  and 
Maria. 

Frin,  Sw^eet  hearts,  we  shall  be  rich  ere  we  de- 
part. 
If  fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in  : 
A  lady  wall'd  about  with  diamonds  ! — 
Look  you,  what  I  have  from  the  loving  king. 
Ros,    Madam,  came  nothing  else  along  with 

that  ? 

Trin.   Nothing  but  this  ?  yes,  as  much  love  in 
rhyme. 
As  would  be  cramm'd  up  in  a  sheet  of  paper. 
Writ  on  both  sides  the  leaf,  margent  and  all  ^ 
That  he  was  fain  to  seal  on  Cupid's  name. 

Ron,  That  was  the  way  to  n)ake  liis  god-head 
wax  ; " 
For  he  hath  been  five  thousand  years  a  boy. 

Kath,   Ay,  and  a  shrewd  unhappy  gallows  too. 
Ros,  You'll  ne'er  be  friends  with  him 3  he  kill'd 

your  sister. 

Kath,  He  made  her  melancholy,  sad,  and  heavy  3 
And  so  she  died  :  had  she  been  light,  like  you. 
Of  such  a  merry,  nimble,  stirring  spirit, 

«  Grow. 
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She  might  have  been  a  grandam  ere  she  died  : 
And  so  may  you^  for  a  light  heart  lives  long. 
.  lios.   What's  your  dark  meaning,  mouse, ^  of 
this  light  word  ? 
Kat/i.  A  light  condition  in  a  beauty  dark. 
lias.  We  need  more  light  to  lind  your  meaning 

out. 
Kath.  You'll  mar  the  light,  by  taking  it  in 
snuff  ;^ 
iTherefore,  I'll  darkly  end  Uxe  argument. 

i\u.v.  Look,  what  you  do,  you  do  it  still  i*  the 

dark. 
KafL  So  do  not  you;  for  you  are  a  light  wrench. 
Ros.  Indeed,  I  weigh  not  you  5  and  therefore 

light. 
Katfi.   You  weigh  me  not — O,  that's  you  care 

not  for  me. 
Ros,  Great  reason  3  for.  Past  cure  is  still  past 

care. 
Frin.  Well  bandied  both  5  a  set  of  wit  well 
play'd. 
But  Rosaline,  you  have  a  favour  too  : 
Wlio  sent  it  ?  and  what  is  it  ? 

Ros.  I  would,  you  knew : 

An  if  my  foqe  were  but  as  fair  as  yours. 
My  favour  were  as  great ;  be  witness  this. 
Nay,  I  have  verses  too,  I  thank  Biron  : 
The  numbers  true  :  and,  were  the  numbering  too^^ 
I  were  the  fairest  goddess  on  tlie  ground : 
I  am  compar'd  to  twenty  tiiousand  fairs. 
O,  he  hath  drawn  my  picture  in  his  letter  ! 
Prin.  Any  thing  like  ? 

Ros.  Aluch,  in  the  IcJers)  nothing  in  the  praise. 
Fri/i,  Beauteous  ?s  ink  5  a  good  conciusion. 
Kat/i,  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy-book. 

*  Formerly  a  u^rm  of  endearment. 
3  In  anger. 
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Ros,  'Ware  pencils!  How  ?  let  me  not  die  you 

debtor. 

My  red  dominical,  my  golden  letter  : 

O^  that  your  face  were  not  so  full  of  O's  ! 

Katk,    A  pox  of  that  jest  1  and   beshrew  al 

shrows  ! 
Prm.    But  what  was  sent  to  you  from  fair  Du 

main  ? 
Kath,  Madam,  this  glove. 
Prin.  Did  he  not  send  you  twain 

,   Kat/i.  Yes,  madam ;  and  moreover. 
Some  thousand  verses  of  a  faithful  lover  : 
A  huge  translation  of  hypocrisy. 
Vilely  compil'd,  profound  simplicity. 
Mar.   This,  and  these  pearls,  to  me  sent  Lon 
gaville  5 
The  letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  mile. 

Frin.  1  think  no  less :  Dost  thou  not  wish  ii 

heart. 

The  chain  were  longer,  and  the  letter  short  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  or  I  would  these  hands  might  neve 

part. 

Prin,  We  are  wise  girls,  to  mock  our  lovers  so 
Ros.  They  are  worse  fools  to  purchase  mocking 
so. 
That  same  BiixSn  Til  torture  ere  I  go. 
O,  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  the  week ! 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  seek 
And  wait  the  season,  and  observe  the  times. 
And  spend  his  prodigal  wits  in  bootless  rhymes 5 
And  shape  his  service  wholly  to  my  behests  j 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proud  that  jests 
So  portent-like  would  1  o'ersway  his  state. 
That  he  should  be  my  fool,  and  I  his  fate. 

Prin.  None  are  so  surely  caught,  when  they  an 
catch'd, 
A.S  wit  turned  fool :  folly,  in  wisdom  hatch'dj, 
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Hath  wisdom's  warranty  and  the  help  of  school  5 
And  wit's  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  fool. 

lias.  The  blood  of  youth  burns  not  with  such 
excess. 
As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonness. 

Mar,  Folly  in  fools  bears  not  so  strong  a  note^ 
As  foolery  in  the  wise,  when  wit  doth  dote  3 
Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply/ 
To  prove,  by  wit,  worth  in  simplicity. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Prin.   Here  comes  Boyet,  and  mirth  is  in  his 

face. 
Boyet,  O,  I  am  stabb'd  with  laughter  !  Where's 

her  grace  ? 
Prin.  Thy  news,  Boyet? 

Boi/et,  Prepare,  madam,  prepare  ! — 

Arm,  wenches,  arm  !  encounters  mounted  are 
I  Against  your  peace:  Love  doth  approach  disguis'd, 
j  Armed  in  arguments  ;  you'll  be  surpris'd : 
Muster  your  wits  5  stand  in  your  own  defence ; 
Or  hide  your  heads  like  cowards,  and  fiy  hence. 
Pi  in.  Saint  Dennis  to  saint  Cupid !  What  are 
they. 
That  charge  their  breath  against  us?  say,  scout, 
say. 
Boi/ef,  Under  the  cool  shade  of  a  sycamore, 
I  thought  to  close  mine  eyes  some  half  an  h^jur : 
When,  lo  !   to  interrupt  my  purpos'd  rest, 
Toward  that  shade  I  might  behold  addrcst 
The  king  and  his  companions  :  warily 
/  stole  into  a  neighbour  thicket  by. 
And  overheard  what  you  shall  overhear ; 
Vhat,  by  and  by,  disguis'd  they  will  be  here. 
Their  herald  is  a  pretty  knavish  page, 
■That  well  by  heart  hath  conu'd  his  embassage : 
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Action,  and  accent,  did  they  teach  him  there  ^ 
Thus  7niLst  thou  speak,  and  thus  thy  hoclu  hear : 
And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubf, 
Presence  majestical  would  put  him  out  j 
For,  quoth  the  king,  an  augcl  shall  thou  see ; 
Yet  fear  not  thou,  but  speak  audaciously/, 
llie  boy  reply 'd,  jln  augel  is  not  evil ; 
I  should  haiej'e^ir'd  hrr,  had  she  been  a  deiil. 
With  that  all  laugh'd,  and  clapp'd  him  on  ihi 

shoulder  ; 
Making  the  bold  wag  by  their  praises  bolder. 
One  rubb'd  his  elbow,   thus  5    and   fleer'd,  am 

swore, 
A  better  speech  was  never  spoke  before : 
Anotlier,  with  his  linger  and  his  thumb, 
(^y 'd,   Via  !  we  will  dot,  c(»me  irhat  will  come : 
The.  third  he  caper'd,  and  cried,  All  goes  well : 
The  fourth  turn'd  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  fell. 
With  that,  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground. 
With  such  a  zealous  laughter,  so  profound, 
lliat  in  this  spleen  ridiculous  appears. 
To  check  their  folly,  passion's  solemn  tears. 

Frin,  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  visi 
us? 

Boi/et.  They  do,  they  do;   and  are  apparel 
thus, — 
Like  Muscovites,  or  Russians :  as  I  guess, 
Theit  purpose  is,  to  parle,  to  court,  and  dance 
And  every  one  his  love-feat  will  advance 
Unto  his  several  mistress  3  wiiich  they'll  know 
By  favours  several,  which  they  did  bestow. 

Prln,  And  will  they  so?  the  gallants  shall  b 
task'd:  — 
For,  ladies,  we  will  every  one  be  mask'd  } 
And  not  a  man  of  them  shall  have  the  grace. 
Despite  of  suit,  to  s^e  a  lady'^  face.*— 
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HoJdj  Rosaline,  this  favour  thou  shalt  wear  5 
And  then  the  king  will  court  thee  for  his  dear ; 
Hold^  take   thou  tiiis,  my  sweet,   and  give  me 

thine  -, 
So  shall  Biron  take  me  for  Rosaline. — 
And  change  you  favours  too ,  so  shall  your  loves 
Woo  contrary,,  degeiv'd  by  these  removes 

Ros,  Come  on  then;  wear  the  favours  most  in 
|.    ^  sight. 

^  Kath,  But,  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  in- 
tent ? 
Prin,  The  effect  of  my  intent  is,  to  cross  theirs : 
Tney  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment ; 
And  mock  for  mock  is  only  my  intent. 
Their  several  counsels  they  unbosom  shall 
To  loves  mistook  ;  and  so  be  mock'd  withal. 
Upon  the  next  occasion  that  we  meet, 
-With  visages  display'd,  to  talk,  and  greet. 

Jios,  But  shall  we  dance,  if  they  desire  us  to't? 
Frin,  No  :   to  the  death,  we  v^'ill  not  move  a 
foot : 
Nor  to  their  penn'd  speech- render  we  no  grace  5 
But,  while  'tis  spoke,  each  turn  away  her  fv.ce, 
Bouet,  Why,  that  contempt  will  kill  the  speaker's 
heart, 
And  quite  divorce  his  m.cmory  from  his  part. 

Prln,  Theretbre  I  do  it  -,  and,  1  make  no  doubt. 
The  rest  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out.    ' 
There's  no  such  ■s]>ort,  as   sport  by  sport  o'er- 

thrown  3 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own  : 
'  So  shall  we  stay,  mocking  intended  game ; 
\nd  they,  well  mock'd,  depart  a\\^ay\vith  shame. 

iJ'rumpds  sound  n  it  kin. 

Boijet.  The  trumpet  sounds ;  be  mask'd,  the 

maskers  conK^      ^       ['/'/ie  ladies  mask. 

VOL.  II.  y 
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_  Enter  the  King,  Biron^  Longaville,  and  Du- 
MAi>^,  in  Russian  habits,  and  masked;  Moth. 
Musicians  and  Attendants, 

Moth,    All   haily    the    richest  beauties  on   th 

earth! 
Boyet,  Beauties  no  richer  than  rich  tafFata. 
Moth.  A  holji  'parcel  of  the  fairest  dames, 

[The  ladies  turn  their  backs  to  him 
That  ever  turn'd  their-^backs-^to  inortal  views  ! 
Biron.  Their  eyes,  villain,  their  eyes. 
Moth.    That  ever  turn'd  their  eyes  to  morta 

views  !  Out-^ 
Boyet,  True;  out,  indeed. 
Moth.    Out  of  your  favours^  heavenly   spirits 
vouchsaje 
2^of  to  behold — 

Biroi:i.  Once  to  behold,  rogue* 
Motl^  Once  to  behold  with  your  sun-rleamed  eyes 
I— — with  your  swirbeamed  eyes-^-r 

Boyet,  They  will  not  answer  to  that  epithet ; 
You  were  best  call  it,  daughter-beamed  eyes. 
Moth.  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  bring 

me  out. 
Biron,    Is  this  your  perfectness  ?  be  gone,  yo 

rogues, 
jflo^.  What  would  tliese  strangers  ?  know  thai 
minds,  Boyet : 
If  they  do  speak  Our  language,  'tis  our  will 
That  some  plain  man  recount  their  purposes : 
Know  what  they  would. 

Boyet,  What  would  you  with  the  princess  ? 
Biron,  Nothing  but  peace,  and  gentje  visits 

tion. 
Bx>s.  What  would  they,  say  they  ? 
^oyet.  Nothing  but  peace^  and  gentle  visita 
tion,    . 
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Ros.  Why,  that  they  have;  and  bid  them  so  be 

gone. 
Boijet.   She  says^  you  have  it,  and  you  may  be 

gone. 
King.    Say  to  her,  we  have  measur'd  many 
miles, 
to  tread  a  measure  with  her  oh  this  grass, 
Boijeti  They  say,  that  they  have  measur'd  many 
a  mile. 
To  tread  a  measure  with  you  on  this  grass, 

lias.  It  is  not  so  :  ask  them,  how  many  inches 
jls  in  one  mile :  if  they  have  measur'd  many. 
The  measure  then  of  one  is  easily  told. 
Boijet.  If,  to  come  hither  you  have  measur'd 
miles, 
^nd  many  miles  j  the  princess  bids  you  tell, 
Sow  many  inches  do  fill  up  one  mile. 

Biro7i.  Tell  her,  we  measure  them  by  weaiy 
^  steps. 

Boytt,  She  hears  herself. 
^os.  How  many  weary  steps^ 

)f  many  weary  miles  you  have  overgone, 
sire  number'd  in  the  travel  of  one  mile  ? 
Biroiu  We  number  nothing  that  we  spend  for 
you; 
)ur  duty  is  so  rich,  so  infinite, 
i?hat  we  may  do  it  still  without  accompt. 
Vouchsafe  to  show  the  sunshine  of  your  face, 
?hat  we,  like  savages,  may  worship  it. 
Ros.   My  face  is  but  a  moon,  and  clouded  too. 
King.  Blessed  are  clouds,  to  do  as  such  clouds 
do! 
r|)uchsafe>  bright  moon,  and  these  thy  stars,  to 

shine 
those  clouds  lemov'dj  upon  our  wat'ry  eyne. 

y  2     . 
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Kos,    O  vain  petitioner  !  beg  a  greater  matter; 

Thou  now  request'st  but  moonshipe  in  the  water. 

King.    Then,  in  our  measure  do  but  vouchsaii 

one  change  : 

Thou  bi-d'st  me  beg;  tliis  begging  is  not  strange. 

iio-j.  Play,  musick^  then:  nay,  you  must  do  it 

soon.  [Mvsick  plai/.i. 

Not  yet; — no  dance: — thus  change  I  like  the 

moon. 

King,  Will  you  not  dance  ?  How  come  you  thu? 

estrang'd  ? 
llos.  You  took  the  moon  at  full ;  but  now  she's 

chang'd. 

Ki?ig.  Yet  still  she  is  the  moon,  and  I  the  man 
The  musick  plays ;  Vouchsafe  some  motion  to  it. 
llos.  Our  ears  vouchsafe  it. 
King.  But  your  legs  should  do  it 

ito-y.  Since  you  are  strangers^  aud  come  here  b) 
chance. 

We'll  not  be  nice :  take  iiands ; — we  will  not  dance 

Kiifg.  Why  take  we  hands  then  ? 

Ros,  Only  to  part  friends  :•— 

Court'sy,  sweet  hearts:  and  so  the  measure  ends 

King,  More  measure  of  this  measure ;  be  no 

nice. 
Bos.  We  can  afford  no  more  at  such  a  price, 
King.  Prize  you  yourselves  3  What  buys  youi 

company  ? 
Ros.  Your  absence  only. 
King.  That  can  never  be. 

Rihs.  Then  cannot  we  be  bought :  and  so  adieu 
Twice  to  your  visor,  and  half  once  to  you! 
King.  If  you  deny  to  dance^  let's  hold  mon'^ 

chat. 

Hqs.  In  private  then. 

King,  I  am  best  pleas'd  with  that, 

4  I'^'^f^y  comer ae  apartl 
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Biron.  White-handed  mistress^  one  sweet  word 

with  thee. 
Pvin.  Honey,  and  milk^  and  sugary  there  is 

three. 
Biro)K  Nay  then,  two  treys,  (an  if  you  grow 
so  nice,) 
Metheglin,  wort,  and  raahTisey, — Well  run,  dice! 
There's  half  a  dozen  sweets. 

Prln.  Seventh  sweet,  adieu ! 

Since  you  can  cog/  I'll  play  no  more  with  you. 
Blnm,  One  word  in  secret. 
Br'ni.  Let  it  not  be  sweet, 

Biroii,  Thou  griev'st  my  gall. 
Prhu  Gall?  bitter. 

Biroiu  Therefore  meet. 

[Thejj  converse  apart, 
Dum,  Will  you  vouchsafe  with  me  to  change  a 

\^^ord  ? 
Mar.  Name  it. 
Dur^.  Fair  lady, — 

Mar.  Say  you  so  ?  Fair  lord,—- 

Take  that  for  your  fair  lady. 

B>uw,  Please  it  you. 

As  much  in  private,  and' I'll  bid  adieu. 

[^Fhey  converse  apart, 
Kaf/u  What,  was  your  visor  made  without  a 

tongue? 
Lofig.    I  know  the  reason,  lady,  why  you  ask. 
Kat'/f,  O,  for  your  reason !  quickly,  sir;  I  Jong. 
Long.  Yon  have  a  double  tongue  within  your 
;  mask,    f 

And  would  afford  my  speechless  visor  half. 
:     Kal/i.  Veal,  quoth  the  Dutchman; — Is  not  veal 
a  calf? 

y  3 

^  Falsify  dice,  lye. 
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Long,  A  calf,  fair  lady  ? 

Kat/i.  No,  a  fair  lord  calf. 

Long.  Let's  part  tlie  word. 

KatL  No,  I'll  not  be  your  half : 

Take  all,  and  wean  it  3  it  may  prove  an  ox. 

Lo7ig,  Look,  how  you  butt  yourself  in  these 
sharp  mocks  ! 
Will  you  give  horns,  chaste  lady  ?  do  not  so, 

Katk.  Then  die  a  calf,  before  your  horns  do 


grow 


Long,  One  word  in  private  with  you,  ere  I  die 

Kath,  Bleat  softly  then,  the  butcher  hears  yott 

cry.  [^^^^.V  converse  apart 

Boyet,  The  tongues  of  mocking  wenches  areas 

keen 

As  is  the  razor's  edge  invisible. 

Cutting  a  smaller  hair  than  may  be  seen  5 

Above  the  sense  of  sense  :  so  sensible 
Seemeth  their  conference  3    their  conceits  have 

wings. 

Fleeter    than    arrows,    bullets,    wind,    thought, 

sv/ifter  things. 

Hos,  Not  one  word  more,  my  maids  j  break  off, 

break  off. 
Biron,  By  heaven,   all  dry-beaten  with  pure 

scoff ! 
King,  Farewell,  mad  wenches  5  you  have  simple 
wits. 
[Extunt  King,  Lords,  Moth,  Musick  and\ 
Attejidants, 
Vrin.  Twenty  adieus,  my  frozen  Muscovites.— 
Are  these  the  breed  of  wits  so  wonder'd  at  > 
Boyet.  Tapers  they  are,  with  your  sweet  breaths 

puff  d  out. 
Bos,  Well-liking  wits  they  have ;  gross,  gross  % 

fat,  fat. 
Brin,  O  poverty  in  wit^  kingly-poor  flout ! 
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Will  they  riot,  think  you,  hang  themselves  to 
night  ? 
Or  ever,  but  in  visors,  show  their  faces  ? 
This  pert  Biron  was  out  of  countenance  quite. 
Ros,  O !  they  were  all  in  lamentable  cases  ! 
The  king  was  weeping-ripe  for  a  goad  word. 
Prin,  Biron  did  swear  himself  out  of  all  suit. 
Mai\   Dumain  was  at  my   service,  and  his 
sword  ; 
No;;omf,  ^  quoth  I  •  my  servant  straight  was  mute. 
Kath.  Lord  Longaville  said,  I  came  o'er  his 
heart  I 
And  trow  you,  what  he  call'd  me  > 

Prin,  Qualm,  perhaps. 

Kath.  Yes,  in  good  faith. 
Prin.  Go,  sickness  as  thou  art ! 

Ros.  Well,  better  wits  have  worn  plain  statute- 
caps.^ 
:  But  will  you  hear  ?  the  king  is  my  love  sworn, 
Prin.  And  quick  Biron  hath  plighted  faith  to 

me, 
Katlu  And  Longaville  was  for  my  service  born. 
Mar.  Dumain  is  mine,  as  sure  as  bark  on  tree. 
Boyct,  Madam,  and  pretty  mistresses,  give  ear ; 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  their  own  shapes  j  for  it  can  never  be. 
They  will  digest  this  harsh  indignity. 
Prin.  Will  they  return  ? 
iBoijct.  They  will,  they  v/ill,  God  knows  j 

And  leap  for  joy,   though  they  are  lame  with 

blows : 
Therefore,  change  favours  -p  and,  when  they  re* 

pair, 
-Blow  like  sweet  roses  in  this  summer  air. 

5  A  quibble  on  the  French  adverb  of  n<?gation. 

•  Better  vfiU  may  ):z  found  among  citixens. 

'  FcaiureS|  countenaiices. 
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Prhi,  How  blow  ?  how  blow  ?  speak  to  be  un- 
derstood, 
Bdyct,  Fair  ladies^  mask'd^  are  roses  in  tlieii| 
bud: 
Dlsmask'd,    their    damask    sweet    commixture| 

show^n^ 
Are  angels  vailing  clouds,  or  roses  blown. 

Fvin.  Avaunt,  perplexity!  What  shall  we  doj 
If  they  return  in  their  own  shapes  to  woo  ? 

Ro,s.  Good  madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advis'd. 
Let's  mock  them  still,  as  well  known,  as  disguis'd: 
J.et  us  complain  to  them  what  fools  were  here, 
Disguis'd  like  Muscovites,  in  shapeless'^'  gC3J'5 
And  wonder;,  what  they  were  -,  and  to  what  end 
Tlieir  shallow  shows,  and  prologue  vilely  penn  d> 
And  their  rough  carriage  so  ridiculous^ 
Should  be  presented  at  our  tent  to  us, 

Bojjct.  Ladies,  withdraw  3  the  gallants  are  at 

hand. 
Prin,  Whip  to  our  tents,  as  roes  run  over  land, 
lEi'cunt  Princess,  Ro  s .  K a t  11 ,  and  M  a  11 1  a  . 

Enter   the  King,    BiHON^  Loxgaville,  and 
D  u  M  A 1 N  J  in  their  proper  habits. 

King.  Fair  sir,  God  save  you!  Where  is  the 

princess  ? 
Bojjei.  Gone  to  her  tent :  Please  it  your  majesty, 
Command  me  any  service  to  her  thither  ? 

King.  That  she  vouchsafe  rae  audience  for  one 

word. 
Boyef,  I  will  5  and  so  will  she,  I  know,  my  lord. 

[Exit. 
Biron,  This  fellow  pecks  up  wit,  as  pigeons 
peas  3 
And  utters  it  again  when  God  doth  please; 

s  UncQuth. 
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He  is  wit's  pedler^  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes,  and  wassels/^  meetings,  markets,  fairs  j 
And  we  that  sell  by  gross,  the  Lord  doth  know. 
Have  not  the  grace  to  giace  It  with  such  show. 
This  gallant  pins  the  wenches  on  his  sleeve  5 
Had  he  been  Adam,  he  had  tempted  P^ve  : 
He  can  carve  too,  and  lisp  :  Why,  this  is  he^ 
That  kiss'd  away  his  hand  in  courtesy  -, 
This  is  the  ape  of  form,  monsieur  the  nice. 
That,  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honourable  terms  5  nay,  he  can  sing 
A  mean  *  most  meanly  ;  and,  in  ushering. 
Mend  him  who  can  :  the  ladies  call  him,  sweet  5 
The  stairs,  as  he  treads  on  them,  kiss  his  feet : 
This  is  the  flower  that  smiles  on  every  one. 
To  show  his  teeth  as  white  as  whalf^s  bone  :* 
And  consciences,  that  will  not  die  in  debt, 
pay  him  the  due  of  honey-tongued  Boyet. 

King.    A  blister  on  his  sweet  tongue,  w^ith  my 
heart, 
Th^at  put  Armado's  page  out  of  his  part ! 

Enter  the  Princess,  usher  dhy  Boyet  ,  Rosali^^e, 
Maria,  Katharine,  and  Attendants. 

Biron.  See  wl^re  itcomes  I — ^^Behaviour,  w^hat 

wert  thou. 
Till  this  man  show'd  thee  ?  and  what  art  thou 

now  ? 
King.  All  hail,  sweet  madam,  and  fair  time  of 

day ! 
Frin.  Fair,  in  all  hail.  Is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 
King,  Construe  my  speeches  better,  if  you  may. 
Frin.  I'hen  wish  me  better,  I  will  give  you 
leave, 

5*  Rustic  merry-meetings.        *  The  tenor  in  musick» 
*  The  tooth  of  the  horse-wliale. 
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King.  We  came  to  visit  you  j  and  purpose  now 
To  lead  you  to  our  court :  vouchsafe  it  then. 
Prin.  This  field  shall  hold  me;  and  so  hold 
your  vow  : 
Nor  God,  nor  I>  delight  in  perjur'd  men. 
King,   Rebuke  me  not  for  that  which  you  pro- 
voke ; 
The  virtue  of  your  ey^  must  break  my  oath^ 
Prin,    You  nick-name  virtue:  vice  you  should 
have  spoke  -, 
For  virtue\s  office  never  breaks  men's  troths 
Now>  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unsullied  lily>  I  protest, 
A  world  of  torments  though  I  should  endure, 

I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  house's  guest  ? 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking-cause  to  be 
Of  heavenly  oatIis>  vow'd  with  integrity* 
King.  Of  you  have  liv*d  in  desolation  here. 
Unseen,  unvisited,  much  to  our  shame. 
Prin,  Not  so,  my  lord  j  it  is  not  so>  I  swear  i 
We  have  had  pastimes  here,  and  pleasant 
game  5 
A  mess  of  Russians  left  us  but  of  late. 
King.  How,  madam?  Russians? 
Prin,  Ay,  in  truth,  my  lordj 

Trim  gallants,  full  of  courtship,  and  of  state. 

Ro6\  Madam,  speak  true : — It  is  not  so  my  lord| 
My  lady,  (to  the  manner  of  the  days,)^ 
Ja  courtesy,  gives  undeserving  praise. 
We  four,  indeed,  confronted  here  with  four 
In  Russian  habit :  here  they  stay'd  an  hour. 
And  talk'd  apace ;  and  in  that  hour,  my  lord. 
They  did  not  bless  us  with  one  happy  word. 
I  dare  not  call  them  fools ;,  but  this  I  think. 
When  they  are  thirsty,  fools  would  fain  have 
drink. 
3  After  the  fashion  of  the  times. 
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Biron.  This  jest  is  dry  to  me — Fair^  gentle 
sweety 
Your  wit  makes  wise  things  foolish  5  when  we 

greet 
With  eyes  best  seeing  heaven's  fiery  eye. 
By  light  we  lose  light :  Your  capacity 
Is  of  that  nature,  that  to  your  huge  store 
Wise  things  seem  foolish^  and  rich  things  but 
poor. 
Ros.  This  proves  you  wise  and  rich  3  for  in  my 

eye,— 
Biron.  I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 
lios.  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong. 
It  were  a  fault  to  snatch  words  from  my  tongue, 
Biron.  O,  I  am  yours,  and  all  that  I  possess. 
Ros.  All  the  fool  mine  ? 

Biron.  I  cannot  give  you  less. 

Has.  Which  of  the  visors  was  it,  that  you  wore  ? 
Biron.    Where?  when?  what  visor?  why  de- 
mand you  this  ? 
Ros.  There,  then,  that  visor;  that  superfluoui^ 
case. 
That  hid  the  worse,  and  showed  the  better  face. 
King.  We  are  descried :  they'll  mock  us  no\y 

downright. 
Dvm.  Let  us  confess,  and  turn  it  to  a  jest. 
rrin.  Amaz'd,  my  lord  ?  Why  looks  your  high» 

ness  sad  ? 
Ros.  Help,  hold  his  brows  !  he'll  swoon  !  Why 
look  you  pale  ? — 
Sea-sick,  I  think,  coming  from  Muscovy. 

Biron.  Thus  pour  the  stars  down  plagues  fop 
perjury. 
Can  any  face  of  brass  hold  longer  out  ? — 
pere  stand  I,  lady  ,•  dart  thy  skill  at  me  -, 

Bruise  me  with  scorn^  confound  me  with  a 
iioutj 
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Thru^^t  thy  sharp  wit  quite  through  my  ignorance 

Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit  5 
And  I  will  wish  thee  never  more  to  dance, 

Nor  never  more  in  Russian  habit  wait. 

0  !  never  will  I  trust  to  speeches  penn'd. 

Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  school-boy's  tongue 
Nor  never  come  in  visor  to  my  friend  ;^ 

Nor  woo  in  rhyme,  like  a  blind  harper's  sono- 
TafFata  phrases,  silken  terms  precise, 

Three-pil'd  hyperboles,  spruce  affectation. 
Figures  pedantical  5  these  summer-flies 

Have  blown  me  full  of  maggot  ostentation  : 

1  do  forswear  them  :   and  1  here  protest. 

By  this  white  glove,   (how  white  the  hand 
God  knows  ! ) 
Henceforth  my  wooing  mind  shall  be  express'd 

In  russet  yeas,  and  honest  kerccy  noes  : 
And,  to  begin  wench, — so  God  help  me,  la  ! — 
My  love  to  thee  is  sound,  sans  crack  or  flaw. 
Ros.  Sans  sAxNS^  I  pray  you. 
iViron.  Yet  I  liave  a  tricl* 

Of  the  old  rage  : — bear  with  me,  I  am  sick  ; 
I'll  leave  it  by  degrees.     Soft,  let  us  see  ; — 
Y/rite,  Lord  haxe  meraj  on  m-^  on  ihose  three ; 
They  are  infected,  in  their  hearts  it  lies^ 
They  have  the  plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  eyes 
These  lords  are  visited;  you  are  not  free. 
For  the  Lord's  tokens  on  you  do  1  see. 

rrin.  No,  they  are  free,  that  gave  these  token 

to  us. 
Biron,  Our  states  are  forfeit,  seek  not  to  und 

us. 
Ros.  It  is  not  so ;  For  how  can  this  be  true, 
That  you  stand  forfeit,  being  those  that  sue  ? 
Biron.  Peace;  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  v/itl 
you. 

4  Mistress. 
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lias.  Nor  shall  not;,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 

Biron.  Speak  for  yourselves^,  my  wit  is  at  an 
end. 

King,  Teach  lis,  sweet  madam,  for  our  rude 
transgression 
Some  fliir  excuse. 

Vrni.  The  ftirest  is  confession. 

Were  you  not  here,  but  even  now,  disguis'd? 

King,  Madam,  I  was. 

i^rin.  And  were  you  well  advis'd  ? 

King,  I  was,  fair  madam. 

Vrin,  '  When  you  tlicn  were  here. 

What  did  you  whisper  in  your  lady's  ear  ? 

King,  That  more  than  all  the  world  I  did  re- 
spect her. 

Vrin,  When  she  shall  challenge  this,  you  will 
reject  her. 

King.  Upon  mine  honour,  no, 

Frin,  Peace,  peace,  forbear; 

Your  oath  once  broke,  you  force  ^  not  to  forswear. 

King.  Despise  me,  when  1  break  this  oath  of 
mine. 

Vrin,  I  will  3  and  therefore  P:eep  it  :■ — Rosaline, 
Wliat  did  the  Russian  whisper  in  your  ear  ? 

Ros,   Madam,  he  swore,  that  he  did  hold  me 
dear 
As  precious  eye-sight;   and  did  value  me 
Above  this  world  :   adding  thereto,  moreover. 
That  ho  would  wed  me,  or  else  die  my  lover. 

Prin,  God  give  thee  joy  of  him !  the  noble  lord 
Most  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word. 

King,  What  mean  you,  madam  ?  by  my  life, 
my  troth, 
I  never  swore  this  lady  such  an  oath. 

VOL,    IK  z 

5  Make  no  difficulty. 
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Ros,  By  heaven,  you  did;  and  to  confirm  i 
plain, 
You  gave  me  this :  but  take  It^  sir,  again. 
Ki/ig.   My  faith,  and  this,  the  princess  I  dl 


give 


I  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  sleeve. 

Prin,  Pardon  me^  sir,  this  jewel  did  she  wear 
And  lord  Biron,  I  thank  him,  is  my  dear  : — 
What^  will  you  have  me,  or  your  pearl  again  ? 

Biron,  Neither  of  either :  I  remit  both  twain. 
1  see  the  trick  on't , — Here  was  a  consent, ^^ 
(Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment,) 
To  dash  it  like  a  Christmas  comedy : 
Some  carry- tale,  some  please-man^  some  slig 

zany,*^ 
Some  mumble-news,  some  trencher-knight,  so 

Dick,— 

That  smiles  his  cheek  in  years ;  and  knows  the  trie' 
To  make  my  lady  laugh,  when  she's  disposed, — 
Told  our  intents  before  :  which  once  disclos'd. 
The  ladies  did  change  farours  5  and  then  we. 
Following  the  signs,  woo'd  but  the  sign  of  she. 
Now,  to  our  perjury  to  add  more  terror. 
We' are  again  forsworn;  in  will,  and  error. 
Much  upon  this  it  is  : — And  might  not  you, 

[7b  BOYET 
porejtal  our  sport,  to  make  us  thus  untrue  ? 
Do  not  you  know  my  lady's  foot  by  the  squire,* 

And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye  ? 
And  stand  between  her  back,  sir,  and  the  fire. 

Holding  a  trencher,  jesting  merrily  ? 
You  put  our  page  out :  Go,  you  are  allowed ; 
Die  when  you  will,  a  smock  shall  be  your  shrowc 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  ?  there's  an  eye, 
\Vounds  like  a  leaden  sword. 

Bejjct,  Full  merrily 

^  Conspiracy.  7  Buffoon,  ^  Rule. 
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ilath  this  brave  manage,  this  career,  been  run. 
Bu'o/i,  Lo,  he  is  Riting  straight!  Peaces  I  have 
done. 

Enter   Costard. 

fVelcome,  pure  wit!  thou  partest  a  fair  fray. 

Cost,  O  Lord,  sir,  they  would  know, 
Whether  the  three  worthies  shall  come  in,  or  no. 

Biron.  What,  are  there  but  three  ? 

Cost.  No,  sir  5  but  it  is  vara  fine, 

*br  every  one  pursents  three. 

Biron,  And  three  times  thrice  is  nine. 

Cost.  Not  so,  sir;  under  correction,  sir  5  I  hope, 
it  is  not  so  : 
"ou  cannot  beg  us,  sir^  I  can  assure  you^  sir;  we 
,-  know  what  we  know  : 

'hope,  sir,  three  times  thrice,  sir, — 

Biron,  Is  not  nine. 

Cost.  Under  correction,  sir,  we  know  where- 
ntil  it  doth  amount. 

Biroii.  By  Jove,  I  always  took  three  tlirees  for 
nine. 

Cost.  O  Lord,  sir,  it  were  pity  you  should  get 
Dur  living  by  reckoning,  sir. 

Biron.  How  much  is  it  ? 

Cost.  O  Lord,  sir,  the  parties  themselves,  the 
:tors,  sir,  will  show  whereuntil  it  doth  amount : 
•r  my  own  part,  I  am,  as  they  say,  but  to  par- 
ct  one  man, — e'en  one  poor  man  )  Pompion  the 
'eat,  sir. 

Biron.  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies  ? 

Cost.  It  pleased  them,  to  think  me  worthy  of 
s»mpion  the  great :  for  mine  own  part,  I  know 
5t  the  degree  of  the  worthy  3  but  I  am  to  stand 

V  him. 
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Biron.  Go,  bid  them  prepare. 

Cost,  We  will  Uiru  it  finely  oif,  sir  ;  we  will 

take  some  care.  [_Exit  Cosi  aUd. 

King.  Biroii,  they  will  shame  us^  let  them  not 

approach. 

Biron,  We  are  shame-proof,  my  lord  :  and  'tis 
some  policy 
To  have  one  show  worse  than  the  king's  and  his 
company. 
Ktn<r.  I  say.  they  shall  not  come. 
Br  in.  Nay,  my  good  lord^  let  me  o'er-rule  you 
now  5 
That  sport  best  pleases,  that  doth  least  know  how 
Where  zeal  strives  to  content,  and  the  contents 
Die  in  the  zeal  of  them  which  jt  presents. 
Their  form   confounded    makes   most  form    ir 

mirth  5 

When  great  things  labonring  perish  in  their  birth 
Biron .  A  right  description  of  our  sporty  my  lordi 

Enter  Arm  a  do. 

Arm.  Anointed,  I  implore  so  much  expence  o 
th)^  royal  sweet  breath,  as  w^ill  utter  a  brace  o 
words. 

[AiiMADO  converses  with  the  King,  and  deliver 
/tin?  a  paper.'] 

Prin.  Doth  this  man  serve  God  ? 

Biron.  Why  ask  you? 

'Brin.    He   speaks   not  like  a  man   of  God' 
making. 

Arm.  That's  all  one,  my  fair,  sweet,  hone 
monarch :  for,  I  protest,  the  school-master  is  ex 
ceeding  fantastical  j  too,  too  vain  5  too,  too  vairi 
But  we  will  put  it,  as  they  say,  to  Jortuna  dcii 
gmrra.  I  wish  you  the  peace  of  mind,  moi 
royal  coupkment !  [E.nY  Aumaim 
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queror^,  and  afeard  to  speak  !  run  away  for  shame, 
Alisander.  [Natii.  7'etircs.']  There,  an't  shall 
please  you  5  a  foolish  mild  man ;  an  honest  man, 
look  you,  and  soon  dash'd !  He  is  a  marvellous 
good  neighbour,  insooth  5  and  a  very  good  bowler : 
.but,  for  Alisander,  alas,  you  see,  how  'tis; — a 
little  o'erparted  : — But  there  are  worthies  a  coming 
will  speak  their  mind  in  some  other  sort. 
Fnn,  Stand  aside,  good  Pompey, 

Enter  Holofernes  amid,  for  Judas,  andMoin 
arm' d,  for  Hercules. 

JIol.  Oreat  Hercules  is  presented  by  this  imp. 
Whose  club  kiWd  Cerberus^  that  three-headed 
canus ; 
^  And,  when  he  uas  a  babe^  a  child,  a  shrimp. 

Thus  did  he  strangle  serpents  in  his  manus: 
Quoniam,  he  seemeth  in  ininority  ; 
Ergo»,  1  come  with  this  apology, — 
Keep  some  state  in  thy  exit,  and  vanish. 

lEdit  MoTK, 
Hoi.  Jifdas  I  am, — 
Dum,  A  Judas! 
Hal,  Not  Iscariot,  sir. — 
I  Judas  I  am,  yclcped  Machabceus, 

Dnw.  Judas  Machabasus  dipt,  is  plain  Judas. 
Bijxjn.  A  kissing  traitor : — How  art  thou  proV'd 

Judas  ? 
Hoi.  Jndas  I  am, — 
Dum.  The  more  shame  for  you,  Judas. 
Hoi,  What  mean  you,  sir  ? 
Boy€t,  To  make  Judas  hang  himself. 
HoL  Begin,  sir  5  you  are  my  elder. 
Biran,  Well  foUow'd:  Judas  was  hang'd  on  ai> 

elder. 
HoL  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  countenance, 
2 
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Bit  en.  Because  thou  hast  no  face. 
HoL  What  is  this  ? 
Boi/ct,  A  cittern  head. 
Dnm.  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 
Biron,   A  death's  face  in  a  ring. 
Long,  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coin^  scarce 

seen. 
Boi/et.  The  pummel  of  Caesar's  faulchion. 
DirnK  The  carv'd-bone  face  on  a  flask.- 
Biron,   St.  George's  half-cheek  in  a  brooch.^ 
Diim.  Ay,  and  in  a  brooch  of  lead. 
Biron,  Ay y  and  \\'orn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth- 
drawer  : 
And  now^  forward  -,  for  we  have  put  thee  in  coun-' 

tenance. 
Hoi,  You  hove  put  me  out  of  countenance. 
Biron,  P'alse^  we  have  given  thee  faces. 
IJoi.  But  you  have  out-fac'd  them  all. 
Biron,  An  thou  wert  a  lion,  we  would  do  so. 
Bojjvt,  Therefore^  as  he  is,  an  ass,  let  him  go. 
And  so  adieu,  sweet  Jude !  nay,  why  dost  thou 

stay  ? 
Dum,  For  the  latter  end  of  his  name. 
Biron,  For  the  ass  to  the  Jude;  give  it  him:-— 

Jud-as,  away. 
IJoL  This   is   not   generous,   not   gentle,   not 

humble. 
Boijct,  A  light  for  m.onsieur  Judas:  it  grows 

dark,  he  may  stumble, 
Brin,  Alas,   poor  Machaba^uS;.   how  hath   he 

been  baited ! 

^.  A  soldier's  powder-horn. 
^  An  oniamentui  buckle  for  fdstening  hat-bands,  &c. 


Scene  II.  tABOUn's  lost.  ^55 

King,  Here  is  like  to  be  a  good  presence  of 
•worthies:  He  presents  Hector  of  Troy  5  the  swain, 
Pompey  the  great;  tlie  parish  curate,  Alexander  5    ' 
Armado's  page^  Hercules  ^  the  pedant^  Judas  Ma- 
chabaeus. 

And  if  these  four  worthies  in  their  first  show  thrive. 
These  four  will  change  habits,  and  present  the 
other  five. 
Btron,  There  is  five  in  the  first  show. 
King.  You  are  deceived,  'tis  not  so. 
Biron,  The  pedant,  the  braggart,  the  hedge- 
priest,  the  fool,  and  the  boy : — 
Abate  a  throw  at  novum  j"^  and  the  whole  world 

again. 
Cannot  prick '  out  five  such,  take  each  one  in  his 
vein. 
King.  The  ship  is  under  sail,  and  here  she  comes 
amain. 
[^Seafs  brought  for  the  King,  Princess,  <§^c. 

Pageant  of  the  Nine  Worthies, 

Enter  Costakd  orni\l,for  Poinpey. 

Cost.  /  Pompey  am^ 

Boi/et.  You  lie,  you  are  not  he. 

Cost.  /  Pojnpey  am, 

Boyet,  With  libbard's  head  on  knee. 

Biron.  Well  said,  old  mockery  I  must  needs  be 

friends  with  thee. 
Cost.   I  Pompey  am,  Pompey  suvnani'd  the  hig,-^ 
Du?n.  The  great. 

Cost,  It  is  great,  sir  3 — Pompey  sitrnanid  the 
great; 
That  oft  in  fields  xcith  targe  and  shield^  did  make 
my  foe  to  sweat  : 
z  3 
5  A  game  with  dic<^.  ■  Pick  out* 
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And,  travelling  along  this  coast,  I  here  am  come 

by  chance; 
And  lay  my  arms  before  the  legs  of  this  sxveet  lass 

.of  France. 
If  your  ladyship  would  say.  Thanks,  Pompey,  I 
had  done. 
Prin.  Great  thanks,  great  Pompey. 
Cost,  'Tis  not  so  much  worth  5  but,  I  hope,  I 
was  perfect :  I  made  a  little  fault  in,  great, 

Biron.  My  hat  to  a  halfpenny,  Pompey  proves 
the  best  worthy. 

Enter  Nathaniel  arm'd,for  Alexander. 

Nath.  When  in  the  world  I  liv'd,  I  was  the 
iDorld'^s  commander  ; 
By  east,  ivcsty  north,  and  south,  I  spread  my  cou'- 

quering  inight : 
My  ^scutcheon  plain  declares^  that  I  am  Alisander. 
Boyet.  Your  nose  says,  no,  you  are  not;  for  it 

stands  too  right. 
Biron,    Your  nose  smells,  no,  in  this,  most 

tender- smelling  knight. 
Prin,   The  conqueror  is   dismayed:    Proceed, 

good  Alexander. 
Nath*  When  in  the  world  I  liv'd,  I  was  the 

world's  commander ;-^'' 
Boyet.  Most  true,  'tis  right ;  you  were  so,  Ali- 

Sander. 
Biron.  Pompey  the  great. 
Cost.  Your  servant,  and  Costard. 

Biron.  Take  away  the  conqueror,  take  away 
Alisander. 

Cost.  O,  sir,  [To  Nath.]  you  have  overthrown 
Alisander  the  conqueror !  You  will  be  scraped  out 
of  the  painted  cloth  for  this :  your  lion,  that  holds 
his  poll-ax  sitting  on  a  close-stool,  will  be  given 
to  A-jax;  he  will  be  the  ninth  worthy.    A  con- 
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Enter  Arm  a  do  aririd,for  Hector. 

Biron,   Hide  thy  head,  Achilles  5  here  comes 
Hector  in  arms. 

Dam,  Though  my  mocks  come  home  by  me,  I 
will  now  be  merry. 

King,  Hector  was  but  a  Trojan  in  respect  of 
this. 

Boycf,  But  is  this  Hector  ? 

Dim,    I   think.    Hector    was    not   so  clean* 
timber'd. 

Long.  His  leg  is  too  big  for  Hector, 

Vum.  More  calf,  certain. 

Boijet.  No;  he  is  best  indued  in  the  small.. 

Biron,  This  cannot  be  Hector. 

Dum,    He*s  a  god  or  a  painter ;  for  he  makes 
faces. 

Arm.  The  armipotcnt  Mars^  of  lances^  the  aU 
migkfi/. 
Gave  Hector  a  gift, — 

D7/W.  A  gilt  nutmeg. 

Blron,  A  lemon. 

Long,  Stuck  with  cloves. 

Dum.  No,  cloven. 

Arm.  Peace. 
The  armipotcnt  Mars,  of  lances  the  ahnghty^ 

Gate  Hector  a  glfty  the  heir  of  I  lion ; 
A  man  so  brcath\l,  that  certain  he  nouldfight,  yc(t 

Trom  morn  till  nighty  out  of  his  pavilion. 
I  am  thatjioiver, — 

Dum.  That  mint. 

Long.  That  columbine. 

Ar?n.  Sweet  lord  Longaville,  rein  thy  tongue. 

Long,  I  must  ratlier  give  it  the  rein  5  {qv  it  runs 
against  Hector, 

4  Lance- men  J 
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Du?n,  Ay^  and  Hector's  a  greyhound. 

Arm,  The  sweet  war-man  is  dead  and  rotten  j 
sweet  chucks^  beat  not  the  bones  of  the  buried  : 
when  he  breath'd^  he  was  a  man — But  I  will  for- 
ward with  my  device:  Sweet  royalty,  [to  the 
trincess.]  bestow  on  me  the  sense  of  hearing. 

[BiRON  whispers  Costard. 

Pm.  Speak,  brave  Hector^  we  are  much  de- 
lighted. 

Arm,  I  do  adore  thy  sweet  grace's  slipper, 

Boi/et.  Loves  her  by  the  foot. 

Dum,  He  may  not  by  tlie  yard. 

Arm.  This  Hector  far  surmounted  Hannibal,-^ 

Cost.  The  party  is  gone,  fellow  Hector,  she  is 
gone  5  she  is  two  months  on  her  way. 

Arm.  What  meanest  thou  ? 

Cost.  Faith,  unless  you  play  the  honest  Trojan, 
the  poor  wench  is  cast  away:  she's  quick j  the 
child  brags  in  her  belly  already  5  'tis  yours. 

Arm.   Dost  thou  infamonize  me  among  poten* 
tates  ?  thou  shalt  die. 

Cost.  Then  shall  Hector  be  whipped,  for  Jaque- 
netta  that  is  quick  by  him}  and  hang'd^  for  Pom- 
pey  that  is  dead  by  him. 

Du?n.  Most  rare  Pompey  ! 

Boyet.  Renowned  Pompey ! 

Biro?},  Greater  than  great,  great,  great,  great 
Pompe}^ !  Pompey  tlie  huge  ! 

Dim.  Hector  trembles. 

Biron,  Pompey  is  mov'd  : — More  Ates,^  more 
Ates  ;  stir  them  on !  stir  them  on  ! 

Dum.  Hector  will  challenge  him. 

Biron.  Ay,  if  he  have  no  more  man's  blood  in's 
belly  than  will  sup  a  Ilea.  - 

Arm.  By  the  north  pole,  I  do  challenge  thee, 

5  Ate  was  the  goddess  of  discord. 
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Cost,  I  will  not  figirt  with  a  pole,  like  a  northern 
man  y'  V\\  slash  ;  Til  do  it  by  the  sword  : — I  pray 
you,  let  me  borrow  my  arms  again. 

D-wn.  Room  for  the  incensed  worthies. 

Co.sf*  I'll  do  it  in  my  shirt.  . 

Du?n,  Most  resolute  Ponipey ! 

Moth.  Master,  let  me  take  you  a  button-hole 
lower.  Do  you  not  see,  Pompey  is  uncasing  for 
the  combat  ?  What  mean  you  ?  you  will  lose  your 
reputation. 

Arm.  Gentlemen,  and  soldiers,  pardon  me;  I 
will  not  combat  in  my  shirt. 

Dum,  You  m.ay  not  deny  it ;  Pompey  hath  made 
the  challenge. 

Arm.  Sweet  bloods,  I  both  may  and  will. 

Blron.  What  reason  have  you  for't  ? 

Arm,  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  shirty 
I  go  woolward "  for  penance. 

Boyef.  True,  and  it  was  enjoin'd  him  in  Rome 
for  want  of  linen  :  since  when,  I'll  be  sworn,  he 
wore  none,  but  a  dish-clout  of  Jaquenetta's  3  anci 
^bat  'a  wears  next  his  heart,  for  a  favour. 

Enter  Mercade, 

jSIcr,  God  save  you,  madam ! 

Vrhi,  Welcom.e,  Mercade; 
But  that  thou  interrupt'st  our  merriment. 

Mer,  I  am  sorry,  madam  5  for  the  news  I  brings 
Is  heavy  in  my  tongue.     The  king  your  father — » 

Frin.  Dead,  for  my  life. 

Mer,  Even  so  ;  my  tale  is  told.. 

Biroii.  Worthies,  away;  the  scene  begins  to 
rcloud. 

I    Arm,  For  mine  own  part,  I  breathe  free  breath ; 
I  have  seen  the  day  of  wrong  through  the  little 

^  A  clown. 
7  Clothed  in  wool,  without  linen. 
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hole  of  discretion,  and  I  will  right  myself  like  a 
soldier.  [^Eixunt  Wortldta. 

King,  How  fares  your  majesty  ? 

Vrin.  Boyet,  prepare ;  I  will  away  lo-nlght. 

King,    Madam,  not  soj  I  do  beseech  }ou,  stay, 

P;///.  Prepare,  I  say. — I  thank  you,  gracious|| 
lords,  11 

For  all  your  fair  endeavours ;  and  entreat. 
Out  of  a  new-sad  soul,  that  you  vouchsafe 
In  your  rich  wisdom,  to  excuse,  or  hide. 
The  liberal^  opposition  of  our  spirits  : 
If  over-boldly  we  have  borne  ourselves 
In  the  converse  of  breath,  your  gentleness 
Was  guilty  of  it. — Farewell,  wortljy  lord  ! 
A  heavy  heart  bears  not  an  humble  tongue : 
Excuse  me  so,  coming  so  siiort  of  thanks 
For  my  great  suit  so  easily  obtain'd. 

King,  The  extreme  parts  of  time  extremely 
form 
All  causes  to  the  piu'pose  of  iiis  speed  -, 
And  often,  at  his  \e\'y  loose,  decides 
That  which  long  process  could  not  arbitrate  : 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  progeny 
Forbid  the  smiling  courtesy  of  love. 
The  holy  suit  which  fain  it  would  convince  y 
Yet,  since  love's  argument  \vas  lirst  on  foot^ 
Let  not  the  cloud  of  sorrow  justle  it 
From  what  it  purpos'd  5  since,  to  wail  friends  lost 
Is  not  by  mnch  so  wliolesome,  prohtable. 
As  to  rejoice  at  friends  but  newly  found. 

Frin.  I  understand  you   not;    my   griefs   an 
double. 

Biron,  Honest  plain  words  best  pierce  the  eai 
of  grief; — 
And  by  these  badges  understand  the  king. 

8  Free  to  excess- 
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For  your  fair  sakes  have  we  neglected  time, 
Play'd  foul  play  with  our  oaths  ;    your  beauty, 

ladies. 
Hath  much  deformed  us,  fashioning  our  humours 
Even  to  the  opposed  end  of  our  intents  : 
And  what  in  us  hatli  seem'd  ridiculous, — 
As  love  is  full  of  UMbefitting  strains; 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  skipping,  and  vain ; 
Forni'd  by  the  eye,  and,  therefore,  like  the  eye 
Full  of  strange  shapes,  of  habits,  and  of  forms. 
Varying  in  subjects  as  the  eye  doth  roll 
To  every  varied  object  in  his  glance  • 
Which  party-coated  presence  of  loose  love 
Put  on  by  us,  if,  in  your  heavenly  eyes. 
Have  misbecora'd  our  oaths  and  gravities. 
Those  heavenly  eyes,  that  look  into  these  faults. 
Suggested'^  us  to  make  :  Therefore,  ladies. 
Our  love  being  yours,  the  error  that  love  makes 
Is  likewise  yours  :  we  to  ourselves  prove  false. 
By  being  once  false  for  ever  to  be  true 
To  those  that  make  us  both, — fair  ladies,  you  : 
And  even  that  flilsehood,  in  itself  a  sin 
Thus  purifies  itself,  and  turns  to  grace. 

rrht.    We  have  receiv'd  your  letters,  full  of 
love ; 
Your  favours,  the  embassadors  of  love ; 
And,  in  our  maiden  council,  rated  them 
At  courtship,  pleasant  jest,  and  courtesy. 
As  bombast,  and  as  lining  to  the  time  : 
But  more  devout  than  this,  in  our  respects, 
flave  we  not  been  ;  and  tlierefore  met  your  loves 
m  their  own  fashion^  like  a  merriment. 

Dam.  Our  letters,  madam.,  showed  much  more 
than  jest. 

Lo^g.  So  did  our  looks.  ^ 

VOL,  II.  A   A 
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Ros.  We  did  not  quote'  them  so, 

King.  Now,  at  the  latest  minute  of  the  hour. 
Grant  us  your  loves, 

Piin.  A  time,  methinks,  too  short 

To  make  a  world-without-end  bargain  in  : 
No,  no,  my  lord,  your  grace  is  perjur'd  much. 
Full  of  dear  guiltiness  5  and,  therefore  this,— 
If  for  my  love  (as  there  is  no  such  cause) 
You  will  do  aught,  this  shall  you  do  for  me : 
Your  oath  I  will  not  trust ;  but  go  with  speed 
To  some  forlorn  and  naked  hermitage. 
Remote  from  all  the  pleasures  of  the  world  5 
There  stay,  until  the  twelve  celestial  signs 
Have  brought  about  their  annual  reckoning : 
If  this  austere  insociable  life 
Change  no4:  your  offer  made  in  heat  of  blood ; 
If  frosts,  and  fasts,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  weeds, 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  blossoms  of  your  love. 
But  that  it  bear  this  trial,  and  last  love  5 
Then,  at  the  expiration  of  the  year,  ^^ 

Come  challenge,  challenge  me  by  these  deserts. 
And,  by  this  virgin  palm,  now  kissing  thine, 
I  will  be  thine  ;  and,  till  that  instant,  shut 
My  woeful  self  up  in  a  mourning  house  5 
Raining  the  tears  of  lamentation. 
For  the  remembrance  of  my  father's  death. 
Jf  this  thou  do  deny,  let  our  hands  part  j 
Neither  in  titled  in  the  other's  heart. 

Ki?ig,  If  this,  or  more  than  this,  I  would  denJ 

To  flatter  up  these  powers  of  mine  with  resi 

The  sudden  hand  of  death  close  up  mine  eye  ! 

Hence  ever  then  my  heart  is  in  thy  breast.  ,| 

Birbn.  And  what  to  me,  my  love  ?  and  whi! 

to  me  ? 
ilos»  You  must  be  purged  too,  your  sins  ai 
rank  -,  \ 

«  Regard,  ^  Clothing. 
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You  are  attaint  with  faults  and  perjury  5 
Therefore,  if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A.  twelvemonth  shall  you  spend,  and  never  rest. 
But  seek  the  weary  beds  of  people  sick. 
*    Dim.   But  what  to  me,  my  love  ?  but  what  to 
me? 

Kath.    A  wife! — A  beard,   fair  health,   and 
honesty  5 
With  three-fold  love  I  wish  you  all  these  three, 

Dum,  O,  shall  I  say,  I  thank  you,  gentle  wife? 

Kath.  Not  so,  my  lord  3^ — a  twelvemonth  and  ^ 
day 
rU  mark  no  words  that  smooth-fac'd  wooers  say ; 
Come  when  the  king  doth  to  my  lady  come. 
Then,  if  I  have  much  love,  I'll  give  you  some. 

Dim.  I'll  serve  thee  true  and  faithfully  till  then. 

Kath.   Yet  swear  not^  lest  you  be  forsworn 
again. 

Long.  What  says  Maria  ? 

Mar.  At  the  twelvemonth's  end> 

I'll  change  my  black  gown  for  a  faithful  friend. 
>  Long.  V\l  stay  wi3i  patience;  but  the  time  is 
long. 

Mar.   The  liker  you ;  few  taller  are  so  young. 

Biron.  Studies  my  lady?  mistress  look  on  me^ 
Behold  the  window  of  my  heart,  mine  eye. 
What  humble  suit  attends  thy  answer  there ) 
Impose  some  service  on  me  for  tliy  love. 

Ros,  Oft  have  I  heard  of  you,  my  lord  Biron, 
Before  I  saw  you :  and  the  world's  large  tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks  3 
Full  of  comparisons  and  wounding  flouts  3 
Which  you  on  all  estates  will  execute, 
That  lie  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit : 
To  weed  this  wormwood  from  your  fruitful  brainy 
And,  therewithal^  to  win  me^  if  you  please, 

A  A  2 
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(Without  the  which  I  am  not  to  be  won,) 
You  shall  tliis  twelvemonth  term  from  day  to  day 
Visit  the  speechless  sick,  and  still  converse 
With  groaning  wretches  5  and  your  task  shall  be. 
With  all  tlie  tierce^  endeavour  of  your  wit^ 
To  enforce  tlae  pained  impotent  to  smile. 

Bir07i.   To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  tliroat  of 
death? 
It  cannot  be  5  it  is  impossible : 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  soul  in  agony. 

Ros.  Why>  that's  the  way  to  choke  a  gibing 
spirit, 
Wliose  influence  is  begot  of  that  loose  grace. 
Which  shallow  laughing  hearers  give  to  fools : 
A  jest's  prosperity  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  tliat  makes  it :   then,  if  sickly  ears, 
Deaf'd  with  the  clamours  of  their  own  dear** 

groans. 
Will  hear  your  idle  scorns,  continue  then. 
And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  fault  witlial ; 
But,  if  they  will  not,  throw  away  that  spirit. 
And  I  shall  find  you  empty  of  that  fault. 
Right  joyful  of  your- reformation. 

Jiiron.  A  twelvemonth  ?  well,  befal  what  will 
befiil, 
rU  jest  a  twelvemonth  in  an  hospital. 

Friji.  Ay,  sweet  my  lord ;  and  so  I  take  my 
leave.  ITo  the  King, 

King,  No,  madam :  we  will  bring  you  on  your 
way. 

Biron.  Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old 
play  5 
Jack  hath  not  Jill :  these  ladies*  courtesy 
Might  well  have  made  our  sport  a  comedy. 

3  Vehement.  4  Immediate. 
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King.  Come,  sir,  it  wants  a  twelvemonth  and 
a  day, 
Ind  then  'twill  end. 
I>uon.  That's  too  long  for  a  play* 

Enter  Arm  a  do. 

Arm.  Sweet  majesty,  vouchsafe  me, — 

Prin.  Was  not  tliat  Hector  ? 

Dian.  The  worthy  knight  of  Troy, 

Arm.  I  will  kiss  thy  royal  finger,  and  take 
eave  :  I  am  a  votary;  I  have  vowed  to  Jaque- 
letta  to  hold  the  plough  for  her  sweet  love  three 
'ears.  But,  most  esteemed  greatness,  will  you 
lear  the  dialogue  that  the  two  learned  men  have 
compiled,  in  praise  of  the  owl  and  the  cuckoo  ? 
t  should  have  followed  in  the  end  of  our  show. 
•  King.  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  so. 

Arm,  Holla!  approach. 

Enter  Holofernes,  Natiiaxiel,  Moth, 
"^  Costard,  and  others. 

Phis  side  is  Hiems,  winter;  this  Ver,  the  spring 5 
he  one  maintain'd  by  the  owl,  the  other  by  the 
;uckoo,     Ver,  begin. 

SONG. 

5pi  ing.  When  daisies  pied,  and  violets  blue, 
And  Indy-smocks  all  silver-white. 
And  cuckoo-buds  of  yellow  hue. 

Do  paint  the  meadoxvs  ivith  delight. 
The  cuckoo  then,  on  every  tree, 
Mocks  viarried  wen,  for  thus  sings  he. 

Cuckoo ; 
Cuckoo,  cuckoo^ — 0  word  of  fear  ^ 
Unpleasing  to  a  warried  ear  J 
A  A  3 
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U. 

When  Shepherds  pipe  on  oaten  straws. 
And  merry  larks  are  ploughmen's  docks, 
^      When  turtles  tread,  and  rooks,  and  daws. 
And  maidens  bleach  their  summer  smocks^ 
The  cuckoo  then,  on  every  tree. 
Mocks  married  men,  for  thus  sijigs  he. 

Cuckoo  ; 
Cuckoo,  cuckoo, — 0  word  of  fear, 
Unpleasing  to  a  married  ear  ! 

III. 

Winter*  When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall. 

And  Dick  the  shepherd  blows  his  nail^ 
And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall, 

And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail. 
When  blood  is  nipp'd,  and  ways  befoul. 
Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl, 

To'who; 
Tu*whit,  tO'WhOy  a  merry  7iote^ 
While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel^  the  pot. 

IV. 

IVlien  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow, 

And  coughing  drowns  the  parson's  saWp 
And  birds  sit  brooding  in  the  snow. 

And  Marian's  ?iose  looks  red  and  raw^ 
When  roasted  crabs  ^*  hiss  in  the  bowl, 
'  Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owly 
To'Who  ; 
To^whit,  to*who,  a  merry  note. 
While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel  thepotr, 

S  CooU  ^  Wild  apples, 
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Arm.  The  words  of  Mercury  are  harsh  after  the 

songs  of  Apollo.    You,  that  way 3  we,  this  way, 

lExeunt. 

In  this  play,  which  all  the  editors  have  concurred  to 
censure,  and  some  have  rejected  as  unworthy  of  our  poet, 
it  must  be  confessed  that  there  are  many  passages  mean, 
childish,  and  vulgar ;  and  some  which  ought  not  to  have 
been  exhibited,  as  we  are  told  they  were,  to  a  maiden 
queen.  But  there  are  scattered  through  the  whole  many 
sparks  of  genius ;  nor  is  there  any  play  that  has  more  evi- 
dent nKiFks  of  th«  hand  of  Shakspeare.  Johnson, 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED 


*    \   suitors  to  Fortia, 


Duke  of  Venice. 

Prince  of  Morocco^ 

Prince  of  Arr agony 

Antonio,  the  Merchant  of  Venice 

Bassanio,  his  friend. 

Salanio,    ") 

Salarino,   >  friends  to  Antonio  and  Bassanio^ 

Gratiano,  j 

Lorenzo,  in  love  xcith  Jessica. 

Shylock,  a  Jexvm 

Tubal,  a  Jew,  his  friend. 

Launcelot  Gobbo,  a  downy  servant  to  Shyloclu 

Old  Gobbo,  father  to  Launcelot, 

Salerio,  a  messenger  from  Venice. 

Leonardo,  servant  to  Bassanio. 

??^i^!f^'  J  servants  to  Portia. 
btephano,    3 

Portia,  a  rich  heiress. 
Nerissa,  her  waiting-maid. 
Jessica,  daughter  to  Shi/lock. 

MagnrficQes  of  Venice,    Ojjiccrs  of  the  Court  qf 
Justice,  Jailer,  Servants,  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENEy  partly  at  Venice,  and  partly  at  Belmont^ 
the  Seat  of  Portia,  on  the  Continent. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  L    Venice,    A  Street . 

Inter  Antonio^  Salarino,  and  Salanio, 

Antonio, 

K  sooth^  I  knov/  not  why  I  am  so  sad  5 
:t  wearies  me ;  you  say^  it  wearies  you  ; 
;  But  how  I  caught  it^  found  it,  or  came  by  it. 
What  stuff  'tis  made  ot)  whereof  it  is  born, 
I  am  to  learn,3 

And  such  a  want- wit  sadness  makes  of  me. 
That  I  have  much  ado  to  know  myself. 

Salar,  Your  mind  is  tossing  on  the  ocean; 
There,  w^iere  your  argosies '  with  portly  sail,-* 
Like  signiors  and  rich  burghers  of  the  flood. 
Or,  as  it  were  the  pageants  of  the  sea,— »- 
Do  overpeer  the  petty  traffickers. 
That  curt'sy  to  them  reverence. 
As  they  fly  by  them  with  their  woven  wings. 

Sal  an.  Believe  me,  sir,  had  I  such  venture  forth. 
The  better  part  of  my  affections  would 
Be  with  my  hopes  abroad.     I  should  be  stiU 
Plucking  the  grass,  to  know  where  sits  the  wind; 
Peering  in  maps,  for  ports,  and  p'.ers,  and  roads  j 
And  every  object,  that  might  make  me  fear 
Misfortune  to  my  ventures,  out  of  doubt. 
Would  make  me  sad. 

»  Ships  of  Urge  burthen. 
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Sa/ar.  My  wind,  cooling  my  brotl: 

Would  blow  nie  to  an  ague,  when  I  thought 
What  harm  a  wind  too  great  might  do  at  sea, 
I  should  not  see  the  sandy  hour-glass  run, 
Eut  I  should  think  of  shallows  and  of  fiats; 
And  see  my  wealthy  Andrew  docked  in  sand. 
Vailing^  her  high- top  lower  than  her  ribs. 
To  kiss  her  burial.     Should  I  go  to  church. 
And  see  the  holy  edifice  of  stone. 
And  not  bethink  me  straight  of  dangerous  rocks 
Vv'hich  touching,  but  my  gentle  vessel's  side. 
Would  scatter  all  her  spices  on  the  stream ; 
Enrobe  the  roaring  waters  with  my  silks  ; 
And,  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this, 
And  now  wortli  nothing  ?  Shall  I  have  the  though 
To  tliink  on  this  :  and  shall  I  lack  the  thought. 
That  such  a  thing,  bechanc'd,  would  make  m( 

sad  ? 
But,  tell  not  me^  I  know,  Antonio 
Is  sad  to  think  upon  bis  merchandize. 

Jnf,  Believe  me,  no  :  I  thank  my  fortune  fof  it! 
My  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottom  trusted. 
Nor  to  one  place  j  nor  is  my  whole  estate 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  present  year  : 
Therefore,  my  merchandize  makes  me  not  sad. 

Sa/an,  Why  then  you  are  in  love. 

^nt.  Fye,  fye ! 

Salcin.  Not  in  love  neither?  Then  let's  say,  youi 
are,  sad,  • 
Because  you  are  not  merry  :  and  'twere  as  easy 
For  you,  to  laugh,    and  leap,  and  say,  you  are 

merry. 
Because  you  are  not  sad.     Now,  by  Iwo-headedi 

Janus, 
Nature  hath  fram'd  strange  fellows  in  her  time 


*  Lowering, 
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Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes. 

And  laugh,  hke  parrots,  at  a  bag-piper  3 

And  other  of  such  vinegar  aspect. 

That  they'll  not  show  their  teeth  in  v^^ay  of  smile. 

Though  Nestor  swear  the  jest  be  laughable. 

Enter  Bassanio,  Lorenzo,  and  Gratiano. 

Salan.  Here  comes  Bassanio,  your  most  noble 
kinsman, 
Gratiano,  and  Lorenzo  :   Fare  you  well  5 
^  We  leave  you  now  with  better  company. 

Scdar,   I  would  have  staid  till  I  had  made  you 
merry. 
If  worthier  friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

Ant.  Your  worth  is  very  dear  in  my  regard. 
I  take  it,  your  own  business  calls  on  you. 
And  you  embrace  the  occasion  to  depart. 
Salar,  Good  morrow,  my  good  lords. 
Bass,  Good  signiors  both,  when  shall  we  laugh  ? 
Say,  when  ? 
You  grow  exceeding  strange  :  Must  it  be  so  ? 
!Saiar,  We'll   make  our  leisures  to  attend  on 
yours. 

[^Exeunt  Sal  a  ring  and.  Salanto, 
Lor.  My  lord  Bassanio,  since  you  have  found 
^\ntonio. 
We  two  will  leave  you  :  but,  at  dinner  time, 
I  pray  you,  have  in  mind  where  we  must  meet, 
Bitss.  I  will  not  fail  vou. 
Grci.  You  look  not  well,  signior  Antonio  ; 
You  have  too  much  respect  upon  the  world : 
They  lose  it,  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care. 
Believe  me,  you  are  marvellously  chang'd. 

Ant,  I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Gra- 
tiano ; 
A  stage,  where  every  man  must  play  a  part, 

\'QL.   il.  B  B 
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And  mine  a  sad  one. 

Ora.  Let  me  play  the  Fool : 

Wit.li  mirth  jmd  laughter  let  old  wrinkles  come; 
And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  with  wine. 
Than  my  heart  cool  with  mortiiying  groans. 
Wliy  should  a  man,  whose  blood  is  warm  witliin. 
Sit  like  his  graiidsire  cut  in  alabaster? 
Sleep  when  he  wakes?  and  creep  into  the  jaundice 
E}^  being  peevish  r  I  tell  thee  what,  Antonio, — 
J  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  love  that  speaks  3 — 
There  are  a  sort  of  men,  whose  visages 
Do  cream  and  mantle,  like  a  standing  pond ; 
And  do  a  wiifal  stillness  ^  entertain, 
"With  purpose  to  be  dress'd  in  an  opinion 
Of  wisdom,  gravity,  profound  conceit  -, 
As  who  should  say,  I  am  Sir  Oracle y 
Auf^ ,  n'he?i  I  ope  ;?///  lip.s^  let  no  do^  bark! 
O,  my  Antonio,  I  do  know  of  these. 
That  therefore  only  are  reputed  wise. 
For  saying  nothing  ;  who,  I  am  very  sure, 
If  they  should  speak,  would  almost  damn  those 

ears, 
Which,  hearing  them,  would  call  tlieir  brothers, 

fools, 
ril  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time  : 
But  fish  not,  with  this  melancholy  bait. 
For  this  fool's  gudgeon,  this  opinion. — 
Come,  good  Lorenzo: — Fare  ye  well,  awhile; 
I'll  end  my  exhortation  after  dinner. 

Lor.   Well,  we  will  leave  you  then  till  dinner- 
time : 
I  must  be  one  of  these  same  dumb  wise  men. 
For  G  rati  an  o  never  let*,  me  speak. 

Gra,  Well,  keep  me  company  but  two  years 
more, 

3  Obstinate  silence. 
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Thou  shalt  not  know  the  sounJ  of  thine  own 


tongue. 


Ant,  Farewell :  I'll  grow  a  talker  for  th'ui  gear. 

Gra,  Thanks^  i'taith  3  for  silence  i^>  only  com- 
mendable 
In  a  neat's  tongue  dried,  and  a  maid  not  vendible, 
[  Ext'un  t  G  H  A  T 1 A  N  o  and  L  0  ii  e  n  z  o . 

Ant.  Is  that  any  thing  now  } 

Bass,  Gratiano  speaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing, 
more  than  any  man  in  all  Venice  :  His  reasons 
are  as  two  grains  of  wheat  hid  in  two  bushels  of 
chaff;  you  shall  SQek  all  day  ere  you  find  them 5 
and,  when  you  have  them^  they  are  not  worth  the 
search. 

Ant.  Well ;  tell  me  now,  what  lady  is  this  same 
To  whom  you  swore  a  secret  pilgrimage. 
That  you  to-day  promis'd  to  tell  me  of  ? 

Bass,  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  Antonio^ 
How  much  I  liave  disabled  mine  estate, 
Ey  something  showing  a  more  swelling  port 
Than  my  faint  means  would  grant  continuance  : 
Nor  do  I  now  make  moan  to  be  abridg'd 
From  such  a  noble  rate  j  but  my  chief  care 
Is,  to  come  fairly  off  from  the  great  debts. 
Wherein  my  time,  something  too  prodigal, 
Hath  left  me  gaged  :  To  you,  Antonio, 
I  owe  the  most,  in  money,  and  in  love  -, 
And  from  your  love  I  have  a  rvarranty 
To  unburthen  all  my  plots,  and  purposes^ 
How  to  get  clear  of  all  the  debts  1  owe. 

Ant.  1  pray  you,  good  Eassanio,  let  me  know  it  j 
And,  if  it  stand,  as  you  yourself  still  do^ 
Within  the  eye  of  honour,  be  assur'd. 
My  purse,  my  i)erson,  my  exUemest  means. 
Lie  all  unlock'd  to  your  occasions. 
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Bass,  In  my  school-days,  when  I  had  lost  one 
shait, 
I  shot  his  fellow  of  the  self-same  flight 
The  self-same  way,  with  more  advised  watch. 
To  hnd  the  other  forth  ;  and  by  advent'ring  both, 
I  oft  found  both  :  I  urge  this  childhood  proof, 
Because  what  follows  is  pure  innocence. 
I  owe  you  much  ;  and,  like  a  wilful  youth. 
That  which  I  owe  is  lost :  but  if  you  please 
To  shoot  another  arrow  that  self  way 
Which  you  did  shoot  the  first,  I  do  not  doubt. 
As  I  will  watch  the  aim,  or  to  find  both. 
Or  bring  your  latter  hazard  back  again. 
And  thankfully  rest  debtor  for  the  first. 

Ant.  You  know  me  well  3  and  herein  spend 
but  time, 
To  wind  about  my  love  with  circumstance; 
And,  out  of  doubt,  you  do  me  now  more  wrong, 
Jn  making  question  of  my  uttermost. 
Than  if  you  had  made  waste  of  all  I  have : 
Then  do  but  say  to  me  what  I  should  do. 
That  in  your  knowledge  may  by  me  be  done. 
And  I  am  prest-*  unto  it :  therefore,  speak. 

Bass,  In  Belmont  is  a  lady  richly  left. 
And  she  is  fair,  and,  fairer  than  that  word. 
Of  wond'rous  virtues  3  sometimes  ^  from  her  eyes 
I  did  receive  fair  speechless  messages  : 
Her  name  is  Portia  5  nothing  undervalued 
To  Cato's  daughter,  Brutus'  Portia. 
Nor  is  the  wide  world  ignorant  of  her  worth  j 
For  the  four  winds  blow  in  from  every  coast 
Renowned  suitors  :  and  her  sunny  locks 
Hang  on  her  temples  like  a  golden  fleece  ; 
Which  makes  her  seat  of  Belmont,  Colchos* 
strand, 

^  Ready.  5  Tormef^y. 
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And  many  Jason s  come  in  quest  of  hen 

0  my  Antonio,  had  I  but  the  means 
To  hold  a  rival  place  with  one  of  them, 

1  have  a  mind  presages  me  such  thrift. 
That  T  should  questionless  be  fortunate. 

AjU.  Thou  know'st,  that  all  my  fortunes  are  at 
sea  5 
Nor  have  I  money,  nor  commodity 
To  raise  a  present  sum  :  therefore  go  forth. 
Try  what  my  credit  can  in  Venice  do , 
That  shall  be  rack'd,  even  to  tlie  uttermost, 

'  To  furnish  thee  to  Belmont,  to  fair  Portia. 
Go,  presently  inquire,  and  so  will  I, 

"-Where  money  is ;  and  1  no  question  make. 
To  have  it  of  my  trust,  or  for  my  sake.    ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Belmont.     A  Room  m  Portia's  House. 

Enter  Pohti.\  and  Nerissa. 

For.  By  my  troth,  Nerissa,  my  little  body  is  a- 
weary  of  this  great  world. 

Ner,  You  would  be,  sweet  madam,  if  your 
miseries  were  in  the  same  abundance  as  your 
good  fortunes  are :  And,  }  et,  for  aught  I  see, 
they  are  as  sick,  that  surfeit  with  too  much,  as 
tliey  that  starve  with  nothing:  It  is  no  mean  hap- 
piness therefore,  to  be  seated  in  the  mean  ;  super- 
fluity comes  sooner  by  white  hairs,  but  compe- 
tency lives  longer. 

For,  Good  sentences,  and  well  pronounced. 

Ner.  They  would  be  better,  if  well  followed. 

For,  If  to  do  were  as  easy  as  to  know  what 
were  good  to  do,  chapels  had  been  churches,  and 
foor  men's  cottages^    princes'   palaces.     It  is  a 
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good  divine  that  fallows  liis  own  instructions  i  I, 
can  easier  teach  twenty  what  were  good  to  be 
done,  than  be  one  of  the  twenty  to  follow  mine 
own  teaching.  The  brain  may  devise  laws  for  the 
blood  J  but  a  hot  temper  leaps  over  a  cold  decree: 
such  a  hare  is  nxadness  the  youth,  to  skip  o'er  the 
meshes  of.  good  counsel  the  cripple.  But  this 
teasoning  is  not  in  the  fashion  to  choose  me  a 
husband : — O  nie,  the  word  ch,oose !  I  may  neither 
choose  whom  I  would,  nor  refuse  whom  I  dislike 5 
so  is  the  will  of  a  living  daughter  curb'd  by  Xhtd 
will  of  a  dead  father  : — Is  it  not  hard,  Nerissa, 
that  I  cannot  ciioose  one,  nor  refuse  none  ? 

Nci\  Your  father  was  ever  virtuous  ;  and  holy 
men,  at  their  deaths  have  good  inspirations  5 
therefore,  the  lottery,  tliat  he  hath  devised  in 
these  three  chests,  of  gold,  silver,  and  lead,  (where- 
of who  chooses  his  meaning,  chooses  you,)  will, 
no  doubt,  never  be  chosen  by  any  rightly,  but 
one  who  you  shall  rightly  love.  But  what  warmth 
is  tliere  in  your  atiection  towards  any  of  these 
princely  suitors  that  are  already  come  ? 

Poi\  I  pray  thee,  over-name  them  3  and  as 
thou  namest  tiiem,  I  \\\\\  describe  them ;  and, 
according  to  my  description,  level  at  my  affection 

Ner,  Firsr,  "^here  is  the  Neapolitan,  prince. 

For,  Ay,  that  s  a  colt,''  indeed,,  for  he  doth 
nothing  but  talk  of  his  horse  3  and  he  makes  it  a 
great  appropriation  to  his  own  good  parts,  that  he 
can  shoe  him  himself:  i  am  much  afraid,  my  lady 
his  mother  played  false  with  a  smith,. 

JSer,  Then,  is  there  the  county  '  Palatine. 

Par,  He  doth  nothing  but  frown  3  as  who 
should  say.  An  if  you  uill  not  /me  wc,  ckoofye :  he 
hears  merry  tales,  and  smiles  not:  1  fear,  he  will 

*  An  heady,  gay  youngster,  ^  Count. 


Sce?te  11.  VENICE.  ^81 

prove  the  weeping  philosopher  when  he  grows 
old^  being  so  full  of  unmannerly  sadness  in  his 
youth.  I  had  rather  be  married  to  a  death's  head 
witli  a  bone  in  his  mouth,  than  to  either  of  these, 
God  defend  me  from  these  two ! 

Ncr.  How  say  you  by  the  French  lord^  Mon- 
sieur Le  Bon  ? 

For.  God  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pass 
for  a  man.  In  truth,  I  know  it  is  a  sin  to  be  a 
mocker;  But,  he!  why,  he  hatli  a  horse  better 
than  the  Neapolitan's ;  a  better  bad  habit  of 
frowning  than  the  count  Palatine :  he  is  every 
man  in  no  man :  if  a  throstle  sing,  he  falls 
straight  a  capering ;  he  w^iil  fence  witli  his  own 
shadow  :  if  I  should  marry  him,  I  should  marry 
twenty  husbands :  If  he  would  despise  me,  I 
would  forgive  him;  for  if  he  love  me  to  madness, 
J  shall  never  requite  him 

Nvr,  What  say  you  then  to  Faulconbridge,  the 
yovuig  baron  of  EngTaud  ? 

For.  You  know,  I  say  nothing  to  him ;  for  he 
understands  not  me,  nor  1  him  :  he  hath  neither 
Latin,  French,  nor  Italian ;  and  you  will  come 
into  the  court  and  swear,  that  I  have  ^  poor 
penny-worth  in  the  English.  lie  is  a  proper  man's 
picture;  But,  alas!  who  can  converse  with  a 
dumb  show  ?  How  oddly  he  is  suited  !  I  think, 
he  bought  his  doublet  in  Italy,  his  round  hose  inr 
France,  his  boiuiet  in  G^ermcmy,  and  liis  behavi- 
our every  where. 

JVe/ .  What  think  you  of  the  Scottish  lord,  his' 
neighbour  ? 

For,  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  cbnrity  in  him^ 
Cdr  he  borrowed  a  box  of  tlie  eer  of  the  Knglihh- 
m'diiy  and  swore  he  would  pay  liim  again,  \vhen 
iie  was  able  :  I  think,  the  Frenchman  became  hi? 
surety,  and  sealed  under  for  another. 
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Ncr.  How  like  you  the  young  German,  th 
duke  of  Saxony's  nephew  ? 

Foj\  Very  vilely  in  the  morning,  when  he  i 
sober;  and  most  vilely  in  the  afternoon,  when  h' 
is  drunk :  when  he  is  best,  he  is  a  little  wors 
than  a  man ;  and  when  he  is  worst,  he  is  littl 
better  than  a  beast :  an  the  worst  fall  that  eve 
fell,  I  hope,  I  shall  make  shift  to  go  withou 
him. 

Ner,  If  he  should  offer  to  chocrse,  and  choose 
the  right  casket,  you  should  refuse  to  perforn 
your  fa  tiler's  will^  if  you  should  refuse  to  accep 
him. 

Por\  Therefore,  for  fear  of  the  worst,  I  pra^ 
thee,  set  a  deep  glass  of  Rhenish  wine  on  the  con- 
trary casket :  for,  if  the  devil  be  within,  and  that 
temptation  without,  I  know  he  will  choose  it.  I 
will  do  any  thing,  Nerissa,  ere  I  will  be  marriec 
to  a  spungQ. 

J\er.  You  need  not  fear,  lady,  the  having  any 
of  these  lords;  they  have  acquainted  me  wirl 
their  determination  :  which  is  indeed,  to  retu)*ii 
to  their  home,  and  to  trouble  you  with  no  more 
suit  5  unless  you  may  be  won  by  some  other  sort 
than  your  father's  imposition,  depending  on  the 
caskets. 

For,  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  Sibylla,  I  will  die 
as  chaste  as  Diana,  unless  I  be  obtained  by  the 
manner  of  my  father's  will :  I  am  glad  this  parcel 
of  wooers  are  so  reasonable ;  for  there  is  not  one 
among  them  but  I  dote  on  his  very  absence,  and 
I  pray  God  grant  them  a  fair  departure. 

j^er.  Do  you  not  remember,  lady,  in  your  fa- 
ther's time,  a  Venetian,  a  scholar,  and  a  soldier, 
tiiat  came  hither  in  company  of  the  Mar(|uis  of 
Moiilferrat?  * 
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For.  Yes,  yes,  it  was  Bassanio;  as  I  thlnk^  so 

Wcis  lie  called. 
Ncr.  True,  madam ;  he,  of  all  the  men  that 

ever  my  foolish  eyes  looked  upon,  was  the  best 

deserving  a  fair  lady. 
For.  I  remember  him  well :  and  I  remember 

him  worthy  of  thy  praise.  — How  now!    what 


news  ? 
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Serv.  The  four  strangers  seek  for  you,  madam, 
to  take  their  leave :  and  there  is  a  fore-runner 
come  from  a  fifth,  the  prince  of  Morocco  3  who 
brings  word,  tlie  prince,  his  master,  will  be  here 
to-night. 

For.  If  I  could  bid  the  fifth  welcome  with  so 
good  heart  as  I  can  bid  the  other  four  farewell,  I 
should  be  glad  of  his  approach  :  if  he  have  the 
condition^  of  a  saint,  and  the  complexion  of  a 
devil,  I  had  rather  he  should  shrive  me  than  wive 
me.  Come,  Nerissa. — Sirrah,  go  before. — Whiles 
we  shut  the  gate  upon  one  wooer,  another  knocks 
at  the  door.  [^Exeunt* 

SCENE  III. 

Venice.     A  public k  Place. 

Enter  Bassaxio  and  Shylock* 

5%.  Three  thousand  ducats, — -well. 
Bass.  Ay,  sir,  for  three  months. 
S/u/.  For  three  months, — well. 
Bass.  For  the  which,  as  I  told  you,  Antonio 
ihall  be  bound. 

^'S/ii/.  Antonio  shall  become  bound, — well. 

s  Temper,  equalities. 
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Bum.  May  you  stead  me  ?  Will  you  pleasui 
me  ?  Shall  I  know  your  answer  ? 

Shf,  Three  tiiousand  ducats,  for  three  month 
and  Antonio  bound. 

Bass,  Your  answer  to  that. 

Shy,  Antonio  is  a  good  man. 

Bass.  Have  you  heard  any  imputation  to  th 
contrary  ? 

Shy.  Ho,  no,  no,  no,  no  ;~-my  meaning,  .. 
saying  he  is  a  good  man,  is  to  have  you  under 
stand  me,  that  he  is  sufficient :  yet  his  means  ar 
in  supposition  :  he  hath  an  argosy  bound  to  Tri 
polis,  another  to  the  Indies  j  I  understand  more 
over  upon  the  Rialto,  he  hath  a  third  at  Mexico 

a  fourth  for  England, and  other  ventures  h 

hath,  squandered  abroad :  But  ships  are  but  boards 
sailors  but  men :  there  be  land-rats,  and  water 
rats,  water-thieves,  and  land-thieves;  I  mean 
pirates  j  and  then,  there  is  the  peril  of  waters 
winds,  and  rocks:  The  man  is,  notwithstanding 
5;ufficient; — three  thousand  ducats; — I  think, 
may  take  his  bond. 

Bass.  Be  assured  you  may. 

Shjj.  I  will  be  assured,  I  may ;  and,  that  1  maj 
be  assured,  I  will  bethink  me :'  May  1  speak  witt 
Antonio  ? 

Bass.  If  it  please  you  to  dine  with  us. 

Shy.  Yes,  to  smell  pork )  to  eat  of  the  habita- 
tion which  your  prophet,  the  Nazarite,  conjurec 
the  devil  into:  I  will  buy  with  you,  sell  with  you, 
talk  with  you,  walk  with  you,  and  so  foUowins:; 
but  I  will  not  eat  with  you,  drink  v/ith  you,  noi 
pray  with  you.  What  news  on  the  Bialto  r— 
Who  is  he  comes  here  ?  4 
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Enter  Axtonio. 

Bass.  Tins  is  signior  Antonio, 

Shy.   \_Aside.']  How  like  a  fawning  publican  he 

looks ! 
hate  him  for  he  is  a  christian  : 
ut  more,  for  that,  in  low  simplicity, 
[e  lends  out  money  gratis,  and  brings  down 
'he  rate  of  usance  here  with  us  in  Venice. 
'f  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  hip, 
•will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  I  bear  him. 
'[e  hates  our  sacred  nation  ;  and  he  rails, 
"A-en  there  were  merchants  most  do  congregate, 
>n  me,  my  bargains,  and  my  well-won  thrift, 
i^hich  he  calls  interest :  Cursed  be  my  tribe^ 
•  I  forgive  him  ! 

Basa.  Shylcck,  do  you  hear  > 

>  Shij,  I  am  debating  of  my  present  store  3 
.nd,  by  the  near  guess  of  my  memory, 
cannot  instantly  raise  up  the  gross 
f  full  three  thousand  ducats  :  What  of  that  ? 
ubal,  a  wealtliy  Hebrew  of  my  tribe, 
r^ill  furnish  me  :  But  soft  3  How  many  months 

0  you  desire  ?-*-Ilest  you  fair^  good  signior  3 

[7b  AXTONiO, 

our  worship  was  the  last  man  in  our  mouths. 
Ant.  Shy  lock,  albeit  I  neither  lend  nor  borrow, 
y  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  excess, 
et,  to  supply  the  ripe  wants  '^  of  my  friend, 

1  break  a  custom  : — Is  he  yet  possess'd,* 
^w  much  you  would  ? 

Sh)j.  Ay,  ay,  three  thousand  ducats. 

Ant.  And  for  three  months. 
S//j/.  I  had  forgot, — three  months,  you  told  m$ 
so. 

9  W^nrs  which  admit  no  longer  delays 
^  informecU 
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Well  then,  your  bond  3  and,  let  me  see,- 

hear  you  -, 

Methought,  you  said,  you  neither  lend,  nor  borro-w 
Upon  advantage. 

Ant,  I  do  never  use  it. 

Ski/.    When   Jacob  graz'd  his   uncle  Laban 
sheep. 
This  Jacob  from  our  holy  Abraham  was 
(As  his  vt^ise  motlier  wrought  in  his  behalf,) 
The  third  possessor;  ay,  he  was  the  third. 

jlnt.  And  what  of  him  ?  did  he  take  interest : 

Shi/,  No,  not  take  interest  3  not,  as  you  woul 
say. 
Directly  interest :  mark  what  Jacob  did. 
When  Laban  and  himself  were  compromised. 
That  all  the  eanlings  which  were  streak'd,  an 

pied. 
Should  fall  as  Jacob's  hire  -,  the  ewes,  being  ran 
In  the  end  of  autumn  turned  to  the  rams  ; 
And  when  the  work  of  generation  was 
Between  these  woolly  breeders  in  the  act. 
The  skilful  shepherd  peel'd  me  certain  wands. 
And,  in  the  doing  of  the  deed  of  kind,^ 
He  stuck  them  up  before  the  fulsome  ewes  5 
Who,  then  conceiving,  did  in  eaning  time 
Fall  party- colour'd  lambs,  and  those  were  Jacob' 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  blest  3 
And  thrift  is  blessing,  if  men  steal  it  not. 

jtI/U,  This  was  a  venture,  sir,  that  Jacob  serv 

for ;  I 

A  thing  not  in  his  power  to  bring  to  pass,  ■ 

But  sway'd,  and  fashion'd,  by  the  hand  of  heave 

Was  this  inserted  to  make  interest  good  ? 

Or  is  your  gold  and  silver,  ewes  and  rams  ?       ' 

Shi^'.  I  cannot  tell;  I  make  it  breed  as  fast:— 

But  note  me,  signior.  ^ 

*  Nature,  1 
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Ant.  Mark  you  this>  BassaniOj^ 

The  devil  can  cite  scripture  for  his  purpose. 
An  evil  soul,  producing  holy  witness. 
Is  like  a  villain  with  a  smiling  cheek  j 
A  goodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart  ^ 
0,-.  what  a  goodly  outside  falshood  hath  1 

^/tj/.  Three  thousand  ducats, — 'tis  a  good  round 
sum. 
rhree  months  from  twelve,  then  let  me  seethe  rate. 

Ant.  Well,  Shylock,  shall  we  be  beholden  to 
you  } 

S/n/,  Siguier  Antonio,  many  a  time  and  oft, 
fn  the  llialto  you  have  rated  me 
About  my  monies,  and  my  usances  J 
Still  have  I  borne  it  with  a  patient  shrug ; 
For  sutferance  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe  : 
Yon  call  me — misbeliever,  cut-throat  dog. 
And  spit  upon  my  Jewish  gaberdine. 
And  all  for  use  of  that  which  is  mine  own. 
Wi^]l  then,  it  now  appears,  you  need  my  help  *. 
jto  to  then ;  you  come  to  me,  and  you  say, 
Shy  lock,  we  xvould  hare  monies ;  You  say  so  ; 
STou,  that  did  void  your  rheum  upon  my  beard, 
!lnd  foot  me,  as  you  spurn  a  stranger  cur 
3ver  your  threshold ;  monies  is  your  suit. 
ifVhat  should  I  say  to  you  ?  Should  I  not  say. 
Hath  a  dog  money  ?  is  it  possible, 
4  cur  can  lend  three  thousand  ducats  ?  or 
Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  bondman's  key, 
liVith  'bated  breath,  and  whispering  humbleness.^ 

•ay  this, 

imir  sir,  you  spit  on  me  on  Wednesday  last ; 
'on  spurn  d  me  such  a  day ;  another  time 

on  calVd  me — dog  ;  and  for  these  courtesies 
.  'i' II  ten d  you  th us  m uch  mon ies, 

VOL,    II,  C  C 

3  Intere!?t, 
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jhf.  I  am  as  like  to  call  thee  so  again. 
To  spit  on  thee  agaih;,  to  spurn  thee  too. 
If  thou  wilt  lend  this  money,  lend  it  not 
As  to  thy  friends ;    (for  when  did  friendship  tak 
A  breed  for  barren  metal  of  his  friend  r) 
But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  enemy ; 
Who  if  he  breaks  thou  may'st  with  better  face 
Exact  the  penalty. 

S/ti/.  Why.  look  you,  how  yoa  stom 

I  would  be  friends  with  you,  and  have  your  Igv 
Forget  the  shames  that  you  have  stain'd  me  wit 
Supply  your  present  wants,  and  take  no  doit 
Of  usance  for  my  monies^  and  you'll  not  hear  lii 
This  is  kind  I  offer. 

JuL  This  were  kindness. 

S/ii,\  This  kindness  will  J  show  :" 

Go  widi  me  to  a  notary,  seal  me  there 
Your  single  bond  ;  and,  in  a  merry  sport. 
If  you  repay  me  not  on  such  a  day. 
In  such  a  place,  such  sum,  or  sums,  os  are 
Express'd  in  the  condition,  let  the  forfeit 
Be  nominated  for  an  equal  pound 
Of  your  fair  fiesh,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 
In  what  part  of  your  body  pleas^th  me. 

Jnt.  Content,  in  faith;  I'll  seal  to  such  abbti 
And  say,  there  is  much  kindness  in  the  Jew* 

Bass,  You  shall  not  seal  to  such  a  bond  fof  nr 
I'll  rather  dwelH  in  my  necessity. 

A?it.  Why,  fear  not,  man;  I  will  not  forfeit 
Within  these  two  months,  that's  a  month  befc 
This  l)ond  expires,  I  do  expect  return 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  bond. 

S/iy,  O  father  Abraham,  what  these  Christia 


are ; 


Whose  own  hard  dealings  teaches  them  suspect 
The  thoughts  of  others  !   Pray  you^  tell  nie  this 
-«•  Abide. 
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f  he  should  break  his  day,  what  should  I  gain 

>y  the  exaction  of  the  forfeiture  ? 

L  pound  of  man's  fleshy  taken  from  ^  man>. 

5  not  so  estimable;,  profitable  neither, 

is  fiesh  of  muttons,  beefs^  or  goats.     I  say, 

'o  buy  his  favour,  1  extend  this  friendship ; 

f  he  will  take  it,  so  ;  if  not,  adieu ; 

indj  for  my  love,  I  pray  you,  wrong  me  not. 

Ant,  Yes,  Shylock,  I  will  seal  unto  this  bond. 

6%.  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  tlie  notary's  i 
Irive  hiins  direction  for  this  merry  bond, 
md  I  will  go  and  purse  the  ducats  straight^ 
ee  to  my  house,  left  in  the  fearful  guard 
)i  an  unthrifty  knave  ,  and  presently 

will  be  W4th  you.  [Exit. 

'  Ant,  Hie  thee,  gentle  Jew. 

'his  Hebrew  will  turn  Christian  ;  he  grows  kind^ 

lia^s.    I  like  not  fair  terms,   and  a   viilam's 
mind. 

A7it.  Came  on :  in  this  there  can  be  be  no 

dismay, 
ly  stdps  come  home  a  month  before  the  day. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT  II. 

CENE  I.  Belmont.    A  Room  in  Portia's  FotfAv. 

lounsh  of  Coj-nets,  Enter  the  Piince  of  Mo- 
rocco, and  his  Train;  Pohtia,  Nerissa^  and 
otiur  of  her  Attmdantif. 

Mar,  Mislike  me  not  for  my  complexion, 
■le  &hadow'd  livery  of  the  burnish'd  sun, 
-  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred, 
•ing  me  the  fairest  creature  northward  born^, 
Vhtiie  Phcsbus'  fire  scarce  thaws  tlie  icicles^ 

cq2 


St90  MERCHANT    OF  Ad  1I\ 

And  let  us  make  incision  >  for  your  love,  | 

To  prove  whose  blood  is  reddest,  his^  or  miiie,  j 

I  tell  thee,  lady,  this  aspect  of  mine 

Hath  fear'd^  the  valiant  3  by  my  love,  I  swear. 

The  best -regarded  virgins  of  our  clime 

Have  lov'd  it  too  :   I  would  not  change  this  hue, 

Except  to  steal  your  thoughts,  my  gentle  queen. 

For.  In  terms  of  choice  I  am  not  solelj  led 
By  nice  direction  of  a  maiden's  eyes : 
Besides,  the  lottery  of  my  destiny 
Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  choosing: 
But,  if  my  father  had  not  scanted  me. 
And  hedg'd  me  by  his  wit,  to  yield  myself 
His  wife,  who  wins  me  by  that  means  I  told  yot 
Yourself,  renowned  prince,  then  stood  as  fair. 
As  any  comer  I  have  look'd  on  yet. 
For  my  affection. 

Moi\  Even  for  that  I  thank  you ; 

Therefore,  I  pray  you,  lead  me  to  the  casketi». 
To  try  my  fortune.     By  this  scimitar, — 
I'hat  slew  the  Sophy,  and  a  Persian  prince. 
That  won  three  fields  of  Sultan  Solyman, — 
I  would  out- stare  the  sternest  eyes  tliat  look. 
Out-brave  the  heart  most  daring  on  the  earth. 
Pluck  the  young  sucking  cubs  from  the  she  beaj' 
Yea,  mock  the  lion  when  he  roars  for  prey. 
To  win  thee,  lady:  But,  alas  the  while  1 
If  Hercules,  and  Lichas,  play  at  dice 
Which  is  the  better  man,  the  greater  throw 
May  turn  by  fortune  from  the  weaker  hand : 
So  is  Alcides  beaten  by  his  page  ; 
And  so  may  I,  blind  fortune  leading  me. 
Miss  that  which  one  un worthier  may  attain. 
And  die  with  grieving. 

5  Allusion  to  the  eastern  custom  for  lovers  to  testii 
their  passion  by  cutting  themselves  in  tiieii  xniiae^sii 
sight.  ^  Territy'4. 
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Par,  You  must  take  your  chance ^ 

And.  eitlier  not  attempt  to  choose  at  all. 
Or  swear,  before   you  choose, — if  you   choose 

v/rong. 
Never  to  speak  to  lady  afterward 
Jn  way  of  marriage  ;   tlierefore  be  advised.'' 

iMor.    Nor  will  not  5  come,  bring  me  unto  my 

chance. 
For.  Pirst.  forward  to  the  temple ;  after  dinner 
Your  hazard  shall  be  made." 

Mo)\  Good  fortune  then!   [Cornets. 

To  make  me  blessed,  or  cursed'st  among  men. 

lExeunt, 

SCENE  IL 

Venice.     A  Street, 

Enter    LAU^'C£L0T    Go  bud, 

La7/n,  Certainly  my  conscience  will  serve  me  to 
i-un  from  this  Jew,  ray  master  :  The  fiend  is  at 
;nine  elbow;  and  tempts  me,  saying  tolne,  doh^ 
ho,  Launcciot  C'xMo,  good  Laahcclot,  or  good 
iiahho,  or  good  Launcelut  Gobbo,  use  your  legs, 
take  the  start,  run  anai/ :  My  conscience  says, — . 
vo;  take  hred  honest  Launee/ot ;  take  lieed,  honest 
(fubbo;  or,  as  aforesaid,  hones^t  Lanncelot  Cobho  ;;. 
do  not  run ;  seorn  running  vcith  thu  heels:  Well, 
the  most  courageous  fiend  bids  me  pack ;  via  ! 
says  the  fiend ;  au'uy !  says  the  fiend,  for  the 
heavens;  rou.sr  up  a  brave  mind,  says  the  fiend, 
and  run.  Well,  my  conscience,  hanging  about 
the  neck  of  my  heart,  says  very  wisely  to  me, — ; 
7Ui/  honest  J'riend  Lamieilot ,  being  an  honest  ma/i's^ 
■  go//,— -or  rather  an  honest  woman's  son 3 — for,  iu- 

c  c  '.J 

"^  Not  precipitate. 
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4eed,  my  father  did  sorxietliing  smack,  something 
grow  to,  he  had  a  kind  of  taste  3 — well,  my  con.- 
science  says,  Lawxceht^  budge  not i.  budge y  says, 
the  fiend  5  budge  not,  says  my  conscience  :  Con- 
science, say  1,  you  counsel  well;  iiend,  say  J, 
you  counsel  well  :  to  be  ruled  by  my  conscience, 
I  should  stiiy  with  the  Jew  my  master,  who, 
(God  bless  tJhe  mark!)  is  a  kind  of 'devil;  and, 
tQ  run  away  from  the  Jew,  I  should  be  ruled  by 
the  fiend,  who,  saving  your  reverence,  is  the 
devil  himself:  Certainly,  the  Jew  is  the  very  devil 
incarnation j  ^pd,  iu  my  conscience,  my  con- 
science is  but  a  kind  of  hard  conscience,  to  oiler 
to  counsel  me  to  stay  with  the  Jew :  The  £end 
gives  the  more  friendly  counsel :  I  will  run, 
fiend  5  my  heels  are  at  your  commandment,  I 
will  run. 

Enter  old  Gob  bo,  uith  a  Basket,      < 

Gob,  Master,  young  man,  you,  I  pray  you  i 
which  is  the  way  to  master  Jew's  ^ 

Laun.  \_A6kU\'\  O  heavens,  this  is  my  true  be- 
gotten father!  who,  being  more  than  sand-blind^^ 
high-gravel  blind,  knows  me  not: — I  will  try 
conclusions  ^  with  him. 

Gob,  Master  young  gentleman,  I  pray  you, 
whiqh  is  the  way  to  master  Jew's  ? 

Lami.  Turn  up  on  your  right  hand,  at  the  next 
turning,  but,  at  the  next  turning  of  all,  on  your 
left  J  marry,  at  the  very  next  turning,  turn  of  no 
hslnd,  but  turn  down  indirectly  to  the  Jew's  house. 

Gob,  By  God's  sonties,  'twill  be  a  hard  way  to 
hit.  Can  you  tell  mxc  whether  one  Launcelot,  that 
dwells  wit.h  him,  dwell  with  him,  or  no  ? 

LauTi.  Talk  you  of  young  master  Launcelot  ?— 

^  Experiments. 
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Mark  me  now ;    [aside,']   now  will  I  raise  the 
waters  : — Talk  you  of  young  master  J^amicelot  ? 

Gob,  No  master,  sir;,  but  a  poor  maiVs  son; 
liis  father,  tliough  I  say  it,  is  an  honest  ex,ceeding 
poor  man>  and,  God  be  tlianked,  well  to  live. 

Laun,  Well,  let  his  father  be  what  he  will,  w€> 
talk  of  young  master  Launcelot. 

Gob,  Your  worship's  friend,  and  Launcelot^ 
sir. 

Laim.  But  I  pray  you  ergo^  old  man,  ergo,  \, 
beseech  you^  Talk  you  of  young  master  Launce- 
lot? 

Gob.  Of  Launcelot,  an't  please  your  master- 
ship. 

Lami.  Ergo,  master  Launcelot  3  talk  not  of 
master  Launcelot,  father;  for  the  young  gentle- 
man (according  to  fates  and  destinies,  and  such 
odd  sayiiigs,  the  sisters  three,  and  such  branches 
of  leiirniug,)  is,  iiideed,  deceased;  or,  as  you 
would  say,  in  plain  terms,  gone  to  heaven. 

Gob,  Marry,  God  forbid  !  the  boy  was  the  very 
staiFof  my  age,  ray  very  prop. 

Lau7i,  Do  I  look  like  a  cudgel,  or  a  hovel-post, 
a  staff,  or  a  prop  ? — Do  you  know  me,  father  ? 

Gob,  Alack  the  day,,  I  know  you  not,  youiig 
gentleman :  but,  1  pray  you,  tell  me,  is  my  boy^^ 
(God  rest  his  soul !)  alive,  or  dead  ? 

Lavn.  Do  yoQ  UjOt koaw  XDie,  father? 

Gob.  Alack,  sir,  I  aj:ia  sand-blind,  I  know  you 
not. 

Laim.  Nay,  indeed,  if  you  had  your  eyes,  you. 
might  fail  of  the  knowing  me  :  it  is  a  wise  father, 
that  knows  his  own  child.  Well,  old  man,  1  will 
tell  you  news  of  your  son  :  Give  me  your  blessing : 
truth  will  come  to  light;  murder  cannot  be  hi4 
long,  a  man's  5on  may;  but,  in  the  ^^nd,  tmih 
will  out. 
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•  Gob,  Pray  you,  sir,  stand  up  j  I  am  sure,  you 
are  not  Launcelot,  my  boy. 

Laun,  Pray  you,  let's  have  no  more  fooling 
about  it,  but  give  me  your  blessing  -,  I  am  Launce- 
lot,  your  boy  that  was,  your  son  that  is,  your, 
child  that  shall  be. 

CU>b.  I  cannot  think,  you  are  my  son. 

Laun,  I  know  not  what  I  shall  think  of  that : 
but  I  am  Launcelot,  the  Jew's  man;  and,  I  am 
sure,  Margery,  your  wife,  is  my  mother. 

Gob.  Her  name  is  Margery,  indeed :  I'll  be 
sworn,  if  thou  be  Launcelot,  thou  art  mine  own 
flesh  and  blood.  Lord  worsiiipp'd  might  he  be  ! 
wliat  a  beard  hast  thou  got  1  thou  hast  got  more 
hair  on  thy  chin,  than  Dobbin  rLiy  thill-horse'^ 
has  on  his  tail. 

Laini.  It  should  seem  then,  that  Dobbin's  tail 
grows  back\vard  ;  I  am  sure  he  had  more  hair  on 
his  tail,  than  I  have  on  my  face,  when  I  lai>t  saw 
him. 

Gob,  Lord,  how  art  thou  changed  1  Plow  dost 
thou  and  thy  master  agree  ?  1  have  brought  him  a 
present  5  How  'gree  you  now  ? 

Laini.  Well,  well;  but,  for  mine  own  part,  a^ 
I  have  set  up  my  rest  to  run  away,  so  I  ^vili  noi 
rest  till  I  have  run  some  ground :  my  master's  a 
very  Jew:  Give  him  a  present!  give  him  a  halter: 
I  am  famish'd  in  his  service^  you  may  tell  every 
fmgcr  I  have  with  my  ribs.  Father,  I  i\m  glad 
you  are  coiwv. ;  give  me  your  present  to  one  n^.astcr. 
Bassanio,  who,  indeed,  gives  rare  new  liveries; 
if  I  serve  not  him,  I  will  run  as  far  as  God  has. 
any  ground. — O  rare  fortune !  here  conies  tiie 
man; — to  him,  father^  for  I  am  a  Jew,  if  I  serv(5 
the  Jew  any  longer. 

9  Shaft-horse. 
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Enter  Bassaxio^  -(vlfh  Lkonaudo^  and  other 
Follovjcrs. 

Bass,  You  may  do  so; — but  let  it  be  so  hasted, 
tliat  supper  be  ready,  at  the  farthest  by  five  of  the 
dock :  See  these  letters  deliver'd )  put  the  liveries 
to  making  y  and  desire  Gratiano  to  come  anon  to 
XBy  lodging-.  [_Exit  a  Serv'ant, 

La//«.  To  him,  father. 

Gob.  God  bless  your  worship  ! 

Bass,  Gramercy)  Would'st  thou  aught  with 
me  ? 

GoIk  Here's  TCiy  son,  sir,  a  poor  boy, 

Laim.  Not  a  poor  boy,  sir,  but  the  rich  Jew's 
man^  that  would,  sir,  as  my  father  shall  spe- 
cify,  ^.  ■  ^     ■■.■ 

Gd),  He  hath  a  great  infectroD,  sir,  as  one 
would  say,  to  serve 

Laun.  Indeed,  the  short  and  the  long  is,  I  serve 
the  Jew,  and  I  have  a  desire,  as  rny  father  shall 
specify,-- . 

Gob.  His  master  and  he,  (saving  your  worship's 
reverence,)  are  scarce  cater-cousins  : 

Laun.  To  be  brief,  the  very  truth  is,  that  the 
Jew  having  done  me  wrong,  doth  cause  me,  as 
my  father,  being  I  hope  an  old  man,  shall  frutify 
unto  yon, — 

Gol,  1  have  here  a  dish  of  doves,  that  I  would 
bestow  upon  your  worship;  and  my  suit  is, 

Laim.  In  very  brief,  the  suit  is  impertinent  to 
myself,  as  your  worship  shall  know  by  this  honest 
old  man  y  and,  though  I  say  it,  though  old  man^ 
yet,  poor  man,  my  father. 

Bass.  One  speak  for  both ; — ^\Vhat  would  you  ? 

haun.  Serve  vou,  sir. 

Gob,  This  is  tlie  very  defect  of  tlie  matter,  sir. 
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Bgss.  I  know  thee  w^ll^  thou  hast  obtained  thy 
suit: 
Shylock,  thy  master,  spoke  with  me  this  day, 
And  lialh  preferr'd  thee,  if  it  be  preferment. 
To  leave  a  rich  Jew's  service,  to  become 
The  follower  of  so  poor  a  gentleman. 

Unm,  The  old  proverb  is  very  well  parted  be-i 
tweon  my  master  Shy  lock,  and  yoi^  sir;  you  hav^ 
the  grace  of  God,  sir^  and  he  hath  enough. 

Ba.^s.  Thou  speak'st  it  well:  Go,  father  with 
thy  son  :^-r- 
Take  leave  oi  thy  old  master,  and  enquire 
My  lodging  out  :^^Give  him  a  livery 

I'j'v  Iii'i  Fol/oKers, 
More  guarded*  than  his  feiiaws' :  See  it  doije. 

Laa/i.  Father,  in : — I  cannot  get  a  service,  no^ 
o**-!  have  ne'er  a  tongue  in  my  head.— Well  3 
\^Lookwg  on  his  palm.']  if  any  map  in  Italy  have  a 
fairer  tr\bl^,*  which  doth  oti-er  to  swear  upon  a 
book.-^I  shall  have  good  fortune  5  Go  to,  here's  a 
simple  line  of  life  !  here's  a  small  trifle  of  wives  : 
Alas,  fifteen  wives  is  nothing  ;  eleven  widows, 
and  nine  maids,  is  a  simple  coming-in  for  one 
man :  and  tlien,  X0  'scape  drowning  thrice  ;  and 
tQ  be  in  peril  o{  rny  life,  with  the  edgt?  gf  a  feather- 
bed i-^hcre  are  simple  'scapes !  Well,  if  fortune 
be  a  woman,  she's  a  good  wench  for  thia  gear.-^ 
Father,  eome;  I'll  take  my  leave  of  the  Jew  in 
the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

IEacu7U  Lauk^eiqt  and  qM  Gobbo, 

Bass.  I  pray  thee,  geod  Leonardo,  think  oa 
tins ; 
These  things  being  bought,  and  orderly  bestow'4, 

*  Ornamented. 
*  'Xhe  palm  gi  the  hand  extended. 


I  Stent  II,  VF.NICE*  ^2^}7 

I  Return  in  hastc^  for  I  do  feast  to-night 
Isly  best-esteera'd  acquaintance  5  hie  thee,  g6. 
Leovt.  My  best  endeavours  sliall  be  done  herein* 

Enter  Gratiano. 

Gta,  Where  Ib  ybUr  master  ? 

Leon.  Yonder,  sir>  he  walks. 

lExit  LkOxahdo. 

Gra.  Signior  Bassanio, 

Bass,  Gratiano  ! 

Gra,  I  have  a  suit  to  you. 
.     Bas^,  You  hav6  obtained  it. 

Gra.  You  must  not  deny  me;  I  must  go  with 
you  to  Belmont. 

Bass.  Why,  then  you  must; — But  hear  tliee, 
Gratiano ; 
Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voice  ;— 
Parts,  that  become  thee  happily  enough. 
And  in  such  eyes  as  ours  appear  not  faults ; 
But  Where  tliou  art  not  known^  why,  the.re  they 

show 
Something  too  liberal ;' — pray  thee.,  take  pain 
To  allay  with  some  cold  drops  of  modesty 
Thy  skipping  spirit ;  \Q6t,  through  thy  wdld  be- 
haviour, 
I  be  misconstrued  -in  the  place  I  go  to. 
And  lose  my  hopes. 

Gra,  Signior  Bassanio,  hear  me  : 

If  I  do  not  put  on  a  sober  hal>it. 
Talk  with  respect,  and  swear  but  now  and  then. 
Wear  prayer-books  in  my  pocket,  look  demujely ; 
Nay  more,  while  grace  is  saying,  hood  mine  eyes 
Thus  with  my  hat,  and  sigh,  and  say,  amen; 
Use  all  the  observance  of  civiHty, 
Like  one  well  studied  in  a  sad  ostent*^ 

3  Gross,  licentious. 
^  Show  of  isiaid  and  serious  demeanour 
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*lb  please  his  graiidam,  n^ver  trust  me  more. 
Bass,  Well,  we  shall  see  your  bearing. ^ 
Gra,  Nay,  but  I  bar  to-night;  you  .shall  not 


gage  rne 


By  what  we  do  to- night. 

Bass.  No,  that  were  pity; 

I  would  entreat  you  rather  to  put  on 
Your  boldest  suit  of  mirth,  for  we  have  friends 
That  purpose  merriment :  But  fare  you  well, 
I  have  some  business. 

Gra,  And  I  must  to  Lorenzo,  and, the  rest; 
But  we  will  visit  you  at  supper- time.        [^Exvmit^ 

SCENE  III.  ,/ 

The  same,     A  Room  in  Sli} lock's  House, 
Enter  .Jessica  and  Launcelot. 

J("?.    I  am  soi'ry,  thou  wilt  leave  my  father  so^ 
Our  house  is  hell,  and  thou,  a  merry  devil. 
Didst  rob  it  of  some  taste  of  tediousness  : 
But  tare  tiiee  well ,  there  is  a  dueat  for  thee. 
And,  Launcelot,  soon  at  supper  shalt  thou  see 
Lorenzo,  \^'ho  is  thy  new  master's  guest  : 
Give  him  this  letter;  do  it  secretly. 
And  so  fare\x^eil ;  I  would  not  have  my  father 
Sc^  me  talk  with  thee. 

Lavn,  Adieu! — tears  exhibit  my  tongue.- — 
Most  beautiful  pagan,— most  sv/eet  Jew!    If 
Christian  do  not  play  the  knave,  and  get  thee, 
am    much   deceived  :    But,  adieu !  these  ibolishi 
drops  do  somewhat  drown  my  manly  spirit  3  .adieiAl 

Jt's,  Farewell,  good  Launcelot. — 
Alack,  \\hat  heinous  sin  is  it  in  m<^, 

,,5  Carrlagej  deportment. 
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lb  be  asham'd  to  be  my  father*s  child ! 

But  though  I  am  a  daughter  to  his  bloody 

I  am  not  to  his  manners :  O  Lorenzo^ 

If  thou  keep  promise,  I  shall  end  this  strife; 

Become  a  Christian,  and  thy  loving  wife,    lExit, 

SCENE  IV. 

T/te  sa?ne,     A  Street. 

Enter  Gratiano,  Lorenzo,  Salarino,  and 
Salanio. 

Lor,  Nay,  we  will  slink  away  in  supper-time; 
Disguise  us  at  my  lodging,  and  return 
All  in  an  hour. 

Gra,  We  have  not  made  good  preparation. 
Salar.  We  have   not  spoke  us  yet  of  torch- 
bearers. 
Salan.    'Tis  vile,  unless  it  may  be  quaintly  or- 
der'd  5 
And  better,  in  my  mind^  not  undertook. 

Lor.  'Tis  now  but  four  a-ciock^  we  have  tw'o 
hours 
To  furnish  us  :— 

Enter  Launcelot,  with  a  letter. 

Friend  Launcelot,  what's  the  news  ? 

Laun.  An  it  shall  please  you  to  break  up  this, 
it  shall  seem  to  signify. 

Lor.  I  know  the  hand :  in  faith;,  'tis  a  fair  hand ; 
And  whiter  than  the  paper  it  wTit  on. 
Is  the  fair  hand  that  writ. 

u   GrcK  Love-newSj  in  faith. 

'    Lairn.  By  your  leave,  sir. 

1  or.  Whitlier  goest  thou  ? 

VOL.  II.  J)  V 
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Lav  jr.  Marry,  sir,  to  bid  my  old  master  tb 
Jew  to  sup  to-night  with  my  new  master  tlv 
Christian. 

Lor,  Hold  here,  take  this : — tell  gentle  Jessica 
I  will  not  fail  her  j — speak  it  privately  ;  go. — 
Gentlemen,  [Exit  Launcelot 

Will  you  prepare  you  for  this  masque  to-night  ? 
I  am  provided  of  a  torch-bearer. 

Sala)\  Ay,  marry,  Til  be  gone  about  it  straight 

Sala?u  And  so  will  L 

Lo7\  Mc^et  me,  and  Gratianc 

At  Gratiano*s  lodging  some  hour  hence. 

Salar,  'Tis  good  we  do  so. 

[Exeunt  Salah.  ajid  Salan 

Gra.  Was  not  that  letter  from  fair  Jessica  ? 

Lor.    I  must  needs   tell   thee   all :    She   hat 
directed. 
How  I  shall  take  her  from  her  father's  house  5 
What  gold,  and  jewels,  she  is  furnish'd  with^ 
What  page's  suit  she  hath  in  readiness. 
If  e'er  the  Jew  her  father  come  to  heaven. 
It  will  be  for  his  gentle  daughter's  sake  : 
And  never  dare  misfortune  cross  her  foot. 
Unless  she  do  it  under  this  excuse, — 
That  she  is  issue  to  a  faithless  Jew. 
Come,  go  with  me ;  peruse  this,  as  thoii  goest : 
Fair  Jessica  shall  be  my  torch-bearer.       lExt'im 

SCENE  V. 

The  same.     Before  Shylock's  House. 

Enter  Shylock  ^«c?Launcelot. 

Shy.  Well,  thou  shalt  see,  thy  eyes  shall  be  tl 
judge. 
The  difference  of  old  Shylock  and  Bassanio  :— 
What,  Jessica ! — thou  shalt  not  gormandize. 
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,As  thou  hast  done  with  me  ;  —  What,  Jessica  !--^ 
And  sleep  and  snore,  and  vend  apparel  out^-— 
Why;  Jessica,  I  say  ! 

Lai/n,  Why,  Jessica  ! 

ShiJ,  Who  bids  thee  call  ?  I  do  not  bid  thee  call* 
Jjoun.  Your  worship  was  wont  to  tell  me,  I 
could  do  nothing  without  bidding. 

Entej^  Jessica. 

Jes,  Call  you  ?  What  is  your  will  ? 

Slu/.  I  am  bid^  forth  to  supper,  Jessica; 
IThere  are  my  keys  :— But  wherefore  should  I  go? 
I  am  not  bid  for  love  j  they  flatter  me  : 
But  yet  ril  go  in  hate,  to  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  Christian. — Jessica,  my  girl. 
Look  to  my  house  : — I  am  right  loth  to  go  ^ 
There  is  some  ill  a  brewing  towards  my  r©st> 
iFor  I  did  dream  of  money-bags  to-night. 

Laun.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  go  3  my  young  master 
doth  expect  your  reproach. 

Ski/.  So  do  I  his. 

Laim,  And  they  have  conspired  together,-'-^! 
will  not  say,  you  shall  see  a  masque  5  but  if  you 
do,  then  it  was  not  for  nothing  that  my  nose  fell 
a  bleeding  on  Black-Monday  last,  at  six  o'clock 
i'the  morning,  falling  out  that  year  on  Ash- 
wedi;^esday  was  four  year  in  the  afternoon. 

67? j/.  What!  are  there  masques  ?  Hear  you  me, 
Jessica : 
Lock  up  m.y  doors ;  and  when  you  hear  the  drum^ 
^And  the  vile  squeaking  of  the  wry-neck'd  fife, 
Clnmber  not  you  up  to  the  casements  then. 
Nor  thrust  your  head  into  the  publick  street. 
To  gaze  on  Christian  fools  with  varnish'd  t^ces  : 
But  stop  ni)  house's  ears,  I  mean  my  casements  ^ 

D  D   2 

6  Invited. 
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I.et  not  the  sound  of  shallow  foppery  enter  » 

My  sober  house. — By  Jacob's  staff,  I  swear^         1 

I  have  no  mhid  of  feasting  forth  to-night ;  i 

But  1  will  go. — Go  you  before  me,  sirrah ;  j 

Say,  I  will  come.  f 

Lavjt.  I  will  go  before,  sir. —  \ 

Mistress,  look  out  at  window,  for  all  this; 

There  will  come  a  Christian  by. 

Will  be  worth  a  Jewess'  eye.     [EjzY  Laun 

Skj/,  What  says  that  fool  of  Hagar's  offspring,] 

ha  ? 

^    Jcs.  His  words  were.  Farewell,  mistress ;  no- 
thing else. 

S/ij/.  The  patch  is  kind  enough  5  but  a  huge 

feeder. 

Snail-slow  in  profit,  and  he  sleeps  by  day 

More  than  the  wild  cat  5   drones  hive  not  with 

me^ 
Therefore  I  part  with  him  -,  and  part  with  him 
To  one  that  I  would  have  him  help  to  waste 
His  borrow'd  purse. — Well,  Jessica,  go  in 3 
Perhaps,  I  will  return  immediately^ 
Do,  as  I  bid  you. 

Shut  doors  after  you  :  Fast  bind,  fast  find  5 

A  proverb  never  stale  in  tlirifty  mind.  [Exif, 

Jcs,  Farewell :  and  if  my  fortune  be  not  crost, 

I  have  a  father,  you  a  daughter^  lost.  lE.iit, 

SCENE  VI. 
T/ic  sa?ne. 

Enter  GuATiA^o  and  Salarino,  niasqucd, 

Or  a.  This  is  the  pent-house,  under  which  Lo- 
renzo 
Dcsir'd  us  to  make  stand. 

:Solar.  His  hour  is  almost  past^ 
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Gra,  And  it  is  marvel  he  out-dwells  his  hour, 
for  lovers  ever  run  before  the  clock. 

Salar.  O,  ten  times  faster  Venus'  pigeons  fly 
To  seal  love's  bonds  new  made,   than  they  are 

wont. 
To  keep  obliged  faith  unforfeited  ! 

Gra,  That  ever  holds :  Who  riseth  from  a  feasl^ 
With  that  keen  appetite  that  he  sits  down? 
Where  is  the  horse  that  doth  untrcad  again 
His  tedious  measures  with  the  unbated  fire 
That  he  did  pace  them  first  ?    All  things  that  are^ 
Are  with  more  spirit  chased  than  enjoy'd. 
How  like  a  younker,  or  a  prodigal. 
The  scarfed '  bark  puts  from  her  native  bay, 
Hugg'd  and  embraced  by  the  strumpet  wind  ! 
How  like  the  prodigal  doth  she  return  ^ 
With  over-weather'd  ribs,  and  ragged  sails, 
JLean,  rent^  and  beggar'd  by  the  strumpet  wind  ! 

Enter   Louenzo. 

Salar.    Here  comes  Lorenzo  y — more  of  this 

hereafter. 
Lor,  Sweet  friends,  your  patience  for  my  long 
abode; 
Not  I,  but  my  affairs,  have  made  you  wait ; 
When  you  shall  ple^ise  to  play  the  tliieves  for 

wives, 
ril  watch  as  long  for  ypu  then. — Approach  ; 
Jiere  dwells  my  father  Jew  : — Ho!  who's  within. 

Enter  Jessica  above,  in  boy's  clothes, 

*  Jcs.  Who  are  you  ?    Tell  me,  for  more  cer- 
tainty, 
-Albeit  ril  swear  that  I  do  know  your  tongue. 
Lor.  Lorenzo,  and  thy  love. 

BD  3 
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Jes.  Lorenzo,  certain  -,  and  my  love,  indeed  ^  j 
For  who  love  I  so  much  ?  And  now  who  knows. 
But  you,  Lorenzo,  whether  I  am  yours  ?  | 

Lor,   Heaven,  and  thy  thoughts,   are  witness! 
that  thou  art. 

Jes,  Llere,  catch  this  casket  3  it  is  worth  the 
pains. 
I  am  glad  'tis  night,  you  do  not  look  on  me. 
For  I  am  much  asham'd  of  my  exchange : 
But  love  is  blind,  and  lovers  cannot  see 
The  pretty  follies  that  themselves  commit; 
For  if  they  could^  Cupid  himself  would  blush 
To  see  me  thus  transformed  to  a  boy. 

Lor.  Descend,  for  you  must  be  my  torch-bearer, 

Jes.  What,  must  I  hold  a  candle  to  my  shames? 
They  in  themselves,  good  sooth,  are  too  too  light. 
Why,  'tis  an  office  of  discovery,  love  y 
And*  I  should  be  obscur'd. 

Lor,  So  are  you,  sweety 

Even  in  the  lovely  garnish  of  a  boy. 
But  come  at  once ; 

For  the  close  night  doth  play  the  run-away. 
And  we  are  staid  for  at  Bassanio's  feast. 

Jes.  I  will  make  flist  the  doors,  and  gild  myself 
With  some  more  ducats,  and  be  with  you  straight, 

lExit^from  above, 

Gra.   Now,  by  my  hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no 
Jew. 

Lor.  Beshrcw  me,  but  I  love  her  heartily : 
For  she  is  wise,  if  1  can  judge  of  her  5  j 

And  fair  she  is,  if  that  mine  eyes  be  true ; 
And  tn:e  she  is,  as  she  hath  prov'd  herself; 
And  therefore,  like  herself,  wise,  fair,  and  truc> 
Shall  she  be  placed  in  my  constant  soul. 
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Enter  Jessica>  bdow 

What,  art  thou  come? — On^  gentlemen^  away; 
Our  masquing  mates  by  this  time  for  us  stay. 

[^Exit  icit/i  Jessica  atid  Salaiuno, 

E/ttcr  Antonio. 

Anf,  Who's  there? 

Gra.  Signior  Antonio  ? 

Jut.    F}  e,  fye,  Gratiano  ?    where  are  all  the 
rest  ? 
Tis  nine  o'clock  3  our  friends  all  stay  for  you  :— 
No  masque  to-night;   the  wind  is  come  about, 
Bassanio  presently  will  go  aboard : 
I  have  sent  twenty  out  to  seek  for  you. 

Gra.  I  am  glad  on't;  I  desire  no  more  deligk^. 
Than  to  be  under  sail,  and  gone  to-night. 

lExeuni. 

SCENE  VII. 

Belmont.     A  ^loom  in  Portia's  House* 

Fluvrlsh   of  Cornets.     Enter   Portia,   idtk   ther 
Prince  of  Morocco,  and  both  their  Trains, 

Por,  Go,  draw  aside  the  curtains,  and  discover 
The  several  caskets,  to  this  noble  prince  : — 
Now  make  your  choice. 

Mor.  The .  first,  of  gold,  who  this  inscription 
bears  -, — 
JJlio  ekoaseth  ;//e,  shall  gain  xchat  many  rnen  desire, 
Tli^  second  j  silver,  which  this  promise  carries  ;— 
If  ho  chooattk  me,  shall  get  as  mueh  as  he  deserves. 
This  third,  dull  lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt 3 — » 
Jf'ho  choose th  n/e,  must  give  and  hazard  all  he  hathr 
How  shall  I  know  if  I  do  choose  the  right  ? 
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For,  The  one  of  them  contains  my  pictm*e, 
prince ; 
If  you  choose  that,  then  I  am  yours  withal. 

Mo)\  Some  god  direct  my  judgment  1  Let  m^ 

/  see^ 

I  will  survey  the  inscriptions  back  again : 
What  says  this  leaden  casket  ? 
Who  c/ioosct/i  mc,  imist  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath^ 
Must  give — For  what?  for  lead?  haz^ird  for  lead? 
This  casket  tlircatens  :  Men,  that  hazard  all. 
Do  it  in  hope  of  fair  advantages  : 
A  golden  mind  stoops  not  to  shows  of  dross  ; 
I'll  then  nor  give,  nor  hazard,  aught  for  lead. 
What  says  the  silver,  with  her  virgin  hue  ? 
Who  chooscth  me^  shall  get  as  much  as'^he  deserves. 
As  much  as  he  deserves  ?-— Pause  there,  Morocco, 
And  weigh  thy  value  with  an  even  hand : 
If  thou  be'st  rated  by  thy  estimation. 
Thou  dost  deserve  enough  ;  and  yet  enough 
May  not  extend  so  far  as  to  the  lady ; 
And  yet  to  be  afeard  of  my  deserving. 
Were  but  a  weak  disabling  of  myself. 
As  much  as  I  deserve  !— r-Why,  that's  the  lady  i 
I  do  in  birth  deserve  her,  and  in  fortunes. 
In  graces,  and  in  qualities  of  breeding  ; 
But  more  than  these,  in  love  I  do  deserve. 
What  if  I  stray'd  no  further,  but  chose  here  ? — 
Let's  see  once  more  this  saying  grav'd  in  gold : 
Ji'ho  chooseth  mc^  shall  ga'ui  tchat  nianij  men  desire. 
Why,  that's  the  lady  3   all  the  world  desires  her  : 
From  the  four  corners  of  the  earth  they  come, 
"lo  kiss  this  shrine,  this  mortal  breathing  saint. 
The  Hyrcanian  deserts,  and  the  vasty  wilds 
Of  wide  Arabia,  are  as  through-fares  now. 
For  princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia  : 
The  watery  kingdom,  wliose  ambitious  head 
Spits  in  the  fare  of  heaven,  is  no  bar 
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To  stop  the  foreign  spirits ;  but  they  come^ 
As  o'er  a  brook,  to  see  fair  Portia. 
One  of  these  three  contains  her  heavenly  picture, 
Is't  like,  that  lead  contauis  her  ?  'Twere  damna- 
tion. 
To  think  so  base  a  thought  ^  it  were  too  gross 
To  rib^  her  cerccloth  in  the  obscure  grave. 
Or  shall  I  think,  in  silver  she's  immur'd. 
Being  ten  times  undervalued  to  try'd  gold  ? 
O  sinful  thought !  Never  so  rich  a  gem 
Was  set  in  worse  than  gold.     They  have  in  Eng 

land 
A  coin,  that  bears  the  figure  of  an  angel 
Stamped  in  gold;  but  that's  insculp'd*^  upon  ^ 
But  here  an  angel  in  a  golden  bed 
Lies  all  within. — Deliver  rne  the  key; 
Here  do  I  choose,  and  thrive  i  as  I  may ! 

ro9'.  There,  take  it,  prince,  and  if  my  form 
lie  there, 
iThen  I  am  yours.     [He  vnloclcs  the  gohkn  caskcf. 
Mor\  O  hell  I  what  have  we  here  i 

A  carrion  death,  within  whose  empty  eye 
There  is  a  written  scroll  ^  I'll  read  the  writing. 
u4ll  that  glisters  is  not  gold, 
Often  have  you  heard  that  told: 
Many  a  man  his  life  hath  sold. 
But  7ny  outside  to  behold : 
Gilded  tombs  do  worms  infold. 
Had  you  been  as  xvise  as  bold. 
Young  in  limbs,  in  judgment  old, 
Your  answer  had  not  been  inscrol'd  : 
Fare  you  xvell ;  your  suit  is  cold. 
Cold,  indeed  5  and  labour  lost : 
Tlien,  farewell,  heat ;  and,  welcome,  frost.-^ 
Portia,  adieu  !  I  have  too  griev*d  a  heart 
To  take  a  tedious  leave :  thus  losers  part,    \Exit^ 
^  Enclose*  9  Engrav^^u. 
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For.  A  gentle  riddance  : Draw  the  curtains 

Let  all  of  his  complexion  choose  me  so.  lExeunt, 

SCENE  VIII. 

Venice.     J  Street. 

Enter  Salarino  and  Salaxio. 

Salor.  Why  man,  I  saw  Bassanio  under  s^ilji 
With  him  is  Gratiano  gone  along  3 
And  in  their  ship,  I  am  sure,  Lorenzo  is  not. 

Salan,    The  villain  Jew  with  outcries  rais'd  the 
duke  J 
Who  went  witli  him  to  search  Bassanio's  ship. 

^alar.    He  came  too  late,  the  ship  was  undej 
sail  : 
But  there  the  duke  was  given  to  understand^ 
Tiiat  in  a  gondola  were  seen  together 
Lorenzo  jind  his  amorous  Jessica  ; 
Besides,  Antonio  certify'd  the  duke. 
They  were  not  with  Ba'ssanio  in  his  ship. 
,  Halan.  I  never  heard  a  passion  so  confus'dj 
So  strange,  outrageous,  and  so  variable. 
As  the  dog  Jew  did  utter  in  the  streets  : 
31  i/  daughter  I — 0  mv  ducats  /1 — 0  ;/?//  daughter  ! 
I'led  with  a  Christian  ?r^Q  mi;  christian  ducats  /— * 
Justice  !  the  laic  !  vii/  ducats,  and  mv  daughter  ! 
A  sealed  bag,  t^o  sealed  bags  of  ducats^ 
Oj  double  ducats^  stuVnJrom  we  by  my  dmghter  ! 
And]  excels;  two  stones,  two  rich  and  precious  stones, 
Stotn  by  7ny  daughter/ — Justice!  Jind  the  girl  ! 
She  hath  the  stones  upon  her,  and  the  ducats  ! 

Salar,  Why,  all  the  boys  in  Venice  fpllow  him, 
Crying. — his  stones,  his  daughter,  and  his  ducats. 

Salan,   Let  good  Antonio  look  he  keep  his  day. 
Or  he  shall  pay  for  this. 
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Salar.  Marry,  well  remember'd  : 

I  reason'd '  with  a  Frenchman  yesterday  ; 
Who  told  me^ — in  the  narrow  seas,  that  part 
iThe  French  and  English,  there  miscarried 
A  vessel  of  our  country,  richly  fraught : 
I  thought  upon  Antonio,  when  he  told  me; 
And  wish'd  in  silence,  that  it  were  not  his. 
SaUm,  You  were  best  to  tell  Antonio  what  you 
hear  3 
Yet  do  not  suddenly,  for  it  may  grieve  him. 

iSalar,  A  kinder  gentleman  treads  not  the  earth. 
I  saw  Bassanio  and  Antonio  part : 
Bassanio  told  him,  he  would  make  some  speed 
Of  his  return  ;  he  answer'd — Do  not  so, 
Slubber  vot^  business  for  my  sake,  Basscmio, 
Bui  stay  the  "cery  riping  of  the  time  ; 
And  for  the  Jew's  bond  ^  which  he  hath  of  me. 
Let  it  not  enter  in  yovr  mind  (f  love  : 
Be  merry ;  and  employ  your  chief  est  thoughts 
To  coy rt ship,  and  suchf-air  ostents^  of  love 
-As  shall  conveniently  become  you  there: 
And  even  there,  his  eye  being  big  with  tears. 
Turning  his  face,  he  put  his  hand  behind  him. 
And  with  affection  wondrous  sensible 
He  wrung  Bassanio's  hand,  and  so  they  parted. 

Salan,  I  think,  lie  only  loves  the  world  for  him. 
I  pray  thee,  let  us  go,  and  fmd  him  out. 
And  quicken  his  embraced  heaviness'* 
With  some  delight  or  other. 

Salar:  Do  we  so.   {Exeunt. 

^  Conversed. 

*  To  slubber  is  to  do  a  thing  carelessly.     3  Shows,  tokens. 

^  The  lieuviness  he  is  tuud  of. 
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SCENE  IX. 

Belmont.     A  Room  in  Portia's  House. 

Enter  Nerissa,  uith  a  Servant. 


Ner,  Quick,  quick,  I  pray  thee,  draw  the  cur- 
tain straight ; 
The  prince  of  Arragon  hath  ta'en  his  oath> 
And  comes  to  his  election  presently. 

Flourish  of  Cornets,    Enter  the  Prince  of  Arragon  A 
Portia,  and  their  Trains. 

For,    Behold,  there  stand  tlie  caskets,  noble 
prince : 
If  you  choose  that  wherein  I  am  contain'd. 
Straight  shall  our  nuptial  rites  be  solemniz'd ; 
But  if  you  fail,  without  more  speech,  my  lord. 
You  must  be  gone  from  hence  immediately. 

Ar.    I  am  enjoin'd  by  oath  to  observe  three 
things  : 
First,  ne\^r  to  unfold  to  any  one 
Which  casket  'twas  I  chose  ;  next,  if  I  fail 
Of  the  right  casket,  never  in  my  life 
To  woo  a  maid  in  way  of  marriage  ^  lastly. 
If  I  do  fail  in  fortune  of  my  choice. 
Immediately  to  leave  you  and  be  gone. 

For.  To  these  injunctions  every  one  doth  swear^ 
That  comes  to  hazard  for  my  worthless  self. 

Ar.  And  so  have  I  address'd^  me:    Fortune 
now 
To  my  heart's  hope  ! — Gold,  silver,  and  base  lead. 
jy/w  chooscth  mc,  must  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath  : 
You  shall  look  fairer,  ere  I  give,  or  hazard. 
What  says  the  golden  chest  ?  ha!  let  me  see  : — 
lyho  chouscth  mcj  shall  gain  what  manij  men  desire. 
5  Pfeparcd, 
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What  many  men  desire. — ^That  many  may  be 

meant 
By  the  fool  multitude,  tliat  choose  by  show. 
Not  learning  more  than  the  fond  eye  doth  teach; 
Which  pries  not  to  the  interior^,   but^  like  the 

martlet. 
Builds  in  the  weather  on  the  outward  wall. 
Even  in  the  force  ^  and  road  of  casualty. 
I  will  not  choose  what  many  men  desire. 
Because  I  will  not  jump '  with  common  spirits^ 
And  rank  me  with  the  barbarous  multitudes. 
Why,  then  to  thee,  thou  silver  treasure-house  -, 
Tell  me  once  more  what  title  thou  dost  bear : 
JV/to  chooseth  me,  shall  get  as  much  as  he  deserves; 
And  well  said  too :  For  who  shall  go  about 
To  cozen  fortune,  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  stamp  of  merit !  Let  none  presume 
To  wear  an  undeserved  dignity. 
O,  that  estates,  degrees,  and  office^. 
Were  not  deriv'd  corruptly!  and  that  clear  honour 
Were  purchas'd  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer  ! 
How  many  then  should  cover,  that  stand  bare  ? 
How  many  be  commanded,  that  command  ? 
How  much  low  peasantry  would  then  be  glean'd 
From  the  true  seed  of  honour  ?  and  how  much 

honour 
Pick'd  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  times. 
To  be  new  varnished  ?  Well,  but  to  my  choice  : 
Who  chooseth  me,  shall ^et  as  much  as  he  dtscTves : 
I  will  assume  desert ; — Give  rae  a  key  for  this. 
And  instantly  unlock  my  fortunes  here. 

For,  Too  long  a  pause  for  that  which  you  fhii 

there  „ 

VOL,    lU  E  E 

6  Power,  7  Agree  with* 
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Ar.  What's  here  ?  the  portrait  of  a  blinking  j 
idiot,  I 

Presenting  me  a  schedule  ?  I  will  read  it. 
How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia  ? 
How  much  unlike  my  hopes,  and  my  deservings  ? 
Who  chooseth  me^  shall  have  as  much  as  he  deserves. 
Did  I  deserve  no  more  than  a  fool's  head  ? 
Is  that  my  prize  ?  are  my  deserts  no  better  ? 

For,  To  offend,  and  judge,  are  distinct  offices. 
And  of  opposed  natures. 

Ar.  What  is  here  ? 

Thejire  seven  times  tried  this; 
Seven  times  tried  that  judgment  is. 
That  did  never  choose  amiss : 
Some  there  be,  that  shadows  kiss  ; 
^  Such  have  hut  a  shadow^ s  bliss : 

There  befools  alive,  I  wis,^ 
Silver' d  o'er  ;  and  so  was  this. 
Take  what  xvife  you  will  to  bed, 
I  will  ever  be  your  head  : 
So  begone,  sir,  you  are  sped. 
Still  more  fool  I  shall  appear 
By  the  time  I  linger  here  : 
With  one  fooFs  head  I  came  to  woo. 
But  I  go  away  with  two. — 
Sweet,  adieu !  I'll  keep  my  oath. 
Patiently  to  bear  my  wroth. 

[^Exeunt  Arragon,  and  Train. 
Tor.  Thus  hath  the  candle  sing'd  the  moth. 
O  these  deliberate  fools  !  when  they  do  choose. 
They  have  tlie  wisdom  by  their  wit  to  lose. 
Ner.  The  ancient  saying  is  no  heresy  3 — 
Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  destiny. 
Por.  Come,  draw  the  curtain,  Nerissa, 

?  Kngw> 
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Enier  a  Servant, 

Scrv.  Where  is  my  lady  ? 

Par.  Here ;  what  would  my  lord  ? 

Serv,  Madam,  there  is  alighted  at  your  gate 
A  young  Venetian,  one  that  comes  before 
To  signify  the  approaching  of  his  lord  : 
Frorh  whom  he  bringeth  sensible  regreets  ^^ 
To  wit,  besides  commends,  and  courteous  breath," 
Gifts  of  rich  value  3  yet  I  have  not  seen 
So  likely  an  embassador  of  love  : 
A  day  in  April  never  came  so  sweet. 
To  show  how  costly  summer  was  at  hand> 
As  this  fore-spurrer  comes  before  his  lord. 

Po7\    No  more,  I  pray  thee  3  I  am  half  afeard,' 
Thou  wilt  say  anon,  he  is  some  kin  to  thee. 
Thou  spend'st    such    high-day   wit  in  praising 

him. — 
Come,  come,  Nerissa  -,  for  I  long  to  see 
Quick  Cupid's  post,  that  comes  so  mannerly. 

Na\  Bassanio^  lord  love,  if  thy  will  it  be ! 

^Exeunt^ 

ACT  III. 
SCENE  I.   Venice.  J  Street. 

Enter    Salanio    and    Salarino. 

Salan,  Now,  what  news  on  the  Rial  to  ? 

Salar.  Why,  yet  it  lives  there  uncheck'd,  that 
Antonio  hath  a  ship  of  rich  lading  wreck'd  on  the 
narrow  seas;  the  Goodwins,  I  think  they  call  the 
place  ',  a  veiy  dangerous  flat,  and  fatal,  where  the 
carcases  of  many  a  tall  ship  lie  buried,  as  they 
say,  if  my  gossip  report  be  an  honest  woman  of 
her  wordo 

E  E  2 
9  SAluutions* 
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Salan.  I  would  she  were  as  lying  a  gossip  in 
that,  as  ever  knapp'd  ginger,  or  made  her  neigh- 
bours believe  she  wept  for  the  death  of  a  third 
husband:  But  it  is  true, — without  any  slips  of 
prolixity,  or  crossing  the  plain  high-way  of  talk^ 
— that  the  good.  Antonio,    the  honest  Antonio, 

O  that  I  had  a  title  good  enough  to  keep  his 

came  company ! — 

Salar.  Come,  the  full  stop. 

Salan,    Ha, — what  say'st  thou? — Why  the  endj 
is^  he  hath  lost  a  ship.  I 

Salar,  I  would  it  might  prove  the  end  of  his 
losses  ! 

Salan,  Let  me  say  amen  betimes,  lest  the  devil 
•cross  my  prayer  5  for  here  he  comes  in  the  likeness 
of  a  Jew.— *- 

Enter  Shylock. 

How  now,  Shylock?  what  news  among  the  mer- 
chants ? 

Shi.  You  knew^  none  so  well^  none  so  well  as 
you,  of  my  daughter's  flight, 

Salar.  That's  certain 5  I,  for  my  part,  knew  the 
tailor  that  made  the  wings  she  flew  withal. 

Salan,  And  Shylock,  for  his  own  part,  knew 
the  bird  was  fledg'd  3  and  then  it  is  the  com- 
plexion of  them  all  to  leave  the  dam. 

Shy,     She  is  damn'd  for  it. 

Salar,  That's  certain,  if  the  devil  may  be  her 
judge. 

Shy.  My  own  flesh  and  blood  to  rebel ! 

Silan.  Out  upon  it,  old  carrion!  rebels  it  at 
these  years  ? 

Sky,  I  say,  my  daughter  is  my  flesh  and  blood. 

Salar,  There  is  more  difference  betvv^een  thy  , 
flesh  and  hers,  than  between  jet  and  ivory  3  more  j 
between  your  bloods^  than  tliere  is  between  red 
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wine  and  rhenish : — But  tell  us,  do  you  hear 
whether  Antonio  have  had  any  loss  at  sea  or 
no  ? 

Ski/,  There  I  have  another  bad  match  :  a  bank- 
rupt, a  prodigal,  who  dare  scarce  show  liis  head 
on  the  Rialto ;— a  beggar,  that  used  to  come  so 
smug  upon  the  mart  3 — let  him  look  to  his  bond  : 
he  was  wont  to  call  me  usurer ; — let  him  look  to 
his  bond :  he  was  wont  to  lend  money  for  a 
Christian  courtesy. > — let  him  look  to  his  bond. 

Salar,  Why,  I  am  sure^  if  he  forfeit,  thou  w^ilt 
not  take  his  flesh  j  Whaf  s  that  good  for  ? 

S/iif.  To  bait  iish  withal :  if  it  will  feed  nothing 
else,  it  will  feed  my  revenge.  He  hath  disgraced 
me,  and  hindered  me  of  half  a  million  5  laughed 
at  my  losses,  mocked  at  my  gains,  scorned  my 
nation,  thwarted  my  bargains,  cooled  my  friends, 
heated  mine  enemies;  and  what's  his  reason?  I 
am  a  Jew :  Hath  not  a  Jew  eyes?  hath  not  a  Jew 
hands,  organs,  dimensions,  senses,  affections,  pas- 
sions ?  fed  with  the  same  food,  hurt  with  the 
same  weapons,  subject  to  the  same  diseases,  heal- 
ed by  the  same  m.eans,  warmed  and  cooled  by  the 
game  winter  and  summer,  as  a  Christian  is?  if 
yon  prick  us,  do  we  not  bleed  ?  if  you  tickle  us, 
do  we  not  laugh  ?  if  you  poison  us,  do  we  not 
die  ?  and  if  you  wrong  us,  shall  we  not  revenge  ? 
if  we  are  like  you  in  the  rest,  we  will  resemble 
you  in  that.  If  a  Jew  wrong  a  Christian,  what  is 
his  humility  r  revenge  5  If  a  Christian  wrong  a 
Jew,  what  should  his  sufferance  be  by  Christian 
example  ?  why,  revenge.  The  villainy,  .you  teach 
me,  I  w^ill  execute;  and  it  shall  go  hard,  but  I 
will  better  the  instruction. 

E  E  3 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Sert\  Gentlemen^,  my  master  Antonio  is  at  his 

house,  and  desires  to  speak  with  you  both. 

a  alar.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  seek  him. 

Enter  Tubal. 

Salan.  Here  comes  another  of  the  tribe ,  a  third 
cannot  be  matched;,  unless  the  devil  himself  turn 
Jew.  [Exeunt  Salan.  Salar.  and  Servant, 

Shij,  How  now.  Tubal,  what  news  from  Genoa? 
hast  thou  found  my  daughter  ? 

Tub,  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her,  but 
cannot  find  her. 

Shy.  Why  there,  there,  there,  there !  a  diamond 
gone,  cost  me  two  thousand  ducats  in  Frankfort ! 
The  curse  never  fell  upon  our  nation  till  now  ;  I 
never  felt  it  till  now  : — two  thousand  ducats  in 
that  3  and  other  precious,  precious  jewels. — I 
Vv'ould,  my  daughter  were  dead  at  my  foot,  and 
tlie  jewels  in  her  ear !  'would  she  were  hears'd  at 
my  foot,  and  the  ducats  in  her  coffin !  No  news 
of  them? — Why,  so: — and  I  know  not  what's 
spent  in  the  search :  Why,  thou  loss  upon  loss  ! 
the  thief  gone  with  so  much,  and  so  much  to  find 
the  thief 5  and  no  satisfaction,  no  revenge:  nor 
no  ill  luck  stirring,  but  what  lights  o'  my  shoulders  5 
no  sighs,  but  o'  my  breathing  5  no  tears,  but  o'  my 
shedding. 

Tub,  Yes,  other  men  have  ill  luck  too,  Antonio^ 
as  I  heard  in  Genoa, — 

Shy.  What,  what,  what  ?  ill  luck,  ill  luck  ? 

Tub.  — ^liath  an  argosy  cast  away,  coming  from^ 
Tripolis. 

Shy.  I  thank  God^  I  thank  God  ;~Is  it  true  \ 
is  it  true  ? 
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Tub.  I  spoke  with  some  of  the  sailors  that 
escaped  the  wreck. 

Shy.  I  thank  thee,  good  Tubal; — Good  news^ 
good  news  :  ha  !  ha  !^ — Where  ?  in  G^enoa  ? 

Tub.  Your  daughter  spent  in  Genoa,  as  I  heard, 
one  night,  fourscore  ducats. 

Sky.    Thou  stick'st  a  dagger  in  me  : 1  shall 

never  see  my  gold  again :  Fourscore  ducats  at  a 
sitting  !  fourscore  ducats  ! 

Tub.  There  came  divers  of  Antonio's  creditors 
in  my  company  to  Venice,  that  swear  he  cannot 
choose  but  break. 

S/ii/.  I  am  very  glad  of  it :  I'll  plague  him ;  I'll 
torture  him  -,  I  am  glad  of  it. 

Tub.  One  of  them  showed  me  a  ring,  that  he 
had  of  your  daughter  for  a  monkey. 

Sky.  Out  upon  her  !  Thou  torturest  me.  Tubal : 
it  was  my  turquoise}^  I  had  it  of  Leah,  when  I 
was  a  bachelor :  I  would  not  have  given  it  for  au 
wilderness  of  monkies. 

Tub.  But  Antonio  is  certainly  undone. 

S%.  Nay,  that's  true,  that's  very  true:  Go, 
Tubal,  fee  me  an  officer,  bespeak  him  a  fortnight 
before  :  I  will  have  the  heart  of  him,  if  he  forfeit; 
for  were  he  out  of  Venice,  I  can  make  what  mer- 
chandize I  will :  Go,  go.  Tubal,  and  meet  me  a^ 
our  synagogue  3  go,  good  Tubal  3  at  oui*  synago- 
gue. Tubal.  lEjceu-if. 

SCENE  II. 

Belmont.     A  Room  in  Portia's  House. 

Rnter  Bassanxo,   Portia,    Gratiano,   Na- 
RtSSA,  and  Attendants,  The  caskets  arc  set  out^ 

For.  I  pray  you,  tarry  3  pause  a  day  or  two^ 
before  you  hazard  3  for,  in  choosing  wrongs 
*  A  pre€jow§  «t9ne. 
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I  lose  your  company  5  therefore,  forbear  a  while  : 
There's  something  tells  me,   (but  it  is  not  love,) 
1  would  not  lose  you ;  and  you  know  yourself, 
Hate  counsels  not  in  such  a  quality  : 
But  lest  you  should  not  understand  me  well^ 
(And  yet  a  maiden  hath  no  tongue  but  thought,) 
1  would  detain  you  here  some  month  or  two. 
Before  you  venture  for  me.     1  could  teach  you. 
How  to  choose  right,  but  then  I  am  forsworn  5 
So  will  I  never  be  :  so  may  you  miss  me ; 
But  if  you  do,  you'll  make  me  wish  a  sin. 
That  I  had  been  forsworn.     Beshrew  your  eyes^ 
They  have  o'er-look'd  me,  and  divided  me ; 
One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half  yours, — — - 
Mine  own,  I  w^ould  say ;  but  if  mine,  then  yours. 
And  so  all  yours  :   O !  these  naughty  times 
Put  bars  between  the  owners  and  their  rights ; 
And  so»  though  yours,  not  yours. — Prove  it  so, 
i-et  fortune  go  to  hell  for  it, — not  L 
I  speak  too  long ;  but  'tis  to  peize^  the  time 5 
To  eke  it,  and  to  draw  it  out  in  length. 
To  stay  you  from  election. 

Bass.  Let  me  choose ; 

For,  as  I  am.,  I  live  upon  the  rack. 

For.  Upon  the  rack,  Eassanio  ?  then  confess 
What  treason  there  is  mingled  with  your  love. 

BayS.s.  None,  but  that  ugly  treason  of  mistrust, 
•  Which  makes  me  fear  the  enjoying  of  my  love  : 
Tliere  may  as  well  be  amity  and  life 
*Tween  snow  and  fire,  as  treason  and  my  love. 

Por.  Ay,  but,  I  fear,  you  speak  upon  the  rack, 
Wliere  men  enforced  do  speak  any  thing.    \ 

Bass.  Promise  me  hfe,  and  I'li  confess  the  truth. 

For.  Well  then,  confess,  and  live. 

Bass.  Coliiess,  and  love. 


I 
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Had  been  the  very  sum  of  my  confession  : 

0  happy  torment,  when  my  torturer 
Doth  teach  me  answers  for  deliverance  ! 
But  let  me  to  my  fortune  and  the  caskets. 

For.  Away  then;  I  am  lock'd  in  one  of  them  ^ 
If  you  do  love  me,  you  will  find  me  out. — 
Nerissa,  and  the  rest,  stand  all  aloof. — 
Let  musick  sound,  while  he  doth  make  his  choice; 
Then,  if  he  lose,  he  makes  a  swan-like  end^ 
Fading  in  musick  :  that  the  comparison 
May  stand  more  proper^   my  eye  shall  be  the 

stream. 
And  wat'ry  death-bed  for  him :  He  may  win ; 
i  And  what  is  musick  then  ?  then  musick  is 
I  Even  as  the  flourish  when  true  subjects  bow 
I  To  a  new-crowned  monarch :  such  it  is. 
As  are  those  dulcet  sounds  in  break  of  day, 
I  That  creep  into  the  dreaming  bridegroom's  ear^' 
j  And  summon  him  to  marrtage.     Now  he  goes, 
'  With  no  less  presence,^  but  with  much  more  love. 
Than  young  Alcides,  when  he  did  redeem 
The  virgin  tribute  paid  by  howling  Troy 
To  the  sea-monster  :  I  stand  for  sacrifice. 
The  rest  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  wives, 
-With  bleared  visages,  come  forth  to  view 
The  issue  of  the  exploit.     Go,  Hercules ! 
Live  thou,  I  live : — With  much  much  more  dismay 

1  view  the  fight,  than  thou  that  mak'st  the  fray. 

Mmicky  whilst  Bassanio  comments  on  the  caskets 
to  himself', 

SONG. 

1.  Tell  me,  where  is  fancy  "^  hred^ 
Or  in  the  heart,  or  in  the  head  ? 
Iloxv  begot y  how  nourished  '^ 

3  Dignity  of  mien.  *  Love. 
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■Reply.  2.  It  is  01  gender' d  in  the  eyes, 

With  gazing  fed;  md  fancy  dies 

In  the  cradle  where  it  lies  : 
Let  us  ail  ring  fancy's  knell; 

Til  begin  it, Ding  dong,  bell. 

All.     Ding,  dong,  bell. 
Bass, — So  may  the  outward  shows  be  lea 

themselves  -, 
The  world  is  still  deceiv'd  with  ornament. 
In  law,  what  plea  so  tainted  and  corrupt. 
But,  being  seasoned  with  a  gracious  ^  voice^ 
Obscures  tlie  show  of  evil  ?  In  religion. 
What  damned  error,  but  some  sober  brow 
Will  bless  it,  and  approve  it  with  a  text. 
Hiding  the  grossness  with  fair  ornament  ? 
There  is  no  vice  so  simple,  but  assumes 
Some  mark  of  virtue  on  his  outward  parts. 
How  many  cowards,  whose  hearts  are  all  as  fah 
As  stairs  of  sand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules,  and  frowning  Mars ; 
Who,  inward  search'd,  have  livers  white  as  milk 
And  these  assume  but  valour's  excrement. 
To  render  them  redoubted.     Look  on  beauty. 
And  you  shall  see  'tis  purchas'd  by  the  weighty 
Which  therein  works  a  miracle  in  nature. 
Making  them  lightest  that  wear  most  of  it : 
So  are  those  crisped  ^  snaky  golden  locks,  _ 

Which  make  such  wanton  gambols  with  the  wine 
Upon  supposed  fairness,  often  known 
To  be  the  dowry  of  a  second  head. 
The  scull  that  bred  them,  in  the  sepulchre. 
Thus  ornament  is  but  the  guiled"  shore 
To  a  most  dangerous  sea  3  the  beauteous  scarf 
Veiling  an  Indian  beauty ;  in  a  word. 
The  seeming  truth  which  cunning  times  put  on 

5  Winning  favour.  6  Curled, 

7  I'reacherous. 
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4)  entrap  the  wisest.    Therefore,    thou  gaudy 

gold, 
lard  food  for  Midas,  I  will  none  of  thee  : 
for  none  of  thee,  tliou  pale  and  common  drudge 
Cween  man  and  man  :  but  thou,  thou  meager 

lead, 
Vhich  rather  threafnest,  than  dost  promise  aught, 
'hy  plainness  moves  me  more  than  eloquence, 
Lnd  here  choose  I  j  Joy  be  the  consequence  ! 
For,  How  all  the  other  passions  fleet  to  air, 
iS  doubtful  thoughts,  and  rash-embrac'd  despair^ 
Lnd  shudd'ring  fear  and  green-ey'd  jealousy. 
)  love,  be  moderate,  allay  thy  ecstasy, 
n  measure  rain  thy  joy,  scant  this  excess  ^ 
feel  too  much  thy  blessing,  make  it  less, 
^or  fear  I  surfeit ! 

Bass.  What  find  I  here  ? 

,  [Opening  the  leaden  casJcet, 

'Vir  Portia's  counterfeit?^  What  demi-god 
•latli  come  so  near  creation  r  Move  these  eyes  ? 
.  )r  whether,  riding  on  the  balls  of  mine, 
'  leem  they  in  motion  ?  Here  are  sever'd  lips, 
'arted  with  sugar  breath ,  so  sweet  a  bar 
>hould  sunder  such  sweet  friends :  Here  in  her 

hairs 
The  painter  plays  the  spider ;  and  hath  woven 
^  golden  mesh  to  entrap  the  hearts  of  men, 
faster  than  gnats  in  cobwebs :    But  her  eyes, — 
low  could  he  see  to  do  them  ?  having  made  one, 
Viethinks,  it  should  have  power  to  steal  both  his, 
knd  leave  itself  unfurnish'd  :  Yet  look,  how  far 
The   substance   of  my  praise   doth  wrong   this 

shadow 
h  underprizing  it,  so  far  this  shadow 
&oth  limp  behind  the  substance.  —  Here's  the 

scroll, 

^  Likeness,  portrait. 
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The  continent  and  summary  of  my  fortune. 
Yo2i  that  choose  not  by  the  "cieWy 
Chance  as  fair,  and  choose  as  true!  HI 

Since  this  fortune  falls  to  yon. 
Be  content  and  seek  no  new. 
Jfyou  be  xcell  pleased  zvith  thisy 
And  hold  your  fortune  for  your  bliss. 
Turn  you  where  yo^r  lady  is. 
And  claim  her  with  a  loving  kiss, 
A  gentle  scroll  3 — P'air  lady,  by  your  leave ; 

[Kissing  her 
I  come  by  note^  to  give,  and  to  receive. 
Like  one  of  two  contending  in  a  prize. 
That  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  people's  eyes. 
Hearing  applause,  and  universal  shout. 
Giddy  in  spirit,  still  gazing,  in  a  doubt 
Whether  those  peals  of  praise  be  his  or  no  5 
So,  thrice  fair  lady,  stand  I,  even  so  5 
As  doubtful  whether  what  I  see  be  true. 
Until  confirmed,  sign'd,  ratified  by  you. 

Bor.  You  see  me,  lord  Bassanio,  where  I  standj 
Such  as  I  am :  though,  for  my  self  alone, 
I  would  not  be  ambitious  in  my  wish. 
To  wish  myself  much  better  -,  yet,  for  you, 
I  w^ould  be  trebled  twenty  times  myself  5 
A  thousand  times  more  fair,  ten  thousand  times 
More  rich ; 

That  only  to  stand  high  on  your  account, 
I  might  in  virtues,  beauties,  livings,  friends. 
Exceed  account :   but  the  full  sum  of  me 
Is  sum  of  something ;  which,  to  term  in  gross . 
Is  an  unlesson'd  girl,  unschooPd,  unpractis'd  • 
Happy  in  this,  she  is  not  yet  so  old 
But  she  may  learn ;  and  happier  than  this^ 
She  is  not  bred  so  dull  but  she  can  learn  > 
Happiest  of  all,  is,  that  her  gentle  sphit 
Commits  itself  to  yours  to  be  directed. 
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As  from  her  lord,  her  governor,  her  king. 
Myself,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you,  and  yours 
Is  now  converted  :  but  now  I  was  the  lord 
Of  this  fair  mansion,  master  of  my -servants, 
Queen  o*er  myself:  and  even  now,  but  now. 
This  house,  these  servants,  and  this  same  myself. 
Are  yours,  my  ]ord  ;  I  give  them  with  this  ring; 
Which  when  you  part  from,  lose,  or  give  away^ 
Let  it  presage  the  ruin  of  your  love. 
And  be  my  vantage  to  exclaim  on  you. 

Bas.s.  Madam,  you  have  beieft  me  of  all  words^ 
Only  my  blood  speaks  to  you  in  my  veins  : 
And  there  is  such  confusion  in  my  powers, 
As,  after  some  oration  fairly  spoke 
By  a  beloved  prince,  there  doth  appear 
Among  the  buzzing  pleased  multitude ; 
Where  every  something,  being  blent ^  togetlier. 
Turns  to  a  wild  of  nothing,  save  of  joy, 
Expressed,  and  not  express'd:  But  when  this  ring 
Parts  from  this  finger,  then  parts  life  from  hence; 
O,  then  be  bold  to  say,  Bassanio's  dead. 

Net\  My  lord  and  lady,  it  is  now  our  time. 
That  have  stood  by,  and  seen  our  wishes  prosper. 
To  cry,  good  joy  5  Good  joy,  my  lord,  and  lady! 

Gra.  My  lord  Bassanio,  and  my  gentle  lady^ 
I  wish  you  all  the  joy  that  you  can  wish ; 
For,  I  am  sure,  you  can  wish  none  from  me : 
And,  when  your  honours  mean  to  solemnize 
The  bargain  of  your  faith,  I  do  beseech  you. 
Even  at  that  time  I  may  be  married  too. 

Bass.   With  all  my  heart,  so  thou  canst  get  a 
wife. 

Gra,   I  thank  your  lordships  you  have  got  me 
one. 
My  eyes,  my  lord,  can  look  as  swift  as  yours: 

VOL.  II,  F  F 

9  Blended. 
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You  saw  the  mistress,  I  beheld  the  maid  5 

You  lov'd,  I  lov'd  ^  for  intermission  * 

No  more  pertains  to  me,  my  lord,  than  you. 

Your  fortune  stood  upon  the  caskets  there  3 

And  so  did  mine  too,  as  the  matter  falls  : 

For  wooing  here,  until  I  sweat  again  j 

And  swearing,  till  my  yery  roof  was  dry 

With  oaths  of  love  ;  at  last, — if  promise  last,— - 

I  got  a  promise  of  this  fair  one  here. 

To  have  her  love,  provided  that  your  fortime 

Achieved  her  mistress. 

For,  Is  this  true,  Kerissa? 

Ner.  Madam,  it  is,  so  you  stand  pleas'd  withal 

Bass,  And  do  you,  Gratiano,  mean  good  faitii 

Gra,  Yes,  'faith,  my  lord. 

Bass.  Our  feast  shall  be  much  honour'd  in  you 
marriage.  '  - 

Gra,    We'll  play  with  them,  the  first  boy  for  ; 
thousand  ducats. 

Ner.  What,  and  stake  down  ? 

Gra.  No  ^  we  shall  ne'er  win  at  that  sport,  an< 

stake  down. 

But  who  comes  here  ^  Lorenzo,  and  his  infidel  ? 
What,  my  old  Venetian  friend,  Salerio  ? 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Jessica,  a?id  Salerio. 

Bass.  Lorenzo,  and  Salerio,  welcome  hi therj 
If  that  the  youth  of  my  new  interest  here 
Have  power  to  bid  you  welcome  : — By  your  leave 
I  bid  my  very  friends  and  countrymen^ 
Sweet  Portia,  welcome. 

Par.  So  do  I^  my  lord ; 

They  are  entirely  welcome. 

Lor.  I  thank  your  honour : — For  my  part,  ra; 
lord. 
My  purpose  was  not  to  have  seen  you  here  j 
»  Pause,  delay. 
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But  meeting  with  Salerio  by  the  way^ 
He  did  entreat  me,  past  all  saying  nay. 
To  come  with  him  along. 

Sale.  I  did^  my  lord. 

And  I  have  reason  for  it.     Signior  Antonio 
Commends  -him  to  you. 

[Gkes  Bassatvio  a  letter^ 

Bass,  Ere  I  ope  his  letter, 

I  pray  you,  tell  me  how  my  good  friend  doth. 

Sale,  Not  sick,  my  lord,  unless  it  be  in  mind^ 
Nor  well,  unless  in  mind  :  his  letter  there 
Will  show  you  his  estate. 

Gra,    Nerissa,    cheer  yon'  stranger  5   bid  her 
welcome. 
Your  hand,    Salerio  5    V/haf  s    the  news  from 

Venice  ? 
How  doth  that  royal  merchant,  good  Antonio? 
'l  knov/,  he  will  be  glad  of  our  success  : 
We  are  the  Jasons,  we  have  won  the  fleece. 

Sale,  'Would  you  had  won  the  fleece  that  he 
hath  lost ! 

For,   There  are  some  shrewd  contents  in  yon* 
same  paper. 
That  steal  the  colour  from  Bassanio's  cheek : 
Some  dear  friend  dead;  else  nothing  in  the  world 
Could  tiirn  so  much  the  constitution 
Of  any  constant  man.  What^  worse  and  worse  ? — 
With  leave,  Bassanio  5  1  am  half  yourself. 
And  I  must  freely  have  the  half  of  any  thing 
That  this  same  paper  brings  you. 

Bass,  O  sweet  Portia^ 

Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleasant' st  words. 
That  ever  blotted  paper  !  Gentle  lady. 
When  I  did  first  impart  my  love  to  you^. 
i  freely  told  you,  all  the  wealth  I  had 
Ean  in  my  veins^  I  was  a  gentleman  j 

FJf  2 
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And  then  I  told  you  true  :  and  yet,  dear  lady. 

Rating  myself  at  nothing,  you  shall  see 

How  much  I  was  a  braggart :  When  I  told  you 

My  state  was  nothing,  I  should  then  have  told  yoi 

That  I  was  worse  than  nothing  ;  for,  indeed, 

I  have  engag'd  myself  to  a  daar  friend, 

Engag'd  my  friend  to  his  mere  enemy. 

To  feed  my  means.     Here  is  a  letter,  lady  j 

The  paper  as  the  body  of  my  friend. 

And  every  word  in  it  a  gaping  wound. 

Issuing  hfe-blood. — But  is  it  true,  Salerio  ? 

Have  ail  his  ventures  fail'd  ?  What,  not  one  hit  ? 

From  Tripolis,  from  Mexico,  and  England, 

From  Lisbon,  Barbary,  and  India  '^ 

And  not  one  vessel  'scape  the  dreadful  touch 

Of  merchant-marring  rocks  ? 

Sale.  Not  one,  my  lord, 

Besides,  it  should  appear,  that  if  he  had 
The  present  money  to  discharge  the  Jew, 
He  would  not  take  it :  Never  did  I  know 
.  A  creature,  tliat  did  bear  the  shape  of  man. 
So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  man  : 
He  plies  the  duke  at  morning,  and  at  night  ^ 
And  doth  impeach  the  freedom  of  the  state. 
If  they  deny  him  justice  :  twenty  merchants. 
The  duke  himself,  and  the  magniiicoes  ^ 
Of  greatest  port,  have  all  persuaded  with  him ; 
But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  plea 
Of  forfeiture,  of  justice,  and  his  bond. 

Jes,    When  I  was  with  him,  I  have  heard  hi 
swear. 
To  Tubal,  and  to  Chus,  his  countrymen. 
That  he  would  rather  have  Antonio's  flesh. 
Than  twenty  times  the  value  of  the  sum 
That  he  did  owe  him  :  and  1  know,  my  lord, 

^  The  chief  men. 
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Ini  have  no  speaking;  I  will  have  my  bond. 

\_Exit  Shy  LOCK. 

Sedan,  It  is  the  most  impenetrable  cur^ 
That  ever  kept  with  men. 

jfit.  Let  him  alone ; 

I'll  follow  him  no  more  with  bootless  prayers. 
He  seeks  my  life ;  his  reason  well  I  know  3 
I  oft  delivered  from  his  forfeitures 
Many  that  have  at  times  made  moan  to  me  5 
Therefore  he  hates  me. 

Sedan,  I  am  sure^  the  duke 

\Will  never  grant  this  forfeiture  to  hold. 

Ant.  The  duke  cannot  deny  the  course  of  law) 
For  the  commodity  that  strangers  have 
"With  us  in  Venice,  if  it  be  denied. 
Will  much  impeach  the  justice  of  the  state; 
Since  that  the  trade  and  profit  of  the  city 
Consisteth  of  all  nations.     Therefore,  go  : 
These  griefs  and  losses  have  so  'bated  me. 
That  I  shall  hardly  spare  a  pound  of  flesh 

To-morrow  to  my  bloody  creditor. 

Well,  gaoler^  on  : — Pray  God^  Bassanio  come 
To  see  me  pay  his  debt^.  and  then  I  care  not ! 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Belmont.     A  Room  in  Portia's  House, 

Enter  Portia,  Nerissa,  Lorenzo,  Jessica, 
and  Balthazar. 

Lor.   Madam,  although  I  speak  it  in  your  pre- 
sence. 
You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  conceit 
Of  god-like  amity  -,  wdiich  appears  most  strongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  absence  of  your  lord. 
But,  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  show  this  honour^ 
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How  true  a  gentleman  you  send  relief, 
How  dear  a  lover  of  my  lord  your  husband, 
I  knoW;,  you  would  be  prouder  of  the  work^ 
Than  customary  bounty  can  enforce  you. 

Par,  I  never  did  repent  for  doing  good. 
Nor  shall  not  now  ;  for  in  companions 
That  do  converse  and  waste  the  time  together, 
-  Whose  souls  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love. 
There  must  be  needs  a  like  proportion 
Of  lineaments,  of  manners,  and  of  spirit; 
Which  makes  me  think,  that  this  Antonio, 
Being  the  bosom  lover  of  my  lord. 
Must  needs  be  like  my  lord  :  If  it  be  so. 
How  little  is  the  cost  I  have  bestow'd. 
In  purchasing  the  semblance  of  my  soul 
From  out  the  state  of  hellish  cruelty  ? 
This  comes  too  near  the  praising  of  myself; 
Therefore,  no  more  of  it :  hear  other  things. — 
Lorenzo,  I  commit  into  your  hands 
The  husbandry  and  manage  of  my  house. 
Until  my  lord's  return  :  for  mine  own  part, 
I  have  toward  heaven  breath' d  a  secret  vow. 
To  live  in  prayer  and  contemplation. 
Only  attended  by  Nerissa  here. 
Until  her  husband  and  my  lord's  return : 
There  is  a  monastery  two  miles  off. 
And  there  we  will  abide.     I  do  desire  you. 
Not  to  deny  this  imposition  5 
The  which  my  love,  and  some  necessity. 
Now  lays  upon  you. 

Lor.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart ; 

I  shall  obey  you  in  all  fair  commands. 

Par,  My  people  do  already  know  my  mind. 
And  will  acknowledge  you  and  Jessica 
In  place  of  lord  Bassanio  and  myself. 
So  fare  you  well,  till  we  shall  meet  again. 
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If  iaw,  authority^  and  power  deny  not. 
It:  will  go  hard  with  poor  Antonio. 

1\))\  Is  it  your  dear  friend^    that  is  thus  in 
trouble  ? 

Bass.  The  dearest  friend  to  me^  the  kindest  man^ 
Tlie  best  conditioned  and  unwearied  spirit 
In  doing  courtesies  ;  and  one  in  whom 
The  ancient  Pvoman  honour  more  appears, 
Ihan  any  that  draws  breath  in  Italy. 

For.  What  sum  owes  he  the  Jew  ? 

Bass.  For  nie^  three  thousand  ducats. 

Poi\  What,  no  more  ^ 

Pay  him  six  thousand,  and  deface  the  bond  5 
Double  six  thousand,  and  tJien  treble  that, 
.Before  a  friend  of  this  description 
Shall  lose  a  hair  through  Bassanio's  fault. 
Fnst.,  go  with  me  to  church,  and  call  me  wife  : 
And  then  away  to  Venice  to  your  friend  5 
For  never  sliall  }'ou  lie  by  Portia's  side 
With  an  unquiet  soul.     You  shall  have  gold 
To  pay  the  petty  debt  twenty  times  over , 
"Wl^en  it  is  paid,  bring  your  true  friend  along  r 
jVIy  maid  Nerissa,  and  myself,  mean  time. 
Will  live  as  maids  and  widows.     Come,  away  5 
For  you  sliall  hence  upon  your  wedding-day  : 
Bid  your  friends  welcome,  show  a  merry  cheer  3  ^ 
Since  you  are  dear  bought,  I  will  love  you  dear. — 
Eur  let  me  liear  the  letter  of  your  friend. 

Bass.  [Reads.]  Sxvcd  Bassmiio^  my  ships  have 
all  rsiisi:nr!'ic(l,  ivy  creditors  grow  vrud^  my  estate 
'i>  TY/i;  lou',  my  bond  to  the  Jew  is  forfeit ;  and 
succe,  ui  paying  it,  it  is  impossible  1  should  lire,  all 
debts  are  cleared  bettveen  you  and  /,  if  I  might  but 
-t/  you  at   my  d'eaih:  notxvithsiandingy  use  your 

F  F  3 
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Which  I  denying,  they  fell  sick  and  died  ; 
I  could  not  do  with  all ; — then  I'll  repent. 
And  wish,  for  all  that,  that  1  had  not  killd  them 
And  twenty  of  these  puny  lies  I'll  tell. 
That  men  shall  swear,  I  have  discontinued  scho( 
Above  a  twelvemonth  : — I  have  within  my  mine 
A  thousand  raw  tricks  of  these  braggiug  Jacks^ 
Which  I  will  practise. 

A^e/'.  Why^  shall  we  turn  to  men 

Par,  Fye!  what  a  question's  that. 
If  thou  wert  near  a  lewd  interpreter  ? 
But  come,  I'll  tell  thee  all  my  whole  device 
When  I  am  in  my  coach,  which  stays  for  us 
At  the  park  gate  ;  and  therefore  haste  away, 
For  we  must  measure  twenty  miles  to-day. 

[Exeunt 
SCENE  V. 

The  same.     A  Garden. 

Enter  Launcelot  and  Jessica. 

Laiin,  Yes,  truly: — for,  look  you,  the  sins  o 
the  father  are  to  be  laid  upon  the  children  3  there 
fore,  I  promise  you,  I  fear  you.  I  was  alway, 
plain  with  you,  and  so  now  I  speak  ray  agitatioi 
of  the  matter:  Therefore,  be  of  good  cheer;  for 
truly,  I  think,  you  are  damn'd.  There  is  but  om 
hope  in  it  that  can  do  you  any -good  3  and  that  i 
but  a  kind  of  bastard  hope  neither. 

Jes,  And  what  hope  is  that,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Laun,  Marry,  you  may  partly  hope  that  youi 
father  got  you  not,  that  you  are  not  the  Jew'i 
daughter. 

Jes.  That  were  a  kind  of  bastard  hope,  indeed; 
so  the  sins  of  my  mother  should  be  visited  upon 

Laun.    Truly  tlien  I  fear  you  are  damn'd  botli 
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y  father  and  mother :  thus  when  I  shun  Scylla, 
our  father,  I  fall  into  Charybdis^,  your  mother : 
;rell,  you  are  gone  both  ways. 

Jts,  I  shall  be  saved  by  my  husband  5  he  hath 
aade  me  a  Christian. 

-  hauu.  Truly,  the  more  to  blame  he  :  we  were 
Christians  enough  before  y  e'en  as  many  as  could 
veil  live,  one  by  another:  This  making  of  Chris- 
ians  will  raise  the  price  of  hogs )  if  we  grow  all 
o  be  pork-eaters,  we  shall  not  shortly  have  a 
asher  on  tiie  coals  for  money. 

'Ejuter  Lorenzo. 

Jes.  I'll  tell  my  husband,  Launcelot,  what  you 
jay;  here  he  comes. 

Iu6)\  I  shall  grow  jealous  of  you  shortly, 
'Launcelot,  if  you  thus  get  my  wife  into  corners. 

/e.s\  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  us,  Lorenzo  5 
L^uncelot  and  I  are  out :  he  tells  me  flatly,  there 
is  no  mercy  for  me  in  heaven,  because  I  am  a 
Jew's  daughter :  and  he  says,  you  are  no  good 
, member  of  the  commonwealth;  for,  in  converting 
Jews  to  Christians,  you  raise  the  price  of  pork. 

hov.  I  shall  answer  that  better  to  the  common- 
wealth, than  you  can  the  getting  up  of  the  negro's 
belly :  the  Moor  is  with  child  by  you,  Launcelot. 

Laun.  It  is  much,  that  the  Moor  should  be 
more  than  reason :  but  if  she  be  less  than  an 
honest  woman,  she  is,  indeed,  more  than  I  took 
her  for. 

Lor.  How  every  fool  can  play  upon  the  word  \ 
\  think,  the  best  grace  of  wit  will  shortly  turn 
into  silence ;  and  discourse  grow  commendable  iu 
aone  only  but  parrots. — Go  in,  sirrah  3  bid  them 
prepare  for  dinner. 

luaun.  That  is  done,  sir)  they  have  all  stomachs. 
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Lor,  Goodly  lord,  what  a  wit-snapper  are  yoi 
then  bid  them  prepare  dinner. 

Laun,  That  is  done  too,  sir^  only^,  cover  is  tl 
word. 

Lor.  Will  you  cover  then,  sir  ? 

Laiin.  Not  so,  sir,  neither;  I  know  my  diit 

Lor,  Yet  more  quarrelling  with  occasion  !  Wi 
thou  show  the  whole  wealth  of  thy^  wit  in  an  ir 
stant  ?  I  pray  thee,  understand  a  plain  man  in  h 
plain  meaning:  go  to  thy  fellows;  bid  them  cov( 
the  table,  serve  in  the  meat,  and  we  will  come  i 
to  dinner. 

Lai/n,  For  the  table,  sir,  it  shall  be  served  in 
for  the  meat,  sir,  it  shall  be  covered;  fo;;yoij 
coming  in  to  dinner,  sir,  why,  let  it  be  as  hu 
mours  and  conceits  shall  govern. 

[^Exli  Launceloi 

Lor,^  O  dear  discretion,   how  his  words  ar 
suited ! 
The  fool  hath  planted  in  his  memory 
An  army  of  good  words ;  And  I  do  know 
A  many  fools,  that  stand  in  better  place, 
Garnish'd  like  him,  that  for  a  tricksy  word 
Defy  the  matter.     How  cheer'st  thou,  Jessica  ? 
And  now,  good  sweet,  say  thy  opinion, 
Jiow  dost  thou  like  the  lord  Bassanio's  wife  ? 

Jes.  Past  all  expressing  :  It  is  very  meet. 
The  lord  Bassanio  live  an  upright  life  ; 
For,  having  such  a  blessing  in  his  lady. 
He  finds  the  joys  of  heaven  here  on  earth; 
And,  if  on  earth  he  do  not  mean  it,  it 
Is  reason  he  should  never  come  to  heaven. 
Why,  if  tvvo  gods  should  play  some  heaveni; 

match. 
And  on  the  w^ager  lay  two  earthly  women, 
And  Portia  one^  there  must  be  something  else 
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Pawn'd  with  the  other  3  for  the  poor  rude  world 
Hath  not  her  fellow. 

Lor,  Even  such  a  husband 

Hast  thou  of  me,  as  she  is  for  a  wife. 

Jcs,  Nay,  but  ask  my  opinion  too  of  that. 

Lor\  I  will  anon  ;  first,  let  us  go  to  dinner. 

Jc6.  Nay,  let  me  praise  you^  while  I  have  a 
stomach. 

Lor.  No,  pray  thee,  let  it  serve  foi'  table-talk^ 
Then,  howsoe'er  thou  speak'st^  'mong  other  things 
I  shall  digest  it. 

Jcs.  Well^  ril  set  you  forth.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.     Venice.     A  Court  of  Justice. 

Enter  the  Duke,  the  Magnificoes ;  Antonio^ 
Bassanio,  Gratiano^  Salarino,  Sala* 
:nio>  and  others. 

Duke.  What,  is  Antonio  here  ? 

Ant,  Ready,  so  please  your  grace. 

Duke.  I  am  sorry  for  thee  3  tliou  art  come  to 
answer 
A  stony  adversary,  an  inhuman  wretch 
Uncapable  of  pity,  void  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  mercy. 

Ant.  I  have  heard. 

Your  grace  hath  ta'en  great  pains  to  qualify 
His  rigorous  course;  but  since  he  stands  obdurate. 
A^nd  that  no  lawful  means  can  carry  me 
Out  of  his  envy's^'  reach,  I  do  oppose 
My  patience  to  his  fury ;  and  am  arm'd 
xo  suffer,  with  a  quietness  of  spirit^ 
3ie  very  tyranny  and  rage  of  his. 

VOL.  II.  u  G 
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Duke.  Go  one,  and  call  the  Jew  into  the  cour 

Salan,  He's  ready  at  the  door:  he  comes,  m 

lord. 

Enter  Shylock, 

DuJce.  Make  room,  and  let  him  stand  befoi 

our  face. — 
Shylock,  the  world  thinks,  and  I  think  so  too. 
That  thou  but  lead'st  this  fashion  of  thy  malice 
To  the  last  hour  of  act  5  and  then,  *tis  thought, 
Thou'lt  show  thy  mercy,    and  remorse,^   moi 

strange 
Than  is  thy  strange  apparent'  cruelty : 
And  where  ^  thou  now  exact' st  the  penalty, 
(Which  is  a  pound  of  this  poor  merchant's  flesh 
Thou  wilt  not  only  lose  the  forfeiture. 
But  touch'd  with  human  gentleness  and  love. 
Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  principal } 
Glancing  an  eye  of  pity  on  his  losses. 
That  have  of  late  so  huddled  on  his  back  j 
Enough  to  press  a  royal  merchant  down. 
And  pluck  commiseration  of  his  state 
From  brassy  bosoms,  and  rough  hearts  of  flint. 
From  stubborn  Turks,  and  Tartars,  never  train 
To  offices  of  tender  courtesy. 
We  all  expect  a  gentle  answer,  Jew. 

Sfii/.  I  have  possessed  your  grace  of  what  I  pti 
pose ; 
And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  sworn. 
To  have  the  due  and  forfeit  of  my  bond : 
If  you  deny  it,  let  the  danger  light 
Upon  your  charter,  and  your  city's  freedom. 
You'll  ask  me,  why  I  rather  choose  to  have 
A  weight  of  carrion  flesh,  than  to  receive 
Three  thousand  ducats :  I'll  not  answer  that  t 

^  Pity.  7  Seeming.  *  Whtreas. 
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But,  say,  it  IS  my  humour  ;9  Is  it  answer'd? 

What  if  my  house  be  troubled  with  a  rat. 

And  I  be  pleased  to  give  ten  thousand  ducats 

To  have  it  baned  ?  What^  are  you  ansv^^er'd  yet  ? 

Some  men  there  are,  love  not  a  gaping  pig  -, 

Some.,  that  are  mad,  if  they  behold  a  cat } 

And  others,  when  the  bag-pipe  sings  i'  the  nose^ 

Cannot  contain  their  urine  ^  For  affection,^ 

Mistress  of  passion,  sways  it  to  the  mood 

Of  what  it  likes,  or  loaths :  Now,  for  your  answer; 

As  there  is  no  firm  reason  to  be  render' d^ 

Why  he  cannot  abide  a  gaping  ^  pig ; 

Why  he,  a  harmless  necessary  cat  5 

Why  he,  a  swollen  bag-pipe;  but  of  force 

Must  yield  to  such  inevitable  shame. 

As  to  offend,  himself  being  offended ; 

So  can  I  give  no  reason,  nor  I  will  not. 

More  than  a  lodged  hate,  and  a  certain  loathing, 

[  bear  Antonio,  that  1  follow  thus 

A  losing  suit  against  him.     Are  you  answer'd  ? 

Bass.  This  is  no  answer,  thou  unfeeling  man^ 
To  excuse  the  current  of  thy  cruelty. 

Shi/.  I  am  not  bound  to  please  thee  with  my 
answer. 

Bass,  Do  all  men  kill  the  things  they  do  not 
love  ? 

Shi/.  Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  would  not 
kill  ? 

Bass.  Every  offence  is  not  a  hate  at  first. 

Ski/.  What,  would'st  thou  have  a  serpent  sting 
thee  twice  ? 

A?it.  I  pray  you^  think  you  question  ^  witli  the 
Jew: 

GG  2 
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You  may  as  well  go  stand  upon  the  beach. 
And  bid  the  main  jSood  bate  his  usual  height  ^ 
You  may  as  well  use  question  with  the  wolf. 
Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleat  for  the  lamb  ^ 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  and  to  make  no  noise. 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gusts  of  heaven 
You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  most  hard. 
As  seek  to  soften  that  (than  which  what's  harder : 
His  Jewish  heart : — Therefore,  I  do  beseech  yo 
Make  no  more  offers,  use  no  further  means. 
But,  with  all  brief  and  plain  conveniency. 
Let  me  have  judgment,  and  the  Jew  his  will. 

Bass*  For  thy  three  thousand  ducats  here  is  six 

Shi},  If  every  ducat  in  six  thousand  ducats 
Were  in  six  parts,  and  every  part  a  ducat^ 
I  would  not  draw  them,  I  would  have  my  bond. 

Duke,  How  shalt  thou  hope  for  mercy,  rend'rin, 
none  ? 

Shij,  What  judgment  shall  I  dread,  doing  n 
wrong  ? 
You  have  among  you  many  a  purchas'd  slave^ 
Which,  like  your  asses,  and  your  dogs,  and  mules 
You  use  in  abject  and  in  slavish  parts. 
Because  you  bought  them  : — Shall  I  say  to  yoU; 
Let  them  be  free,  marry  them  to  your  heirs  ? 
Why  sweat  they  under  burdens  ?  let  their  beds 
Be  made  as  soft  as  yours,  and  let  their  palates 
Be  season'd  with  such  viands  ?    You  w^ill  answei 
The  slaves  are  ours  : — So  do  I  answer  you  : 
The  pound  of  flesh,  wdilch  I  demxand  of  him. 
Is  dearly  bought,  is  mine,  and  I  will  have  it: 
If  you  deny  me,  fye  upon  your  law  ! 
There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Venice  : 
I  stand  for  judgment :  answer  ^  shall  I  have  it  ? 

Duke.    Upon  my  power^  I  may  dismiss  th 
courts 
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[Jnless  Bellario,  a  learned  doctor, 
VV^hom  I  have  sent  ibr  to  determine  this^ 
Come  here  to-day. 

Salar.  My  lord,  here  stays  without 

\  messenger  with  letters  from  the  doctor, 
ISIew  come  from  Padua. 

Duke.  Bring  us  the  letters  5  Call  the  messenger, 

Bass.  Good  cheer,  Antonio!  What,  man^  cou- 
rage yet ! 
rhe  Jew  shall  have  my  flesh,  blood,  bones,  and  all, 
Kre  thou  shalt  lose  for  me  one  drop  of  blood. 

Ant,  I  am  a  tainted  wether  of  the  flock, 
iVIeetest  for  death  3  the  weakest  kind  of  fruit 
Drops  earliest  to  the  ground,  and  so  let  me  : 
Y^ou  cannot  better  be  employ'd,  Bassaaio, 
rhan  to  live  still,  and  write  mine  epitaph. 

Enter  Neuissa,  dressed  like  a  lawyer's  clerk, 

Duke.  Came  you  from  Padua,  from  Bellario  ? 
Xer.  From  both  my  lord  :  Bellario  greets  your 
grace.  [^L* resents  a  letter. 

Bass,    Why    dost    thou    whet    thy    knife    so 

earnestly  ? 
Shi/.  To  cut  the  forfeiture  from  that  bankrupt 

there. 
Gra.  Not  on  thy  sole,  but  on  thy  soul,  harsh 
Jew, 
Thou  mak'st  thy  knife  keen :  but  no  metal  can, 
'No,  not  the  hangman's  ax,  bear  half  the  keen- 

ness 
Of  thy  sharp  envy.^    Can  no  prayers  pierce  thee? 
67>j/.  No,  none  tlut  tliou  hast  wit  enough  to 

make. 
Gra.  O,  be  thou  damn'd,  inexorable  dog ! 
'4nd  for  thy  lifw  let  justice  be  accused. 

G   G  3 

3  Malice. 
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Thou  almost  mak'st  me  waver  in  my  faith. 
To  hold  opinion  with  Pythagoras, 
That  souls  of  animals  infuse  themselves 
Into  the  trunks  of  men  :  thy  currish  spirit. 
Governed  a  wolf,  who^,  hang'd  for  human  slaughte 
Even  from  the  gallows  did  his  fell  soul  fleet. 
And,  whilst  thou  iay'st  in  thy  unhallow'd  dam, 
Infus'd  itself  in  thee;  for  thy  desires 
Are  wolfish,  bloody,  starved,  and  ravenous. 

Shy,    Till  thou  can'st  rail  the  seal  from  off  m] 
bond,  B 

Thou  but  offend'st  thy  lungs  to  speak  so  loud  : 
JRepair  thy  wit,  good  youth,  or  it  will  fail 
To  cureless  ruin. — I  stand  here  for  law. 

Duke.  This  letter  from  Bellario  doth  commeiK 
A  young  and  learned  doctor  to  our  court :— - 
Where  is  he  ? 

Ner,  He  attendeth  here  hard  by. 

To  know  your  answer,  whether  you'll  admit  him 

Duke,  With  all  my  heart : — some  three  or  foui 
of  you. 
Go  give  him  courteous  conduct  to  this  place.— 
Mean  time,  the  court  shall  hear  Beilario's  letter 

[Clerk  reads i}  Your  grace  shall  imder stand 
that^  at  the  7'€ceipt  of  your  letter,  I  am  very  sick 
hut  in  the  instant  that  your  messenger  came,  it 
loDing  visitation  ucas  with  me  a  young  doctor  oj 
Home,  his  name  is  Balthasar :  I  acquainted  hhi 
rtoith  the  cause  in  controversy  between  the  Jew  am 
Antojiio  the  merchant :  we  turned  o'er  many  book 
together :  he  is  furnished  with  my  opinion  ;  which ^ 
hetter'd  with  his  own  learning,  (the  greatness 
^whereof  I  cannot  enough  commend,)  comes  with 
him  ^'  at  my  importunity^  to  Jill  up  your  graces  re 
quest  in  my  stead,  I  beseech  you,  let  his  lack  oJ 
years  be  no  impediment  to  let  him  lack  a  reverend 
estimation  i  for  I  never  knew  so  youn^  a  body  with 
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so  old  a  head.  I  leave  him  to  your  gracious  ac-* 
cepianccy  whose  trial  shall  better  publish  his  com-^ 
mendation, 

Duke.  You  hear  the  learn'd  Bellario^  what  ht 
writes  : 
»And  here,  I  take  it,  is  the  doctor  come.-— 

Eiiter  Portia,  dressed  like  a  doctor  of  laws. 

Give  me  your  hand :  Came  you  from  old  Bellario  ? 

For.  I  did,  my  lord. 

Duke.         You  are  welcome :  take  your  place, 
rAre  you  acquainted  with  the  difference 
That  holds  this  present  question  in  the  court  ? 

For,  I  am  informed  throughly  of  the  cause. 
liWhich  is  the  merchant  here,  and  which  the  Jew? 

Duke.    Antonio  and  old  Shylock^  both  staqd 
forth. 

For.  Is  your  name  Shylock  ? 

Shy,  Shylock  is  my  name* 

For,  Of  a  strange  nature  is  the  suit  you  follow ^ 
VYet  in  such  rule,  that  the  Venetian  law 
Cannot  impugn/*  you,  as  you  do  proceed. — • 
You  stand  within  his  danger,^  do  you  not  ? 

\To  Antonio, 

Ant.  Ay,  so  he  says. 

For.  Do  you  confess  the  bond  ? 

Ant,  I  do. 

For.  Then  must  the  Jew  be  merciful. 

Shy.  On  what  compulsion  must  I  ?  tell  me  that, 

For,  The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  strain'd} 
Jt  droppeth,  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 
Upon  the  place  beneath :  it  is  twice  bless'd  ^ 
It  blesseth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes  t 
Tis  mightiest  in  the  mightiest  -,  it  becomes 
The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crown  t 
His  scepter  shows  the  force  of  temporal  powe;^ 
^  Oppose,  5  Reach  qx  cootroi. 
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The  attribute  to  awe  and  majesty. 
Wherein  doth  sit  the  dread  and  fear  of  kin2:s 
But  mercy  is  above  this  scepter'd  sway^ 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  kings. 
It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himself; 
And  earthly  power  doth  then  show  likest  God's,-, 
When  mercy  seasons  justice.     Therefore,  Jqw^ 
Though  justice  be  thy  plea,  consider  this, — 
That,  in  the  course  of  justice,  none  of  us 
Should  see  salvation  :  we  do  pray  for  mercy ; 
And  that  same  prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 
The  deeds  of  mercy.     I  have  spoke  thus  much. 
To  mitigate  the  justice  of  thy  plea  3 
Which  if  thou  follow,  this  strict  court  of  Venice 
Must  needs  give  sentence  'gainst  the  merchant 
there. 

Shi/.  My  deeds  upon  my  head !  I  crave  the  law. 
The  penalty  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 

Po7\  Is  he  not  able  to  discharge  the  money  ? 

Bass,  Yes,  here  I  tender  it  for  him  in  the  court 3 
Yea,  twice  the  sum  :  if  that  will  not  suffice, 
I  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o'er. 
On  forfeit  of  my  hands,  my  head,  my  heart 
Jf  this  will  not  suffice,  it  must  appear 
That  malice  bears  down  truth.     And  I  beseech 

you. 
Wrest  once  the  law  to  your  authorit}^ : 
To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong  3 
And  curb  this  cruel  devil  of  his  will. 

For.    It  must  not  be  3  there  is  no  power  in 
Venice 
Can  alter  a  decree  established  : 
'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent  3 
And  many  an  error,  by  the  same  example. 
Will  rush  into  the  state  •   it  cannot  be. 

a/ij/,  A  Daniel  come  to  judgment !  yea,  a  Da 
iiiel ! — 
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3  wise  young  judge^  how  do  I  honour  thee  ! 

For.  I  pray  you,  let  me  look  upon  the  bond. 

S/ijj,  Here  'tis,  most  reverend  doctor,  here  it  is. 

For,   Shy  lock,  there's  thrice  thy  money  offered 
thee. 

S/ij/.    An  oath,   an  oath,    I  have  an  oath  in 
heaven  : 
5hall  I  lay  perjury  upon  my  soul  ? 
^"0,  not  for  Venice. 

For.  Why,  this  bond  is  forfeit ; 

And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jew  may  claim 
A  pound  of  flesh,  to  be  by  him  cut  otF 
Nearest  the  merchant's  heart : — Be  merciful  ^ 
fake  thrice  thy  money  j  bid  me  tear  the  bond, 

S/iT/,  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  tenour.— 
ft  doth  appear,  you  are  a  worthy  judge  3 
Yon  know  the  law,  your  exposition 
Hath  been  most  sound  :  I  charge  you  by  the  law^, 
Whereof  you  are  a  well-deserving  pillar^ 
Proceed  to  judgment :  by  my  soul  I  swear. 
There  is  no  power  in  the  tongue  of  man 
To  alter  me :  I  stay  here  on  my  bond. 

A/it,  Most  heartily  I  do  beseech  the  court 
To  give  the  judgment. 

For,  Why  then,  thus  it  is. 

You  must  prepare  your  bosom  for  his  knife  : 

Shi/,    O  noble  judge  !  O  excellent  young  man  J 

For,  For  the  intent  and  purpose  of  the  law 
Hath  full  relation  to  the  penalty. 
Which  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  bond. 

S/ii/,  'Tis  very  true  :  O  wise  and  upright  judge ! 
How  much  more  elder  art  thou  than  thy  looks ! 
For,  Therefore,  lay  bare  your  bosom. 

S/ii/,  Ay,  his  breast: 

>o  says  the  bond  3 — Doth  it  not,  noble  judge  !— 
Nearest  his  hearty  those  are  the  very  words. 
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For,  It  is  so.    Are  there  balance  here,  to  weioi 
The  flesh.  *" 

aSV/j/.  I  have  them  ready. 

For.  Have  by  some  surgeon,  Shylock^  on  you; 
charge. 
To  stop  his  wounds,  lest  he  do  bleed  to  death. 

Ski/,  Is  it  so  nominated  in  the  bond  ? 

For.  It  is  not  so  expressed ;  But  what  of  that 
'Twere  good  you  do  so  much  for  charity. 

Shi/.  I  cannot  find  it ;  'tis  not  in  the'bond. 

For.  Come,  merchant^  have  you  any  thino-  tc 
say  ? 

Ant.  But  little;  I  am  arm'd,  and  well  pre- 
pared.— ' 
Give  me  your  hand,  Bassanio ;  fare  you  well ! 
Grieve  not  that  I  am  fallen  to  this  for  you ; 
For  herein  fortune  shows  herself  more  kind 
Than  is  her  custom :  it  is  still  her  use/ 
To  let  the  wretched  man  out-live  his  wealth. 
To  view  with  hollow  eye,  and  wrinkled  brow. 
An  age  of  poverty  ^  from  which  lingering  penand 
Of  such  a  niisery  doth  she  cut  me  olF. 
Commend  me  to  your  honourable  wif©  : 
Tell  her  the  process  of  Antonio's  end. 
Say,  how  I  lov*d  you,  speak  me  fair  in  death ; 
And,  when  the  tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge. 
Whether  Bassanio  had  not  once  a  love. 
Repent  not  you  that  you  shall  lose  your  friend. 
And  he  repents  not  that  he  pays  your  debt ; 
For,  if  the  Jew  do  cut  but  deep  enough, 
I'll  pay  it  instantly  with  all  my  heart. 

Bass.  Antonio,  I  am  married  to  a  wife. 
Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  life  itself; 
But  life  itself,  my  wife,  and  all  the  world. 
Are  not  with  me  esteem'd  above  thy  life  : 
J  would  lose  all,  ay,  sacrifice  them  all 
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Here  to  this  devil,  to  deliver  you. 

Fo7'.  Your  wife  would  give  you  little  thanks  for 
that^ 
[f  she  >vere  by,  to  hear  you  make  the  offer. 

Gra,    I  have  a  wife,  whom,  I  protest,  I  love  j 
I  would  she  were  in  heaven,  so  she  could 
Entreat  some  power  to  change  this  currish  Jew. 

Ner,  'Tis  well  you  offer  it  behind  her  back  -, 
Xhe  wish  would  make  else  an  unquiet  house. 

Shy,  These' be  the  christian  husbands:  I  have 
a  daughter  -, 
'Would,  any  of  the  stock  of  Barrabas 
Had  been  her  husband,  rather  than  a  Christian! 

We  trifle  time  x  I  pray  thee,  pursue  sentence. 
For,  A  pound  of  that  same  merchant's  flesh  ie 
thine ; 
iThe  court  awards  it,  and  the  law  doth  give  it. 
Sky.  Most  rightful  judge  ! 
For.    And  you  must  cut  this  flesh  from  off  hi* 
breast  ^ 
The  law  allows  it,  and  the  court  awards  it. 
Sky.  Most  learned  judge  ! — A  sentenc^^  come, 

prepare. 
For.  Tarry  a  little  ^ — there  is  comething  else.— 
This  bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  blood  5 
The  words  expressly  are,  a  pound  of  flesh  : 
Take  then  thy  bond,  take  thou  thy  pound  of  flesh; 
But,  in  the  cutting  it,  if  thou  dost  shed 
One  drop  of  Christian  blood,  tliy  lands  and  goods 
Are,  by  the  laws  of  Venice,  confiscate 
Unto  the  state  of  Venice. 
Gra.  O  upright  judge! — Mark,    Jew;— O 

learned  judge ! 
Sky.  Is  that  the  law  ? 

For.  Thyself  shalt  see  the  act: 

For,  as  thou  urgest  justice,  be  asipur'd^ 
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Thou  shall  have  justice^  more  than  thou  desir'st, 


Gra,  O  learned  judge ! — Mark^  Jew  3 — a  learn- 
ed judge ! 

Sky,   I  take  this  offer  then  3 — pay  the  bone 
tlirice. 
And  let  the  Christian  go. 

Bass,  Here  is  the  money. 

Vor,  Soft; 

The  Jew  shallhave  all  justice; — soft! — no  haste  3— 
He  shall  have  nothing  but  the  penalty. 

Gra,    O  Jew !    an  upright  judge,    a  learne 
judge ! 

Po}\    Therefore^  prepare  thee  to  cut  oif  th( 
flesh. 
Shed  thou  «o  blood  3  nor  cut  thou  less^  nor  more 
But  just  a  pound  of  flesh  :  if  thou  tak'st  more. 
Or  less,  than  a  just  pound, — be  it  but  so  mucli 
As  makes  it  light,  or  heavy,  in  the  substance. 
Or  the  division  of  the  twentieth  part 
Of  one  poor  scruple  3  nay,  if  the  scale  do  turn 
But  in  the  estimation  of  a  hair, — 
Thou  diest,  and  all  thy  goods  are  confiscate. 

Gra,  A  second  Daniel,  a  Daniel,  Jew! 
Now,  infidel,  I  have  thee  on  the  hip. 

For,  Why  doth  the  Jew  pause  r  tal^e  tliy  fpr 
feiture.' 

Shj.  Give  me  my  principal,  and  let  me  go. 

Bass.  I  have  it  ready  for  thee  5   here  it  is. 

For.  He  hath  refus'd  it  in  the  open  court  3 
He  shall  have  merely  justice,  and  his  bond. 

Gra,  A  Daniel,  still  say  I ;  a  second  Daniel!-—' 
I  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  m.e  that  word. 

S/tij,  Shall  I  not  have  barely  my  principal  ? 

Bor.  Thou  shalt  have  nothing  but  the  forfeiture 
To  be  so  taken  at  thy  peril,  Jew. 

Shy,  Why  then  the  devil  give  hirn  good  of  it !  , 
ri!  stay  no  longer  question.  I 
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^   For,  Tarry.  Jew; 

The  law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you» 
It  is  enacted  in  die  laws  of  Venice, — ' 
If  it  be  prov'd  against  an  alien. 
That  by  direct,  or  indirect  attempts^ 
He  seek  the  life  of  any  citizen. 
The  party,  'gainst  the  which  he  doth  contrive, 
Shall  seize  one  half  his  goods  5  the  other  half 
•Comes  to  the  privy  coffer  of  tlie  state; 
And  the  offender's  life  lies  in  the  mercy 
lOf  the  duke  only,  'gainst  all  other  voice. 
In  which  predicament,  I  say,  thou  stand'st : 
:For  it  appears  by  manifest  proceeding. 
That,  indirectly,  and  directly  too, 
,Thou  hast  contriv'd  against  the  very  life 
Of  the  defendant  -,  and  thou  hast  incurr'd 
The  danger  formerly  by  me  rehears'd. 
Down,  therefore,  and  beg  mercy  of  the  duke. 

Cra.  Beg,  that  thou  may'st  have  leave  to  hang 
thyself: 
And  yet,  thy  wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  state, 
Thou  hast  not  left  the  value  of  a  cord  5 
Therefore,   thou  must  be  hang'd  at  the  state's 
charge. 

Duke,  That  thou  shalt  see  the  difference  of  our 
spirit, 
I  pardon  thee  thy  life  before  thou  ask  it : 
For  half  thy  wealth,  it  is  Antonio's  j 
The  other  half  comes  to  the  general  state. 
Which  humbleness  may  drive  unto  a  fine. 

For.  Ay,  for  the  state ;  not  for  Antonio. 

Shy,  Nay,  take  my  life  and  all,  pardon  not  that: 
You  take  my  house,  when  you  do  take  the  prop 
That  doth  sustain  my  houses  you  take  my  life. 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live. 

For,  What  mercy  can  you  render  him,  Antoaio  ?, 

VOL.  IIo  H  li 
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Gra.   A  halter  gratis 3  nothing  else;  for  God's 

sake. 
Mt,  So  please  my  lord  the  duke^  and  all  the 
court. 
To  quit  the  tine  for  one  half  of  his  goods  y 
I  am  content,  so  he  will  let  me  have 
The  other  half  in  use, — to  render  it. 
Upon  his  death,  unto  tlie  gentleman 
That  lately  stole  his  daughter  : 
Two  things  provided  more,— That,  for  this  favour^ 
He  presently  become  a  Christian ; 
The  other,  that  he  do  record  a  gift. 
Here  in  the  court,  of  all  he  dies  possess'd. 
Unto  his  son  Lorenzo,  and  his  daughter. 

Duke,.  He  shall  do  this  '-,  or  else  I  do  recant 
The  pardon,  that  I  late  pronounced  here. 

For.    Art  thou  contented^  Jew,  what  dost  thou 

say  ? 
Shij,  I  am  content. 

■P^^'-  Clerk,  draw  a  deed  of  gift. 

Shy,   I  pray  you,  give  me  leave  to  go  from 
hence  5  ;   . . 

I  am  not  well  3   send  the  deed  after  mc. 
And  I  will  sign  it. 

Dnkc,  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  it. 

Gra,  In  christening  thou  shalt  have  two  god« 
fathers } 
Had  I  been  judge,  thou  should'st  have  had  tea 
more,  ' 

To  bring  thee  to  the  gallows,  not  the  font. 

Exit  Sy II LOCK. 
JDuke.    Sir,  I  entreat  you  home  \V\\1\  me  to 

dinner. 
Tor,  I  humbly  do  desire  your  grace  of  pardon; 
I  must  away,  this  night  toward  Padua, 
And  it  is  meet,  I  presently  set  forth. 
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Duke.  I  am  sorry,  that  your  leisure  serves  you 
not. 

'Antonio,  gratify  this  gentleman  5 
For,  in  my  mindj,  you  are  much  bound  to  him. 
lExamv  Duke^  Magnijicoes,  and  Train. 
Bass.  Most  worthy  gentleman,  I  and  my  friend. 
Have  by  your  wisdom  been  this  day  acquitted 
Of  grievous  penalties  5  in  lieu  whereof, 
Three  thousand  ducats,  due  unto  the  Jew, 
We  freely  cope  your  courteous  pains  withal* 
Ant.  And  stand  indebted,  over  and  above> 
1  In  love  and  service  to  you  evermore. 

For.  He  is  well  paid,  that  is  well  satisfied  j 
And  I,  delivering  you,  am  satisfied. 
And  therein  do  account  myself  well  paid  5 
>My  mind  w^as  never  yet  more  mercenar3^ 
3  pray  you,  know  me,  when  we  meet  again  | 
I  wish  you  well,  and  so  I  take  my  leave. 

Bass.  Dear  sir,  of  force  I  must  attempt  you 
further  5 
fTake  some  remembrance  of  us,  as  a  tribute. 
Not  as  a  fee  :  grant  me  two  things,  I  pray  you^ 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

For.  You  press  me  far,  and  therefore  I  will 

yield. 

^ive  me  your  gloves,  I'll  wear  them  for  your  sake; 

And,  for  your  love.  111  take  this  ring  from  you: — • 

Do  not  draw  back  your  hand  5  I'll  take  no  more 5 

And  you  in  love  shall  not  deny  me  this. 

Bass.  This  ring,  good  sir, — alas,  it  is  a  trifle  j 
I  will  not  shame  myself  to  give  yo\i  this. 

For.  I  will  have  nothing  else  but  only  this ; 
And  now,  methinks,  I  have  a  mind  to  it. 

Bass.  There's  more  depends  on  this,  than  on 
the  value. 
The  dearest  ring  in  Venice  will  I  give  you, 

II  H  2 
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And  find  it  out  by  proclamation ;  \ 

Only  for  this,  I  pray  you^  pardon  me. 

For,  I  see,  sir,  you  are  liberal  in  offers  : 
You  taught  me  first  to  beg  3  and  now,  methinks. 
You  teach  me  how  a  beo-oar  should  be  answer'd. 

Bass,   Good  sir,  this  ring  was  given  me  by  my 
wife  'j 
And,  when  she  put  it  on,  she  made  me  vow, 
Th?.t  I  should  neither  sell,  nor  give,  nor  lose  it. 

For.  That  'scuse  serves  many  men  to  save  their 
gifts. 
An  if  your  wife  be  not  a  mad  woman. 
And  knov/  how  well  1  have  deserv'd  this  ring. 
She  would  not  hold  out  enemy  for  ever. 
For  giving  it  to  me.     Well,  peace  be  with  you! 
[^Excimt  Portia  and  Nerissa. 

Jnf,  My  lord  Bassanio,  let  him  have  the  ring; 
Let  his  deservings,  and  my  love  withal. 
Be  valued  'gainst  your  wife's  commandement. 

Bass    Go,  Gratiano,  run  and  overtake  him^ 
Give  him  the  ring ;  and  bring  him,  if  thou  can'stj 
Unto  Antonio's  house  ; — away,  make  haste. 

[Exil:  GratiaxO* 
Come,  you  and  I  will  thither  presently  j 
And  in  the  morning  early  will  we  both 
Fly  toward  Belmont;  Come,  Antonio.     [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  same.     A  Street. 

Enter  Portia  and  Nerissa. 

Tor,  Inquire  the  Jew's  house  out,  give  him  this' 
deed. 
And  let  him  sign  it;  we'll  away  to-night. 
And  be  a  day  befoi'e  our  husbands  home  : 
This  deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  LorenzOa 
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Enter  Gratiano. 

Gra,  Fair  sir,  you  are  well  overtaken  : 
My  lord  Bassanio,  upoi   more  advice,^ 
Ilaih  sent  you  here  this  ring  j  and  cloth  entreat 
Vour  company  at  dinner. 

For.  That  cannot  be  : 

This  ring  I  do  accept  most  thankfully. 
And  so,  I  pray  you,  tell  him  :  Furthermore, 
I  pray  you^  shcnv  my  youtli  old  Shylock's  house. 

6'a7..' That  will  I  do. 

Ker,  Sir,  I  would  speak  with  you  : — 

I'll  see  if  I  can  get  my  husband's  ring, 

[2o  Portia. 
Which  I  did  make  him  swear  to  keep  for  ever. 

Foi-.  Thou  may'st.  I  warrant :  We  shall  have 
old  swearing. 
That  they  did  give  the  rings  away  to  men; 
But  Vv^e'li  outface  them,  and  outswear  them  too. 
Av,  ay^  make  haste  3  thou  know'st  where  I  will 
tarry. 

I\cr.  Come,  good  sin  will  you  show  me  to  this 
house  ?  [^Ex€u?it, 

ACT  V. 

Scene  /,     Belmont.     Avenue  to  Portia's  House, 

En fer  L 0 R E N z o  a?id  Jessica, 

Loi\  The  moon  shines  bright: — In  such  a  night 
as  this. 
When  the  sweet  wind  did  gently  kiss  the  trees. 
And  they  did  make  no  noise.;  in  such  a  night, 
I'roikis,  methinks^  mounted  the  Trojan  walls. 
And  sigli'd  his  soul  toward  the  Grecian  tents, 

li  II  3 

^  Reflection. 
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Where  Cressld  lay  that  night. 

^      ' '  In  such  a  nioht. 

Did  Thisbe  fearfully  o'ertrip  the  dew ; 
And  saw  tlie  lion's  shadow  ere  himself. 
And  ran  dismay'd  away. 

^^^''-  In  such  a  night, 

btood- Dido  with  a  willow  in  her  hand 
Upon  the  wild  sea-banks,  and  wav'd  her  love 
To  come  again  to  Carthage. 

^'^f'        ,  '      In  such  a  night, 

Medea  gathered  the  enchanted  herbs 
That  did  renew  old  iEson. 

/'^'*-  In  such  a  night. 

Did  Jessica  steal  from  the  wealthy  Jew : 
And  with  an  unthrift  love  did  run  from  Venice^ 
As  far  as  Belmont. 

/^'^'  And  in  such  a  night. 

Did  young  Lorenzo  swear  he  lov  d  her  well  5 
Stealing  her  soul  with  many  vows  of  faith. 
And  ne'er  a  true  one. 

^^^^-  And  in  such  a  night. 

Did  pretty  Jessica,  like  a  little  shrews. 
Slander  her  love,  and  he  forgave  it  her. 

Jes.  I  would  out-night  you,  did  no  body  come: 
But,  hark,  I  hear  the  footing  of  a  man. 

Enter  Stephaxo. 

Lor.  Who  comes  so  fast  in  silence  of  the  night  > 

Skpk.  A  friend. 

Lor.  A  friend?  what  friend?  your  name,  I  pray 
you,  friend  ? 

Stcpli.  Stephano  is  my  name;  and  I  bring  word, 
My  mistress  will  before  the  break  of  day 
Be  here  at  Belmont :  she  doth  stray  about 
By  holy  crosses,  where  she  loieels  and  prays 
For  happy  wedlock  hours. 

^^^'-  Who  comes  with  her? 
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Sfcph,  None,  bat  a  holy  hermit,  and  her  maid. 

I  pray  you,  is  my  master  yet  returned  ? 

Lor,  He  is  not,  nor  we  have  not  heard  from 
him.— 

But  go  we  in,  I  pray  thee,  Jessica, 

And  ceremoniously  let  us  prepare 

Some  welcome  for  the  mistress  of  the  house. 

Enter  Launcelot. 

Laim,  Sola,  sola,  wo  ha,  ho,  sola,  sola! 

Lor.  Who  calls  ? 

Lai/n,  Sola  !  did  you  see  master  Lorenzo,  and 
mistress  Lorenzo  !  sola,  sola  ! 

Lor,  Leave  hollaing,  man ;  here. 

Laun.  Sola!  where?  where? 

Lor,  Here. 

Laiui,  Tell  him,  there^s  a  post  come  from  my 
master,  with  his  horn  fall  of  good  news ,  my 
master  will  be  here  ere  morning.  [^Exit, 

Lor.  Sweet  soul,  let's  m,  and  there  expect  their 
coming. 
And  yet  no  matter ;. — -Why  should  we  go  in? 
My  friend  Stephano,  signify,  I  pray  you. 
Within  the  house,  your  mistress  is  at  hand  ^ 
And  bring  your  musick  forth  into  the  air. — • 

•    [^Exit  STl;.FJJAXO* 

How  sweet  the  moon-light  sleeps  upon  this  bank! 
Here  will  we  sit,  and  let  the  sounds  of  musick 
Creep  in  our  ears  ]   soft  stillness,  an  1  the  night. 
Become  the  touches  of  sweet  harn.oily. 
Sit,  Jessica  :  Look,  how  th^  floor  of  heaven 
Is  thick  inlaid  with  patines  ^  of  bright  gold  5 
There's  not  the  smallest  orb,  which  thou  behold'st. 
But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  sings. 
Still  quiring  to  the  young-ey'd  cherubins  : 

7  A  smuil  flat  dish,  iisevi  in  the  administration  of  the 
Eucliamt. 
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Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  souls ; 
But,  whilst  this  muddy  vesture  of  decay 
Doth  grossly  close  it  in,  we  cannot  hear  it. — 

Ente?^  Musicians, 
Come,  ho,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  hymn  ; 
Witli  sweetest  touches  pierce  your  mistress'  ear. 
And  draw  her  home  witli  musick, 

Je6.    I  am  never  merry,   when  I  hear  sweet 
niusick.  [Mmkk. 

Lor.   The  reason  is,  your  spirits  are  atteiiiive  ; 
For  do  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  herd. 
Or  race  of  youthful  and  unhandled  colts. 
Fetching madbounds,  bellowing,  an(l  neighing  loud. 
Which  is  the  hot  condition  of  their  bloody 
If  they  but  hear  perchance  a  trumpet  sound. 
Or  any  air  of  musick  touch  their  ears. 
You  shall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  stand. 
Their  savage  eyes  turn'd  to  a  modest  gaze. 
By  the  sweet  power  of  musick :  Therefore,  the 

poet 
Did  feign  that  Orpheus  drew  trees,  stones,  and 

floods  5 
Since  nought  so  stockish,  hard,  and  full  of  rage. 
But  mu'ick  for  the  time  doth  change  his  nature: 
The  hiciti  that  hath  no  musick  in  himself, 
]^..'or  is  not  mov'd  with  concord  of  sweet  sounds. 
Is  lit  for  treasons,  stratagems,  and  spoils  -, 
Ihe  motions  of  his  spirit  are  dull  as  night. 
And  his  affections  dark  as  Erebus  : 
Let  no  such  man  be  trusted. — Mark  the  musick. 

Enttr  Portia  and  Nerissa,  at  a  distance. 

For.    That  light  we  see,  is  burning  in  my  hall. 
How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  "beams  ! 
feo  shines  a  good  deed  iu  a  naughty  world. 

1 
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Ncr.  When  the  moon  shone,  we  did  not  see 
the  candle. 

Por\  So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  less  : 
V  substitute  shines  brightly  as  a  king, 
Jntil  a  king  be  by  ^  and  then  his  state 
Empties  itself,  as  doth  an  inland  brook 
!nto  the  main  of  waters.     Musick  !  hark  ! 

■Ner,  It  is  your  musick,  madam,  of  the  house, 

Po>\  Nothing  is  good,  I  see,  without  respect ; 
VIethi.iks,  it  sounds  much  sweeter  than  by  day. 

Ncr,  Silence  bestows  that  virtue  on  it,  madam. 

For.  The  crow  doth  sing  as  sweetly  as  the  lark^ 
When  neither  is  attended  3  and,  I  think. 
The  nightingale,  if  she  should  sing  by  day. 
When  every  goose  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 
Mo  better  a  musician  than  the  wren. 
How  many  things  by  season  seasoned  are 
To  their  right  praise,  and  true  perfection  ! — 
Peace,  hoa  !  the  moon  sleeps  with  Endymion^ 
And  would  not  be  awak'd !  \_Muskk  ceases. 

Lor,  That  is  the  voice^ 

Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd,  of  Portia, 

For.  He  knows  me,  as  the  blind  man  knows 
the  cuckoo. 
By  the  bad  voice. 

Lor,  Dear  lady,  welcome  home. 

For,    We  have  t?een  praying  for  our  husband^* 
welfare. 
Which  speed,  we  hope,  the  better  for  our  words. 
Are  they  return'd  ? 

Lor,  Madam,  they  are  not  yet  > 

^At  there  is  come  n  messenger  before. 
To  signify  their  coming. 

For,  Go  in,  Nerissa, 

"^ive  order  to  my  servants,  that  they  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  being  absent  hence  3 — 
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Nor  you,  Lorenzo  3— Jessica,  nor  you. 

lA  tucket  ^  somidl 
Lor.  Your  husband  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  truirj 
pet: 
We  are  no  tell-tales,  madam  5  fear  you  not. 
For,  This  night,  methinks,  is  but  the  dayligl 
sick. 
It  looks  a  little  paler  -,   'tis  a  day. 
Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  sun  is  hid. 

Ikter  Eassanio,  Antoxio,   Giiatiaxo>   a?i\ 
their  Followers. 

Bass.  We  should  hold  day  with  the  Antipode 
If  you  would  walk  in  absence  of  the  sun. 

For.  Let  me  give  Hght,  but  let  me  not  be  light 
For  a  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy  husband,' 
And  never  be  Bassanio  so  for  me  ^ 
But  Gqd  sort  all !— You  are  welcome  home,  m 
lord. 

Bass.  I  thank  you,  madam :  give  welcome  t 
my  friend. — 
This  is  the  man,  this  is  Antonio, 
To  whom  I  am  so  infinitely  bound. 

For.  You  should  in  all  sense  be  much  bound  t( 
him. 
For,  as  I  hear,  he  was  much  bound  for  you. 
Ant,  No  more  than  I  am  well  acquitted  of. 
For.    Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  house 
It  must  appear  in  other  ways  than  words, 
Thi^refore,  I  scant  this  breathing  courtesy .9 

[GiiATiANO  and  Neiussa  seem  to  talk  apart\ 
Cra,  By  yonder  moon,  I  swear,  you  do  nu 
wrong ; 
In  faitli^  I  gave  it  to  the  judge's  clerk : 

^  A  flourish  on  a  trumpet. 
s  Verbal,  complimentary  form. 
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fould  he  were  gelt  that  had  it,  for  my  part, 
nee  you  do  take  it,  love,  so  much  at  heart. 
For.  A  quarrel,  ho,  already?  what's  the  matter? 

Gra,  About  a  hoop  of  gold,  a  paltry  ring 
hat  she  did  give  me  -,  whose  posy  was 
or  all  the  world,  like  cutler's  poetry 
'pon  a  knife.  Love  we,  and  have  me  not, 

Ner.  What  talk  you  of  the  posy,  or  the  value  ? 
ou  swore  to  me,  when  I  did  give  it  you, 
hat  you  would  wear  it  till  your  hour  of  death; 
nd  that  it  should  lie  with  you  in  your  grave  : 
hough  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  oaths, 
ou  should  have  been  respective, '  and  have  kept 

it. 
rave  it  a  judge's  clerk  ! — but  well  I  know, 
he  clerk  will  ne'er  wear  hair  on  his  face,  that 

had  it. 
'  Gra.  He  v.  ill,  an  if  he  live  to  be  a  man. 

Aer.  Ay,  if  a  v/oman  live  to  be  a  man. 
•  Gra.  Now,  by  this  hand,  I  gave  it  to  a  youth,— 
L  kind  of  boy  3   a  little  scrubbed  boy, 
lo  higher  than  thyself,  the  judge's  clerk 5 
L  prating  boy,  that  begg'd  it  as  a  fee  5 
i  could  not  for  my  heart  deny  it  him. 

Fur.  You  were  t^  blame,  I  must  be  plain  with 

you, 
o  part  so  slightly  with  your  wife's  first  gift ; 
L  thing  stuck  on  with  oaths  upon  your  linger, 
aid  riveted  so  with  faith  unto  your  tiesh. 

gave  my  love  a  ring,  and  made  him  swear 
/ever  to  part  with  it ;  and  here  he  stands  ; 

dare  be  ^v^orn  tor  him,  he  would  not  leave  it, 

■or  pluck  it  from  his  finger,  for  the  wealth 
tmt  the  wx^rld  masters.  Now,  in  faith,  Gratiano, 

ou  give  your  wife  too  unkind  a  cause  of  grief  5 
ui  'twere  to  n:e,  I  should  be  mad  at  it. 
*  Regardful. 
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Bass,  Why,  I  were  best  to  cut  my  left  hand  oft 
And  swear,  I  lost  the  ring  defending  it.     [Aside 

Gra,  My  lord  Bassanio  gave  his  ring  away 
Unto  the  judge  that  begg'd  it,  and,  indeed, 
Deserv'd  it  too  5  and  then' the  boy,  his  clerk. 
That  took  some  pains  in  writing,  he  begg'd  mine 
And  neither  man,  nor  master,  would  take  augh 
But  tlie  two  rings. 

For,  What  ring  gave  you,  my  lord 

Not  that,  I  hope,  which  you  receiv'd  of  me. 

Bass,  If  I  could  add  a  lie  unto  a  fault, 
I  would  deny  it )  but  you  see,  my  finger 
Hath  not  the  ring  upon  it,  it  is  gone. 

For,  Even  so  void  is  your  false  heart  of  truth. 
By  heaven,  I  will  ne'er  come  in  your  bed 
Until  I  see  the  ring. 

Ner.  Nor  I  in  yours. 

Till  1  again  see  mine. 

Bass,  Sweet  Portia, 

If  you  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  ring. 
If  you  did  know  for  whom  I  gave  the  ring. 
And  would  conceive  for  what  I  gave  the  ring. 
And  how  unwillingly  I  left  the  ring. 
When  naught  would  be  accepted  but  the  ring,. 
You  would  abate  the  strength  of  your  displeasure 

For*  If  you  had  known  the  virtue  of  the  ring. 
Or  half  her  worthiness  that  gave  the  ring. 
Or  your  own  honour  to  contain  the  ring. 
You  would  not  then  have  parted  with  the  ring. 
What  man  is  there  so  much  unreasonable. 
If  you  had  pleas'd  to  have  defended  it 
With  any  terms  of  zeal,  wanted  the  modesty 
To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  ceremony  ? 
Nerissa  teaches  me  what  to  believe ; 
I'll  die  for't,  but  some  woman  had  the  ring. 

Bass,  No,  by  mine  honour,  madam,  by  my  soul 
No  woman  had  it^  but  a  civil  doctor^ 
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Which  did  refufe  three  thousand  ducats  of  me^ 

And  begg'd  the  ring  5  the  which  I  did  deny  him^ 

And  suffer'd  him  to  go  displeas'd  away ; 

Even  he  that  had  held  up  the  very  life 

Of  my  dear  friend.     What  should  I  say,  sweet 

lady? 
jl  was  enforced  to  send  it  after  him  -, 
I  was  beset  with  shame  and  courtesy  5 
My  honour  would  not  let  ingratitude 
So  much  besmear  it :  Pardon  me^  good  lady  5 
For,  by  these  blessed  candles  of  the  night. 
Had  you  been  there,  I  think,  you  would  have 

begg'd 
'The  ring  of  me  to  give  the  worthy  doctor. 

Por\  Let  not  that  doctor  e'er  come  near  my 
house : 
Since  he  hath  got  the  jewel  that  I  lov'd. 
And  that  which  you  did  swear  to  keep  for  me, 
I  will  become  as  liberal  as  you : 
I'll  not  deny  him  any  thing  I  have. 
No,  not  my  body,  nor  my  husband's  bed  : 
Know  him  J  shall,  I  am  well  sure  of  it ; 
Lie  not  a  night  from  homcj    watch  me,    like 

Argus  : 
;If  you  do  not^  if  I  be  left  alone. 
Now,  by  mine  honour,  which  is  yet  my  own, 
I'll  have  that  doctor  for  my  bedfellow. 

Nei\  And  I  his  clerk 5  therefore  be  well  advis'd. 
How  you  do  leave  me  to  mine  own  protection. 

Gra.  Well,  do  you  so :  let  not  me  take  him 
then^ 
-For,  if  I  do,  I'll  mar  the  young  clerk's  pen. 

Ant,  1  am  the  unhappy  subject  of  these  quarrels. 

For,  Sir,  grieve  not  you  5  You  are  welcome 
notwithstanding. 

Bass,   Portia,  forgive  me  this  enforced  wrongs 

VOL.  II.  II 
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And,  in  the  hearing  of  these  many  friends, 
I  swear  to  thee,  even  by  thine  own  fair  eyes. 
Wherein  I  see  myself, 

For.       .  '  ^  Mark  you  but  that! 

In- both  my  eyes  he  doubly  sees  himself: 
Jn  each  eye,  one  : — swear  by  your  double  self. 
And  there's  an  oath  of  credit. 

Bass.  Nay,  but  hear  me : 

Pardon  this  fault,  and  by  my  soul  f  swear, 
I  never  more  w^iil  break  an  oath  with  thee. 

A)}t.    I  once  did  lend  my  body  for  his  wealthy* 
Which,  but  for  him  diat  had  your  husband's  ring, 

[7o  Portia. 
Had  quite  miscarried  :   I  dare  be  bound  again. 
My  soTil  upon  the  forfeit,  that  your  lord 
Will  never  more  break  faith  advisedly. 

Po)\  Then  you  shall  be  his  surety:  Give  hiiii 
this; 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  than  the  other. 

Ant.  Here,  lord  Bassanio;  swear  to  keep  this 
ring. 

pjass.    By  heaven,    it  is  the  same  I  gave  the 
doctor ! 

Tor.  I  had  it  of  him  :  pardon  me  Bassanio  ; 
For  by  this  ring  the  doctor  lay  with  me. 

^er.  And  pardon  nie,  my  gentle  Gratiano ; 
For  that  same  scrubbed  boy,  the  doctor's  clerk, 
\\\  lieu  of  this,  last  night  did  lie  with  me. 

Gra.  Why,  this  is  like  the  mending  of  highways 
In  summer,  where  the  ways  are  fair  enough  : 
What !  are  we  cuckolds,  ere  we  have  deserv'd  it  ?  i 

For.  Speak  not  so  grossly. — You  areiiU  amaz'd:  i 
Here  is  a  letter,  read  it  at  your  leisure ; 
\X.  comes  from  Padua,  from  Eellario:  ' 

There  you  shall  find,  that  Portia  was  the  doctor;^ 
Kerissa  there^  her  clerk  :  Lorenzo  here 
^  Advantage, 
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Shall  Avitness,  I  set  forth  as  soon  as  you^ 
And  but  even  now  return'd;  I  have  not  yet 
Enter'd  my  house. — Antonio^  you  are  welcome  j 
And  J  have  better  news  in  store  for  you. 
Than  you  expect :  unseal  this  letter  soon  5 
There  you  shall  find,  three  of  your  argosies 
Are  richly  come  to  harbour  suddenly  : 
You  shall  not  know  by  what  strange  accident 
I  clianced  on  this  letter. 

•^''^.  I  am  dumb. 

Bass,  Were  you  the  doctor,  and  I  knew  you 
not  ?' 

Gra.    Were  you  the  clerk,  that  is  to  make  me 
cuckold  ? 

AV.  Ay;  but  the  clerk  that  never  means  to 
do  it. 
Unless  he  live  until  he  be  a  man. 

Bass,  Sweet  doctor,  you  shall  be  my  bedfellow; 
When  I  am  absent,  then  lie  with  my  wife. 

A/it.    Sweet  lady,  you  have  given  me  life,  and 
living ; 

Por  here  I  read  for  certain,  that  my  ships 
Are  safely  come  to  road. 

^^^^'«  How  now,  Lorenzo  ? 

My  clerk  hath  some  good  comforts  too  for  you. 

AVr.    Ay,  and  I'll  give  them  him  without  a 
fee. — 

There  do  1  give  to  you,  and  Jessica, 
From  the  rich  Jew,  a  special  deed  of  gift, 
After  his  death,  of  all  he  dies  possess'd  of. 

Lor,  Fair  ladies,  you  drop  manna  in  the  way 
Of  starved  people. 

^^^^''-  It  is  almost  morning, 

^^.nd  yet,  I  am  sure,  you  are  not  satisfied 
M  these  events  at  full :  Let  us  go  in ; 
i\nd  charge  us  there  upon  intergatories^ 

1  1  2 
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And  we  will  answer  all  things  faithfully. 

Gra,  Let  it  be  so  :  The  first  intergatory. 
That  my  Nerissa  shall  be  sworn  on^  is. 
Whether  till  the  next  night  she  had  rather  stay  j 
Or  go  to  bed  now,  being  two  hours  to-day : 
But  were  the  day  come,  I  should  wish  it  dark. 
That  I  were  couching  with  the  doctor's  clerk. 
Well^  while  I  live,  I'll  fear  no  other  thing 
So  sore,  as  keeping  safe  Nerissa's  ring.    \Exennt. 

Of  The  Merchant  of  Venice  the  style  is  even  and 
easy,  with  few  peculiarities  of  diction,  or  anomalies  of 
construction.  The  comick  part  raises  laughter,  and  the 
serious  fixes  expectation.  The  probability  of  either  one  or 
the  other  story  cannot  be  maintained.  The  union  of  two 
actions  in  one  event  is  in  this  drama  eminently  happy. 
Dryden  was  much  pleased  with  his  own  address  in  con- 
necting the  two  plots  of  his  Spanish  Friar,  which  yet, 
1  bplieye,  the  (jritick  will  fiiKi  ez^eUed  by  this  play. 

JOHN5pM» 
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I   I  ^ 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED, 


Duke,  Ihing  in  exile, 
Frederick,  bother  to  the  Dahc,  and  usurper  i\ 
his  dominions,  , 

Amiens,    7    lords  attending  upon  the  Duke  in  h 
Jaqiies,      3  banishment, 

Le  Beau,  a  courtier  at t aiding  upon  Fredericks 
Charles,  his  wrestler. 
Oliver,      1 

Jaques,      >  S071S  of  Sir  Rowland  de  Boii, 
Orlando,  j 

Adam,      7  ^    ^    r^7» 

Dennis,    j   ser^anls  fo  Oliver. 

Touchstone,  a  eloivn. 

Sir  Oliver  Mar- text,  a  vicar. 


Sylvias,     I   '^^'T^^'d^^' 


William,  a  country  fclloxv,  in  tovc  uith  Audrey , 
A  Ferson  represe?iting  Hymen, 

Rosalind,  daughter  to  the  banished  Duh. 
Celia,  daughter  to  Frederick, 
Phebe,  a  s/irpherdess, 
Audrey,  a  country  wench. 

Lords  belonging  to  the  two  Dukes;  PageSy  Foresters^ 
and  other  4ltendants, 

The  SCENE  lies,  first,  near  Oliver* s  House;  after-' 
wards,  partly  in  the  Usurpers  Court,  and  partly 
in  thefored  of  Ardcn. 
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ACT  I. 

SCEXE  I.     Jn  Orchard,  near  Oliver's  Ilousct 
Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Orlando. 

As  I  remember^  Adam,  it  was  upon  this  fashion 
bequeathed  me :  By  will,  but  a  poor  thousand 
crowns  5  and,  as  thou  say'st,  charged  my  brother^ 
on  his  blessing,  to  breed  me  well ;  and  there  be- 
gins my  sadness.  My  brother  Jaques  he  keeps 
at  school,  and  report  speaks  goldenly  of  his  profit: 
for  my  part,  he  keeps  me  rustically  at  home,  or, 
to  speak  more  properly,  stays  me  here  at  home 
unkept :  For  call  you  that  keeping  for  a  gentle- 
man of  my  birth,  that  differs  not  from  the  stalling 
of  an  ox?  His  horses  are  bred  better  j  for,  besides 
that  they  are  fur  with  their  feeding,  they  are 
taught  their  manage,  and  to  that  end  riders  dearly 
hired :  but  I,  his  brother,  gain  nothing  under  him 
but  growth  ;  for  the  which  his  animals  on  his 
dung-hills  are  as  much  bound  to  him  as  I.  Be- 
sides this  nothing  that  he  so  plentifully  gives  me, 
the  something  that  nature  gave  me,  his  counte- 
nance seems  to  take  from  me :  he  lets  me  feed  with 
his  hinds,  bars  me  the  place  of  a  brother,  and, 
as  much  as  in  him  lies,  mines  my  gentility  with 
my  education.  This  is  it,  Adam,  that  grieves 
me  3  and  the  spirit  of  my  father,  which  1  think 
is  within  me>  begins  to  mutiny  against  this  servi- 
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tude :  I  will  no  longer  endure  it,  though  yet  I 
know  no  wise  remedy  how  to  avoid  it. 

Enter  Oliver, 

A  (Iain,  Yonder  comes  my  master,  your  brother. 

OrL  Go  apart,  Adam,  and  thou  shalt  hear  how 
he  will  shake  me  up. 

Oli.  Now,  sir!  what  make  you  here? ^ 

OrL  Nothing  :  I  am  not  taught  to  make  any 
thing. 

Oli,  What  mar  you  then,  sir  ? 

Orl.  IMarry,  sir>  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  that 
which  God  made,  a  poor  unworthy  brotlier  of 
yours,  with  idleness. 

OIL  Many,  sir,  be  better  employed,  and  be 
naught  awhile. 

OrL  Shall  I  keep  your  hogs,  and  eat  husks 
with  them  ?  What  prodigal  portion  have  I  spent, 
that  I  should  come  to  such  penury  ? 

OIL  Know  you  where  you  are,  sir  ? 

OrL  O,  sir,  very  well :  here  in  your  orchard. 

Oli.  Kifow  you  before  whom,  sir  ? 

OrL  Ay,  better  than  he  I  am  before  knows  me. 
I  know,  you  are  my  eldest  brother  5  and,  in  the 
gentle  condition  of  blood,  you  should  so  know 
me :  The  courtesy  of  nations  allows  you  my  belter, 
in  that  you  are  the  first-born ;  but  the  same  tradi- 
tion takes  not  away  my  blood,  w^ere  there  twenty 
brothers  betwixt  us :  I  have  as  much  of  my  father  \ 
in  me,  as  you  5  albeit,  I  confess,  your  coming 
before  me  is  nearer  to  his  reverence, 

OIL  What,  boy! 

OrL  Come,  come,  elder  brother,  you  are  to® 
young  in  this. 

Oil.  Wi^lt  thou  lay  hands  on  me,  villain  ? 

»  What  do  you  here  ? 
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Ori.  I  am  no  villain  :'•  1  am  the  youngest  son 
of  sir  Rowland  de  Boisj  he  was  my  father-  and 
he  is  tlirice  a  villain,  that  says,  such  a  father  be- 
got villains  :  Wert  thou  not  my  brother^  I  would 
not  take  this  hand  from  thy  throat,  till  this  other 
had  pulled  out  thy  tongue  for  saying  so  3  thou  hast 
railed  on  thyself. 

Adam.    Sweet  masters,  be  patient;   for  your 
father's  remembrance,  be  at  accord. 
OH.  Let  me  go,  1  say. 

Orl.  I  will  not,  till  I  please :  you  shall  hear  me. 
'  My  father  charged  you  in  his  will  to  give  me  good 
education  :  you  have  trained  me  like  a  peasant, 
obscuring  and  hiding  from  me  all  gentleman-like 
.  qualities  :  the  spirit  of  my  father  grows  strong  in 
me,  and  I  will  no  longer  endure  it:  therefore 
allow  me  such  exercises  as  may  become  a  gentle- 
man, or  give  me  the  poor  alloltery  my  father  left 
me  by  testament)  with  that  1  will  go  buy  my 
fortunes. 

on.  And  what  wilt  thou  do  ?  beg,  when  that 
is  spent  ?  V/eil,  sir,  get  you  in :  1  will  not  long 
be  troubled  with  you:  you  shall  have  some  part 
of  your  will :  I  pray  you,  leave  me. 

Orl.  I  will  no  further  offend  you  than  becomes 
■  me  for  my  good. 

Oli.  Get  you  with  him,  you  old  dog. 

Adam.  Is  old  dog  my  reward?  Most  true,  I 

liave  lost  my  teeth  in  your  service. — God  be  v/ith 

my  old  master  !  he  would  not  have  spoke  such  a 

,  ■word,  lExeunt  Orlando  a?id  Adam. 

Oli.  Is  it  even  so  ?  begin  you  to  grow  u^xjn  me  ? 

I  will  physick  your  rankness,  and  yet  give  no 

thousand  crowns  neither.     Hola,  Dennis  ! 

^  Villain  is  used  in  a  double  sense ;  by  Oliver  for  a 
worthless  fellow,  and  by  Orlando  for  a  man  of  base  ex- 
traction. 
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Enter  Dennis. 

Den,  Calls  your  worship  ? 

on.  Was  not  Charles,  the  Duke's  wrestleil 
here  to  speak  with  me  ? 

Den,  So  please  you,  he  is  here  at  the  door,  m\\ 
importunes  access  to  you. 

on.  Call  him  in.  [Exit  Dennis.]— Twill  b^ 
a  good  way  ^  and  to-morrow  tlie  wrestling  is. 

Enter  Charles. 

Cha,  Good  morrow  to  your  worship. 

OIL  Good  monsieur  Charles  ! — what's  the  nei» 
news  at  the  new  court  ? 

C/ia.  There's  no  news  at  the  court,  sir,  but  tli^ 
old  news :  that  is,  the  old  duke  is  banished  by 
his  younger  brother  the  new  duke^  and  three  ox 
four  loving  lords  have  put  themselves  into  volua- 
tary  exile  with  him,  whose  lands  and  i^vemies 
enrich  the  new  duke;  therefore  he  gives  thein 
good  leave  ^  to  wander. 

on.  Can  you  tell,  if  Rosalind,  the  duke's 
daughter,  be  banished  with  her  father. 
^  C/ia.  O,  no  j  for  the  duke's  daughter,  her  cou- 
sin, so  loves  her, — being  ever  from  their  cradles 
bred  together,— that  she  w^ould  have  followed  her 
exile,  or  have  died  to  stay  behind  her.  She  Ls  at 
the  court,  and  no  less  beloved  of  her  uncle  than 
his  own  daughter  3  and  never  two  ladies  loved  as 
they  do. 

on.  Where  will  the  old  duke  live  ? 

C/id.  They  say,  he  is  already  in  the  forest  of 
Arden,  and  a  many  merry  men  with  him ;  and 
there  they  live  like  the  old  Robin  Hood  of  Eng- 
land :  they  say,  many  yoiuig  gentlemen  flock  t# 

3  A  ready  assent. 
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im  every  df?y  5  and  fleet  tlie  time  carelessly^  as 
ley  did  ia  the  golden  world. 

0//.  What;,  you  wrestle  to-morrow  before  the 
e\v  duke  ? 

j  Cha.  Marry,  do  I^  sir;  and  I  came  to  acquaint 
6u  with  a  matter.  I  am  given,  sir,  secretly  to 
^hderstand,  that  your  younger  brother^  Orlando, 
ath  a  disposition  to  come  in  disguised  against  me 
)  tr)^  a  fall :  To-morrow,  sir,  I  wrestle  for  my 
rfedit ;  and  lie  that  escapes  me  without  some 
roken  limb,  shall  acquit  him  well.  Your  brother 
»'  but  young,  and  tender ;  and,  for  your  love,  I 
^oa]d  be?  loath  to  foil  him,  as  I  must,  for  my 
wn  honour,  if  he  come  in  :  therefore,  out  of  my 
rive  to  you,  I  came  hither  to  acquaint  you  withal ; 
bat  either  you  might  stay  him  from  his  intend-; 
hent,  or  brook  such  disgrace  wtll  as  he  shall  run 
nto  5  in  that  it  is  a  tiling  of  his  own  search,  and 
Itogether  against  my  will. 

OW.  Charles,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  love  to  me, 
vliich  thou  shalt  find  I  will  most  kindly  reqaitc<t 

had  myself  notice  of  my  brother's  purpose  here- 
n,  and  have  by  underhand  means  laboured  to 
ilosaiide  him  from  it  -,  but  he  is  resolute.  I'll  tell 
hee,  Cliarles, — it  is  the  stubbornest  young  fellow 
)f  France;  full  of  ambition,  an  envious  emulator 
)f  every  man's  good  parts,  a  secret  and  villainous 
contriver  against  me  his  natural  brother  3  there- 
ore  use  thy  discretion;  I  had  as  lief  thou  didst 
)reak  his  neck  as  his  finger :  And  thou  wert  best 
bok  to't  y  for  if  thou  dost  him  any  slight  disgrace, 
rr  if  he  do  not  mightily  grace  himself  on  thee,  ho 
r'lW  practise  against  thee  by  poison,  entrap  thee 
ly  some  treacherous  device,  and  never  leave  thee 
^11  he  hath  ta'en  thy  life  by  some  indirect  means 
n-  other:  for,  I  assure  thee,  and  almost  with  teara 
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I  speak  it^  there  is  not  one  so  young  and  so  Vi 
lainous  this  day  living.  I  speak  but  brotherly 
him^  but  should  I  anatomize  him  to  thee  as  he  iW 
I  must  blush  and  weep,  and  thou  must  look  paff,' 
and  wonder.  W 

Cha,    I  am  heartily  glad  I  came  hither  to  yo 
If  he  come  to-morrow,  I'll  give  him  his  payment 
If  ever  he  ^     alone  again.  Til  never  wrestle  fc 
prize  more  :  And  so,  God  keep  your  worship  ! 

lExii 

on.  Farewell  good  Charles. — Now  will  I  st 
tins  gamester  r^  I  hope,  I  shall  see  an  end  of  him 
for  my  soul,  yet  I  know  not  why,  hates  nothin 
more  than  he.  Yet  he*s  gentle  5  never  school' 
and  yet  learned 3  full  of  noble  device;  of  all  sorts 
enchantingiy  beloved ;  and,  indeed,  so  much  i 
the  heart  of  the  world,  and  especially  of  Iny  ow 
people,  who  best  know  him,  that  I  am  altogethe 
misprised :  but  it  shall  not  be  so  long 3  this  wrestle 
jhall  clear  ail :  notiiing  remains,  but  that  I  kindl 
the  boy  thither,  which  now  I'll  go  about.    lExit 

SCENE  II. 
A  Lawn  before  the  Duke's  Palace, 

Enter  Rosalind  and  Celia. 

CcL  I  pray  thee,  Rosalind,  sweet  my  coz,  be| 
merry. 

Has.  Dear  Celia,  I  show  more  mirth  than  I  an| 
mistress  of  3  and  would  you  yet  I  were  merrier 
Unless  you  could  teach  me  to  forget  a  banished 
father,  you  must  not  learn  me^  how  to  remember 
any  extraordinary  pleasure.  "  I 

CtL  Herein,  I  see,  thou  lovest  me  not  with  the 

4-  Frolicksome  fellow.  ^  Of  all  ranks. 
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full  weight  that  I  love  thee :  if  my  uncle^  thy 
banished  father^  had  banished  thy  uncle^  the  duke 
my  father^  so  thou  hadst  been  still  with  me,  I 
could  have  taught  my  love  to  take  thy  father  for 
mine;  so  would' st  thou,  if  the  truth  of  thy  love 
to  me  were  so  righteously  temper'd  as  mine  is  to 
tliee. 

llos.  Well,  I  will  forget  the  condition  of  my 
estate,  to  rejoice  in  yours. 

I  Cel,  You  know,  my  father  hath  no  child  but  I, 
nor  none  is  like  to  have  -,  and^  truly,  when  he 
dies,  thou  shalt  be  his  heir :  for  what  he  hath 
taken  away  from  thy  father  perforce,  I  will  render 
thee  again  in  affection  ;  by  mine  honour,  I  will  5 
and  when  I  break  that  oath,  let  me  turn  monster : 
therefore,  my  sweet  Rose,  my  dear  Rose,  be 
merry. 

,  llos.  From  henceforth  I  will,  coz,  and  devise 
Imports :  let  me  see ;  What  think  you  of  falling  in 
love  ? 

CeL  Marry,  I  pr'ythee,  do,  to  make  sport 
withal :  but  love  no  man  in  good  earnest ;  nor  no 
Further  in  sport  neither,  than  with  safety  of  a 
pure  blush  thou  may'st  in  honour  come  off  again. 

lias.  What  shall  be  our  sport  then  ? 

Ccl,  Let  us  sit  and  mock  the  good  housewife. 
Fortune,  from  her  wheel,  that  her  gifts  may  hence- 
iforth  be  bestowed  equally. 

lias,  I  would,  we  could  do  so ;  for  her  benefits 
lire  mightily  misplaced  :  and  the  bountiful  blind 
yoman  doth  most  mistake  in  her  gifts  to  women. 
I  CeL  'Tis  true :  for  those,  that  she  makes  fair, 
nie  scarce  makes  honest;  and  those,  that  she 
iiakes  honest,  she  makes  very  ill-favour'dly. 

Ros.  Nay,  now  thou  goest  from  fortune's  office 

VOL.  II.  K  K 
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to  nature's  :  fortune  reigns  in  gifts  of  th^  work], 
not  in  the  lineaments  of  nature. 


Enter  Touchstone, 

CcL  No  ?  When  nature  hath  made  a  fair  crea-^ 
ture,  may  she  not  by  fortune  fall  into  the  fire?— ^ 
Though  nature  hath  given  us  wit  to  flout  at  for- 
tune, hath  not  fortune  sent  in  this  fool  to  cut  ofl 
the  argument  ? 

Ro6.  Indeed,  there  is  fortune  too  hard  for  na 
ture^  when  fortune  njakes  nature's  natural  th 
cutter  off  of  nature's  wit. 

CcL  Peradventure,  this  is  not  fortune^s  worl^ 
neither,  but  nature's;  who  perceiving  our  natura 
wits  too  dull  to  reason  of  such  goddesses,  hatl 
sent  this  natural  for  our  wetstone:  for  always  the 
dulness  of  the  fool  is  the  whetstone  of  his  wits.— - 
How  now,  wit  ?  whither  wander  you  ? 

Touch,  Mistress,  you  must  come  away  to  yout 
father. 

Cvl.  Were  you  made  the  messenger  ? 

Touch.  No,  by  mine  honour]  but  I  was  bid  to 
come  for  you. 

Has.  Where  learned  you  tliat  oath,  fool  ? 

Touch,  Of  a  certain  knight,  that  swore  by  his 
honour  they  were  good  pancakes,  and  swore  by 
his  honour  the  mustard  was  naught :  now,  I'll 
stand  to  it,  tl-e  pancakes  were  naught,  and  the! 
mustard  was  good  j  and  yet  was  not  the  knight 
forsworn .  ^      ! 

Cid.  How  ])rove  you  that,  in  th^  great  heap  of 
your  knov/ledge  ? 

l\os.  Ay,  marry  5  now  unmuzzlo  your  wisdom,,, 

Touch,  Stand  you  both  forth  now  :  stroke  your 
cliins,  and  swear  by  your  beards  that  I  am  g 
knave.  3 
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Cel,  By  our  beards,  if  we  had  tliem,  thou  art. 

Touch,  By  my  knavery,  if  I  had  It,  then  I  were : 
but  if  you  swear  by  that  that  is  not,  you  are  not 
forsworn:  no  more  waa  this  knight,  swearing  by 
his  honour,  for  he  never  had  any  5  or  if  he  had^ 
he  had  sworn  it  away,  before  ever  he  saw  those 
pancakes  or  that  mustard. 

CeL  Pr'ythee,  who  is't  that  tliou  meanest  ? 

Touch,  One  that  old  Frederick,  your  father^ 
loves. 

CeL  My  father's  love  is  enough  to  honour  him. 
Enough!  speak  no  more  of  him  3  you'll  be  whip'd 
for  taxation,^  one  of  these  days. 

Touch.  The  more  pity,  that  fools  may  not  speak 
wisely,  what  wise  men  do  foolishly. 

Ci'L  By  my  troth,  thou  say'st  true :  for  since 
the  little  wit,  that  fools  have,  was  silenced,  the 
little  foolery^  that  wise  men  have,  makes  a  great 
show.     Here  comes  Monsieur  I.e  Be;au. 

FAuter  Le  Beau. 

Tvos.  With  his  mouth  full  of  news. 

Cel.  Which  he  will  put  on  us,  as  pigeons  fecil 
their  young. 

lios.  Then  shall  we  be  news-cramm'd. 

CcL  All  the  better^  we  shall  be  the  more  mar- 
ketable. Boa  jour,  Monsieur  Le  Beau :  What's 
the  news  ? 

Le  Beau.  Fair  princess,  you  have  lost  much 
good  sport. 

CeL  Sport?  Of  what  colour  ? 

Le  Beau.  What  colour,  madam  ?  How  shall  I 
answer  you  ? 

Ros.  As  wit  and  fortune  will. 

Touch,  Or  as  the  destinies  decree*     ^ 
K  k2 
^  Satire. 


374  AS    YOU    LIKE    IT.  Act  I 

CeL  Well  said  ;  that  was  laid  on  with  a  trowel, 

Touch.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  rank, 

Ros.  Thou  losest  thy  old  smell. 

Le  Beau.  You  amaze  "z  me,  ladies :  I  would  havt 
told  you  of  good  wrestling,  which  you  have  lost 
the  sight  of. 

lios.  Yet  tell  us  the  manner  of  the  wrestling 

Le  Beau,  i  will  tell  you  the  beginning,  and,  ii 
it  please  your  ladyships,  you  may  see  the  end  -,  foi 
the  best  is  yet  to  do ;  and  here,  where  you  are 
they  arc  coming  to  perform  it. 

Cel,  Well^ — the  beginning,  that  is  dead  anc 
buried. 

Le  Beau.  There  comes  an  old  man^  and  his 
three  sons, 

Cel.  I  could  match  this  beginning  with  an  ok 
tale. 

Le  Beau,  Three  proper  young  men^  of  excellent 
growth  and  presence  -, 

llos.  With  bills  on  their  necks, — Be  it  hiown 
unto  all  men  by  these  presents, — — 

Le  Beau,  The  eldest  of  the  three  wrestled  with 
Charles,  the  duke's  wrestler )  which  Charles  in  a 
moment  threw  him,  and  broke  three  of  his  ribs^ 
tliat  there  is  little  hope  of  life  in  him :  so  he 
served  the  second,  and  so  the  third :  Yonder  thej 
lie  j  the  poor  old  man,  their  father,  making  such 
pitiful  dole  over  them,  that  all  the  beholders  tafc 
his  part  with  weeping. 

Ros,  Alas ! 

Touch.  But  what  is  the  sport,  monsieur,  tlia<i 
the  ladies  have  lost  ? 

Le  Beau.  Why,  this  that  I  speak  of. 

Touch,  Thus  men  may  grow  wiser  every  day  ! 
it  is  the  first  time  that  ever  I  heard^  breaking  o\ 
ribs  was  sport  for  ladies.  I 

7  Perplex,  confuse. 
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CcL  Or  I;,  I  promise  thee. 

]{os.  But  is  there  any  else  longs  to  see  this 
broken  musick  in  his  sides  ?  is  there  yet  another 
dotes  upon  rib-breaking  ?  —  Shall  we  see  this 
wrestling,  cousin-^ 

Le  Bean,  You  must^  if  you  stay  here  :  for  here 
is  the  place  appointed  for  the  wrestling,  and  they 
are  ready  to  perform  it. 

Cel,  Yonder,  sure,  tliey  are  coming :  Let  us 
now  stay  and  see  it. 

Flourish,     Enter  Duke  Frederick,  Lords,  Or* 
LAXDO,  Charles,  and  At  tend  ant  >s, 

Duke  J\  Come  on  j  since  the  youth  will  not  be 
entreated,  his  own  peril  on  his  forwardness. 

lios.    Is  yonder  the  man  ? 

Le  Beau.  Even  he,  madam. 

Cel.  Alas,  he  is  too  young :  yet  he  looks  suc- 
cessfully. 

Duke  F.  How  now,  daughter,  and  cousin  ?  are 
you  crept  hitlier  to  see  the  wrestling  ? 

Ros.   A.y,  my  liege  ?  so  please  you  give  us  leave. 

Duke  1 .  You  will  take  little  delight  in  it,  I  can 
tell  you,  there  is  such  odds  in  the  men  :  In  pity 
of  the  challenger's  youth,  I  would  fain  dissuade 
him,  but  he  will  not  be  entreated :  Speak  to  him, 
ladies  ;  see  if  you  can  move  him. 

Cel,   Call  him  hither,  good  Monsieur  Le  Beau. 

Duke  F,  Do  so  3  I'll  not  be  by. 

[Duke  goes  apart, 

Le  Beau.  Monsieur  the  challenger,  the  prin- 
cesses call  for  you. 

Orl,  1  attend  them,  with  all  respect  and  duty. 

Bos,  Young  man,  have  you  challenged  Charles 
the  wrestler  ? 

Orl,  No^  fair  princess  ;  he  is  tlie  general  chal'^ 

K  K  3 
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lenger :  I  come  but  in,  as  others  do,  to  try  witl 
him  the  strength  of  my  youtli.  t; 

Cci.  Young  gentleman^  your  spirits  are  too  bold  f 
for  your  years  :  You  have  seen  cruel  proof  of  this 
man's  strength :   if  you  saw  yourself  with  youi  I 
eyes,  or  knew  yourself  with  your  judgment,  the  ^ 
fear  of  your  adventure  would  counsel  you  to  a 
more  equal  enterprise.     We  pray  you,  for  your 
own  sake,  to  embrace  your  ow  n  safety,  and  give 
over  this  attempt. 

lios.  Do,  young  sir  3  your  reputation  shall  not 
therefore  be  misprised  :  we  will  make  it  our  suit 
to  the  duke,  tliat  the  wrestling  might  not  go  for 
ward. 

OrL  I  beseech  you,  punish  me  net  with  your 
hard  thoughts  3  wherein  I  confess  me  much  guilty, 
to  deny  so  fair  and  excellent  ladies  any  thing.  But 
let  your  fair  eyes^  and  gentle  wishes,  go  with  me 
to  my  trial :  wherein  if  1  be  foiled;,  there  is  but 
one  shamed  that  was  never  gracious  j  if  killed, 
but  one  dead  that  is  willing  to  be  so:  I  shall  do 
my  friends  no  wrong,  for  I  have  none  to  lament 
me  j  the  world  no  injury,  for  in  it  I  have  nothings 
only  in  the  world  I  fill  up  a  place,  which  may  be 
better  supplied  when  I  have  made  it  empty. 

Ros',  The  little  strength  that  I  have,  I  would  it 
%vere  with  you. 

CeL  And  mine^,  to  eke  out  hers. 

lios.  Fare  you  w^ell.  Pray  heaven,  I  be  de- 
ceived in  you  1 

CeL  Your  heart's  desires  be  with  you. 

C/ia.  Come,  v/here  is  this  young  gallant,  tliat  is 
so  desirous  to  lie  with  his  mother  earth  ? 

OrL  Ready,  sir  3  but  his  will  hath  in  it  a  more 
modest  working. 

Duke  1\  You  shall  try  but  one  fall. 


Scene  IT.  as  yoxj  like  it,  377 

Cha.  No,  r warrant  your  grace;  you  shall  not 
entreat  him  to  a  second,  that  have  so  mightily 
persuaded  him  from  a  first. 

OiL  You  mean  to  mock  me  after ;  you  should 
not  have  mocked  me  before :  but  come  your 
ways.  ^ 

lios.  Now,  Hercules  be  thy  speed,  young  man ! 

CeL  I  would  I  were  invisible,  to  catch  the 
Strong  fellow  by  the  leg. 

[Charles  ayid  Orlando  wrestle, 

Ros,  O  excellent  young  man ! 

CeL  If  I  had  a  thunderbolt  in  mine  eye,  I 
can  tell  who  should  down. 

[Charles  is  thrown.     Shouts 

Dulce  F.  l^J'o  more,  no  more. 

OrL  Yes,  I  beseech  your  grace  5  I  am  not  yet 
\vell  breathed. 

Duke  l'\  How  dost  thou,  Charles  ? 

Le  Beau,  He  cannot  speak,  my  lord. 

Duke  F,  Bear  him  away.  [Charles  is  borne 
out,']     What  is  thy  name,  young  man  ? 

0/7.  Orlando,  my  liege  j  the  youngest  son  of 
«ir  Rowland  de  Bois. 

Dukt  F,  I  would,  thou  hadst  been  son  to  some 
man^else. 
The  world  esteem'd  thy  father  honorable. 
But  I  did  find  him  still  mine  enemy  : 
Thou  shouldst  have  better  pleas'd  me  with  this 

deed, 
Hadst  thou  descended  from  another  house. 
But  fare  thee  well ;  thou  art  ^  gallant  youth } 
I  would,  thou  hadst  told  me  of  another  fathen 
[Exeunt  Duke  Fred.  Train,  and  Le  Beau. 

CeL  Were  I  my  father,  coz,  would  I  do  this  ? 

OrL   I  am  more  proud  to  be  sir  Rowland's 
son^ 
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His  youngest  son  -, — and  would  not  change  that 

calling,^ 
To  be  adopted  heir  to  Frederick. 

Ros.  My  father  lov'd  sir  Rowland  as  his  soul. 
And  all  the  world  was  of  my  father's  mind  : 
Had  I  before  known  this  young  man  his  son, 
I  should  have  given  him  tears  unto  entreaties. 
Ere  he  should  thus  have  ventured. 

^'^'^'  Gentle  cousiflj 

Let  us  go  thank  him,  and  encourage  him  : 
My  father's  rough  and  envious  disposition 
Sticks  me  at  heart. — Sir,  you  have  well  deserv'd 
If  you  do  keep  your  promises  in  love. 
But  justly,  as  you  have  exceeded  promise. 
Your  mistress  shall  be  happy. 

^^^*^'  ^  Gentleman, 

[Giving  him  a  chain  from  her  7iecl{\ 
Wear  this  for  me^  one  out  of  suits  with  fortune  ;^>j 
That  could  give  more,  but  that  her  hand  lacks! 

means. —  • 
Shall  we  go,  coz  ? 

Cd.  Ay  : — Fare  you  well,  fair  gentleman. 

Od.  Can  I  not  say,  I  thank  you  ?  My  better 
parts 
Are  all  thrown  down;  and  that  which  here  stands 

lip. 
Is  but  a  quintain,'  a  mere  lifeless  block. 

lios.  He  calls  us  back  :  My  pride  fell  with  my 
fortunes  : 
I'll  ask  him  what  he  would : — Did  you  call,  sir? — 
Sir,  you  have  wrestled  well,  and  overthrown 
More  tlian  your  enemies. 

^(■'i*  Will  you  go,  coz  ?      ' 

Ros,  Have  with  you  : — Fare  you  well. 

[Exeunt  Rosalind  and  Celia. 

^  Appellation.  5  Turned  out  of  her  service. 

'  I'he  object  to  dart  at  in  martial  exercises. 
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Oil.  What  passion  hangs  these  weights  upon 
my  tongue  ?         ' 
|.  cannot  speak  to  hei%  yet  she  urg'd  conference. 

Re-enter  Le  Beau. 

3  poor  Orlando  !  thou  art  overthrown  ; 

Or  Charles,  or  something  weaker,  masters  thee. 
Le  Beau.  Good  sir^,  I  do  in  friendship  counsel 
you 

To  leave  this  place  :  Albeit  you  have  deserv'd 

High  commendation,  true  applause^  and  love; 

Yet  such  is  now  the  duke's  condition,^ 

That  he  misconstrues  all  that  you  have  done.  ^ 

The  duke  is  humorous  5  what  he  is^  indeed. 

More  suits  you  to  conceive,  than  me  to  speak  of. 
Oil.    I  thank  you,  sir:  and,  pray  you,  tell  m« 
this; 

;  Which  of  the  two  was  daughter  of  the  duke 

,iThat  here  was  at  the  wrestling  ? 

' ,    Le  Beau.  Neither  his  daughter,  if  we  judge  by 

|||  manners ; 

'But  yet,  indeed,  the  shorter  is  his  daughter : 
The  other  is  daughter  to  the  baaish'd  duke. 
And  here  detain'd  by  her  usurping  uncle. 
To  keep  his  daughter  company  3  whose  loves 
Are  dearer  than  the  natural  bond  of  sisters. 
But  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  late  this  duke 
Hath  ta'en  displeasure  'gainst  his  gentle  niece ; 
Gj-ounded  upon  no  other  argument. 
But  that  the  people  praise  her  for  her  virtues, 
yVnd  pity  her  for  her  good  father's  sake ; 
And,  on  my  life,  his  malice  'gainst  the  lady 
Will  suddenly  break  forth. — Sir,  fare  you  well ; 
Hereafter,  in  a  better  world  than  this, 
I  shall  desire  more  love  and  knowledge  of  you, 
*  Teiopei,  dis]3osition. 
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OvL  I  rest  much  boundcii  to  you :  flire  yo\m 
well!  [KlY^  Le  Beau-|q! 

Thus  must  I  from  the  smoke  into  the  smother  3 
From  tyrant  duke^  imto  a  tyrant  brother  : — 
But  heavenly  Rosalind  !  [^Exit, 

SCENE  III. 

A  Room  in  I  he  Palace, 

Enter  Celia  and  Rosalind. 

CeL  Why,  cousin;  why^Rosalmd^ — Cupid hav6' 
mercy  ! — Not  a  word  ? 

RoSi  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog. 

CeL  No,  thy  words  are  too  precious  to  be  cast 
away  upon  curs,  throw  some  of  them  at  me; 
come,  lame  me  with  reasons. 

Ros,  Then  there  were  two  cousins  laid  up  5 
when  the  one  should  be  lamed  with  reasons,  and 
the  other  mad  without  any. 

CeL  But  is  all  this  for  your  father  ?  ' 

Ros,  No,  some  of  it  for  my  child's  father  :  0> 
how  full  of  briars  is  this  woi'king-day  world ! 

Ce/.  They  are  but  burs,  cousiiv  thrown  upon 
thee  in  holiday  foolery  5  if  we  walk  not  in  the 
trodden  paths,  our  very  petticoats  will  catch 
them. 

Ros,  I  could  shake  tliem  oft' my  coat;  these 
burs  are  in  my  heart. 

CcL  Hem  them  away. 

Ros.  I  would  try;  if  I  could  cry  hem,  and  havc^ 
him. 

CeL  Come,  come,  wrestle  with  thy  affections; 

Ros,  O,  they  take  the  part  of  a  better  wrestler 
than  myself. 

Cd.  O,  a  good  wish  upon  you !  you  will  tiy  iii 
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me,  in  despite  of  a  fall. — But,  turning  these  jests 
ut  of  service,  let  us  talk  in  good  earnest :  Is  it 
dssible,  on  such  a  sudden,  you  should  fall  Into 
0  strong  a  liking  with  old  sir  Rowland's  youngest 
fon  ? 

Ilos.  The  duke  my  flither  lov'd  his  father  dearly. 

Ccl,  Doth  it  therefore  ensue,  that  you  should 
ove  his  son  dearly  ?  By  this  kind  of  chase,  I 
hould  hate  him,  for  my  father  hated  his  father 
learly  >^  yet  I  hate  not  Orlando. 

Ro6.  No  faith>  hate  him  not,  for  my  sake. 

CeL  Why  should  I  not  ?  doth  he  not  deserve 

Ros.  Let  me  love  him  for  that;  and  do  you 
ove  him,  because  I  do  : — Look^  here  comes  the 
iuke. 

CeL  With  his  eyes  fall  of  anger. 

Enter  Duke  Fuedeuick,  nyith  Lords, 

Duke  F,  Mistress^  despatch  you  with  your  safest 
haste. 
And  get  you  from  our  court. 

Ros,  Me^  uncle? 

Duke  T\  You,  cousin  5 

Within  these  ten  days  if  that  thou  be'st  found 
So  near  our  publick  court  as  twenty  miles. 
Thou  diest  for  it. 

iic.y.  I  do  beseech  your  grace. 

Let  me  the  knowledge  of  my  fault  bear  with  me: 
:if  with  myself  I  hold  intelligence. 
Or  have  acquaintance  with  mine  own  desires  3 
If  that  1  do  not  dream^  or  be  not  frantick, 
(As  I  do  trust  1  am  not,)  then,  dear  uncle, 
.Never,  so  much  as  in  a  thought  unborn, 
Pid  I  offend  your  highness. 

Duke  I\  Thus  do  all  traitors; 

3  Inveterately, 
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If  their  purgation  did  consi-st  in  words. 
They  are  as  innocent  as  grace  itself; — 
Let  it  suffice  thee,  that  I  trust  thee  not. 

Ros.    Yet  your  mistrust  cannot   make  me  s 
traitor  : 
Tell  me,  whereon  the  likelihood  depends. 

Dulic  F.  Thou  art  thy  father's  daughter,  there's 
enough. 

Ros.  So  was  I,  when  your  highness  took  his 
dukedom  ; 
So  was  I,  when  your  highness  banish'd  him  : 
Treason  is  not  inherited,  my  lord ; 
Or,  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  friends. 
What's  that  to  me  ?  my  father  was  no  traitor: 
Then,  good  my  liege,  mistake  me  not  so  much. 
To  think  my  poverty  is  treacherous. 

CcL  Dear  sovereign,  hear  me  speak. 

Duke  F,  Ay,  Ceiia ;  we  stayed  her  for  your  sake. 
Else  had  she  with  her  father  rang'd  along. 

CeL  I  did  not  then  entreat  to  have  her  stay. 
It  was  your  pleasure,  and  your  own  remorse  }-* 
I  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  her. 
But  now  I  know  her  :  if  she  be  a  traitor. 
Why  so  am  1 5  we  still  have  slept  together. 
Rose  at  an  instant,  learn'd,  play'd,  eat  together^ 
And  wheresoe'er  we  went,  like  Juno's  swans. 
Still  we  went  coupled,  and  inseparable, 

Duke  F,  She  is  too  subtle  for  thee  3  and  her 
snK)othness, 
Her  very  silence,  and  her  patience. 
Speak  to  the  people,  and  they  pity  her. 
Thou  art  a  fool :  she  robs  thee  of  thy  name  -, 
And  thou  wilt  show  more  bright,  and  seem  mor« 

virtuous. 
When  she  ii  gone  :  then  open  not  tliy  lips  3 

4-  Compassion. 
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?'irm  and  irrevocable  is  my  doom 
iVhich  1  have  pass'd  upon  her ;  she  is  banish'd. 
Cel,  Pronounce  that  sentence  then  on  me^  my 

liege  5 
cannot  live  out  of  her  company. 
Luke  I\  You  are  a  fool : — You,  niece,  provide 
yourself ; 
f  you  out-stay  the  time,  upon  mine  honour, 
"iVnd  in  the  greatness  of  my  word,  you  die. 

{^Exewif  Duke  Frederick  (md  Lords. 
CeL  O  my  poor  Rosalind  !  whither  wilt  thou 


go? 


Wilt  thou  change  fathers  ?  I  will  give  thee  mine. 
[  charge  thee,  be  not  thou  more  griev'd  than  I 
I  am. 

Ros.  I  have  more  cause. 

CeL  Thou  hast  not,  cousin ; 

Pr'ythee,  be  cheerful :  know^'st  thou  not,  the  duke 
Hath  banish'd  me  his  daughter  ? 

Ros.  That  he  hath  not. 

.  CeL   No  ?  hath  ,not  ?  Rosalind  lacks  then  tlie 

love 
Which  teacheth  thee  that  thou  and  I  am  one  : 
Shall  we  be  sunder'd?  shall  we  part,  sweet  girl? 
No  5  let  my  father  seek  another  heir. 
Therefore  devise  with  me,  how  we  may  fly. 
Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us  : 
[And  do  not  seek  to  take  your  change  upon  you. 
To  bear  your  griefs  yourself,  and  leave  me  out ; 
For,  by  this  heaven,  now  at  our  sorrows  pale, 
Say  what  thou  canst,  I'll  go  along  with  thee. 

Ros.  Why,  whither  shall  we  go  ? 
'     CeL  To  seek  my  uncle, 

Ros.  Alas,  what  danger  will  it  be  to  us, 
■Maids  as  we  are,  to  travel  forth  so  far  ? 
iBeauty  provoke th  tiiieves  sooner  tliaa  gold. 

VOJL.  II,  L  I, 


384;  AS    YOtT    LIKE    IT-  Jct  7. 

CeL  ril  put  myself  in  poor  and  mean  attire. 
And  with  a  kind  of  uiiiber^'  smirch  my  face ;      ,f 
The  like  do  you  ;  so  shall  we  pass  along. 
And  never  stir  assailants. 

RO'S.  Were  it  not  better,     ' 

Because  that  I  am  more  than  common  tall. 
That  I  did  suit  me  all  points  like  a  man  ? 
A  gallant  curtle-ax^'  upon  my  thigh, 
A  boar-spear  in  my  hand ;  and  (in  my  heart 
Lie  there  what  hidden  woman's  fear  there  will,) 
We'll  have  a  swashing*?  and  a  martial  outside; 
As  many  other  mannish  cowards  have. 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  semblances. 

CeL  What  shall  I  call  thee,  when  thou  art  { 
man  ? 

Ros,  I'll  have  no  worse  a  name  than  Jove's  own 
page, 
And  therefore  look  you  call  me,  Ganymede. 
But  what  will  you  be  call'd  ? 

Ct'L   Something  that  bath  a  reference  to  my 
state ; 
No  longer  Celia,  but  Aliena.  ' 

Ron.  But,  cousin,  what  if  we  assay'd  to  steal 
The  clownish  fool  out  of  your  father's  court  ? 
Would  he  not  be  a  comfort  to  our  travel  ? 

CcL  He'll  go  along  o'er  the  wide  world  with 
mC; 
liCave  me  alone  to  woo  him  :  Let's  away. 
And  get  our  jewels  and  our  wealth  together  -, 
Devise  the  fittest  time,  and  safest  way 
To  hide  us  from  pursuit  that  will  be  made 
After  my  flight :  Now  go  we  in  content. 
To  liberty^  and  not  to  banishment.  [Exeunt. 

^  A  dusk)',  yellow-colourcd  earth.         ^  Cutlacc, 

7  Swaggcfing. 
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ACT  IL 

SCENE  I.    T/w  Forest  of  Arden. 

filter  Duke  senior^  Amiens,  and  at  Iter  Lords,  in 
the  dress  of  Foresters, 

Duke  S,  Now,  my  co-mates,  and  brothers  la 
exile, 

Hath  not  old  custom  made  this  life  more  sweet 
Than  that  of  painted  pomp  ?  Are  not  these  woods. 
More  free  from  peril  than  the  envious  court  ? 
Flere  feel  we  but  the  penalty  of  Adam, 
sfhe  seasons'  difference  :  as,  the  icy  fang, 
.^nd  churlish  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind  ; 
Which  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  body,     . 
Even  till  I  shrink  with  cold,  I  smile,  and  say, — » 
This  is  no  flattery :  these  are  counsellors 
That  feelingly  persuade  me  what  I  am. 
[Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adversity  5 
Which,  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venomous. 
Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head; 
And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  publick  haunt. 
Finds  tongues  in  trees,    books   in  the  running 

'       brooks, 
Sex*nK)ns  in  stones,  and  good  in  every  thing. 

y^l?tii,  I  would  not  change  it:  Happy  is  your 
grace. 

That  can  translate  the  stubbornness  of  fortune 
Into  so  quiet  and  so  sweet  a  style. 

Duke  S,  Come,  shall  we  go  and  kill  us  venison  ? 
'1*Lnd  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dappled  fools, — 
Being  native  burghers  of  this  desert  city, — 
should,  in  their  own  confines,  with  forked  heads* 
Have  their  round  haunches  gor'd. 

L  L  ^^ 
*  Barbed  arrows. 
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1  Lord.  Indeed;,  my  lord; 

The  melancholy  Jaques  grieves  at  that  ^ 
And,  in  that  kind,  swears  you  do  more  usurp 
Than  doth  your  brother  that  hath  banish'd  you* 
To-day,  my  lord  of  Amiens,  and  myself^ 
Did  steal  behind  him,  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  oak,  whose  antique  root  peeps  out 
Upon  the  brook  that  brav/ls  along  this  w(X)d : 
To  the  which  place  a  poor  sequester'd  stag. 
That  from  the  hunters'  aim  had  ta'en  a  hurt. 
Did  come  to  languish  :   and,  indeed,  my  lord. 
The  wretched  animal  heav'd  forth  such  groans. 
That  their  discharge  did  stretch  his  leathern  coat 
Almost  to  bursting  j   and  the  big  round  tears 
Cours'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  nose 
In  piteous  chase :  and  thus  the  hairy  fool. 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  Jaques, 
Stood  on  the  extremest  verge  of  tlie  swift  brook. 
Augmenting  it  with  tears. 

IJuke  S,  But  what  said  Jaques  } 

Did  he  not  moralize  this  spectacle  ? 

1  Lord,  O,  yes,  into  a  thousand  similes. 
First,  for  his  weeping  in  the  needless  streamy 
Poor  deer,  quoth  he,  thoumak'st  a  testament 
As  worldings  do,  giving  thi  sum  of  iriore 
To  that  which  had  too  much:  Then,  being  alone. 
Left  and  abandon'd  of  his  velvet  friends ; 
^Tis  right,  quoth  he ;   this  miser ij  doth  part 
The  flux  of  company  :  Anon,  a  careless  herd. 
Full  of  the  pasture,  jumps  along  by  him. 
And  never  stays  to  greet  him>  At/,  quoth  Jaques, 
Sweep  Oily  hov  fat  and  greasy  citizens; 
'Lis  just  the  fashion:  Wherefore  do  you  look 
Upon  that  poor  and  broken  barikrnpt  there? 
Thus  most  invectively  he  pierceth  through 
The  body  of  the  country,  city,  court, 
Yea^  and  of  this  our  life ;  swearing,  that  we 
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Are  mere  usurpers,  tyrants,  and  what's  worse^ 
To  fright  the  animals,  and  to  kill  them  up^, 
In  their  assign'd  and  native  dwelling  place. 

Duke  S,  And  did  you  leave  him  in,  this  contem- 
plation ? 

2  Lord,  We  did^  my  lord,  weeping  and  com- 
menting 
Upon  the  sobbing  deer. 

Duke  S.  Show  me  the  place  5 

I  love  to  cope  ^^  him  in  tliese  sullen  fits. 
For  then  he'sfull  of  matter. 

2  Lord.  I'll  bring  you  to  him  straight.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
A  RoG77i  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Duke  Fuederick,  Lords,  and  Attendants^ 

Duke  F.  Can  it  be  possible,  that  no  m.an  saw 
them  ? 
It  cannot  be  :  some  villains  of  mv  court 
Are  of  consent  and  sufferance  in  this. 

1  Lord,  r  cannot  liear  of  any  that  did  see  her. 
The  ladies,  her  attendants  of  her  chamber,    ^ 
Saw  her  a-bed  5  and,  in  the  morning  early. 
They  found  the  bed  untreasur'd  of  their  mistress. 

2  Lord,  My  lord,  the  roynish^  clown,  at  whom 

so   oft 
Your  grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  also  missing. 
Hesperia,  the  princess'  gentlewoman. 
Confesses,  that  she  secretly  o'er-heard 
Your  daughter  and  her  cousin  much  commend 
The  parts  and  graces  of  the  wrestler 
That  did  but  lately  foil  the  sinewy  Charles  5 
And  she  believes,  wherever  they  are  gone, 

L  L  3 

9  Encounter,  *  Scurvy. 
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That  youth  is  surely  in  their  company. 

DiiliC  F,  Send  to  his  brother  3  fetch  that  gallant 
hither ; 
If  he  be  absent,  bring  his  brother  to  me, 
I'll  make  him  find  him  :  do  this  suddenly  -, 
And  let  not  search  and  inquisition  quail  ^ 
To  bring  again  these  foolish  runaways.     \^Excimt, 

SCENE  III. 
Before  Oliver's  House, 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam^  meeting. 

Orl.  Who's  there  ? 

Adam,     What!    my   young   master? — O^,    my 
gentle  master, 
O,  my  sweet  master,  O  you  memory  ^ 
Of  old  sir  Rowland  !  why,  what  make  you  here> 
Why  are  you  virtuous  ?  Why  do  people  love  you  ? 
And  wherefore  are  yoa  gentle,  strong,  and  valiant? 
Wiiy  would  you  be  so  fond  ^  to  overcome 
The  bony  priser  of  the  humorous  duke  ^ 
Your  praise  is  come  too  swiftly  home  before  you* 
Know  you  not,  master,  to  some  kind  of  men 
*  Their  graces  serve  them  but  as  enemies  ? 
No  more  do  yours  -,  your  virtues,  gentle  master. 
Are  sanctiiied  and  holy  traitors  to  you. 
O,  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it  ^ 

Orl.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Adam,  O  unhappy  youths 

Come  not  within  these  doors ;  within  this  roof 
The  enemy  of  all  your  graces  lives  : 
Your  brother — (no,  no  brother;  yet  the  son-— 
Yet  not  the  son 3 — I  will  not  call  him  son— ' 

-  Siiik  into  dejection.  3  Memorial. 

•^  Ittccuiiderate, 
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Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  father,)— 

Hath  heard  your  praises  5  and  this  night  he  meana 

To  burn  the  lodging  where  you  use  to  lie^ 

And  you  within  it :  if  he  fail  of  that. 

He  will  have  other  means  to  cut  you  off: 

I  overheard  him,  and  his  practices. 

This  is  no  place,  ^  this  house  is  but  a  butcheiy  j 

Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

Oi'L  Why,  whither,  Adam,  wouldst  thou  have 
me  go  ? 

Adain,  No  matter  whither,  so  you  come  not 
here. 

OrL    What,  wouldst  thou  have  me  go  and  beg 
my  food  ? 
Or,  with  a  base  and  boisterous  sword,  enforce 
A  thievish  living  on  the  common  road  ? 
This  I  must  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do  : 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do.  do  how  I  can  } 
I  rather  will  subject  me  to  the  malice 
Of  a  diverted  blood,^'  and  bloody  brother. 

Adam.  But  do  not  so :    I  have  live  hundred 
crowns, 
Tlie  thrifty  hire  I  sav'd  under  your'  father. 
Which  I  did  store,  to  be  my  foster-nurse. 
When  service  should  in  my  old  limbs  lie  lame^ 
And  unregarded  age  in  corners  thrown  y 
Take  that :  and  He  that  doth  the  ravens  feed. 
Yea,  providently  caters  for  the  sparrow. 
Be  comfort  to  my  age  !  Here  is  the  gold^ 
All  this  I  give  you  :  Let  me  be  your  sen-ant  9 
Though  I  look  old,  yet  1  am  strong  and  lusty : 
For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood: 
Nor  did  not  with  unbashful  forehead  woo 
The  means  of  weakness  and  debility  5 

5  Mansion,  residence. 
♦  Blood  turned  fio;r.  its  natural  coursr. 
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Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lusty  winter, 
Ju'osty,  but  kindly  :  let  me  go  with  you  3 
I'll  do  the  service  of  a  yoi^nger  man 
In  all  your  business  and  necessities. 

Oil.  O  good  old  man  ;  how  well  in  thee  appears] 
The  constant  service  of  the  antique  world, 
V/Jiea  service  sweat  for  daty,  not  for  meed  ! 
Thou  art  not  for  the  fashion  of  these  times^ 
Where  none  will  sv/eat,  but  for  promotion; 
And  having  that,  do  choke  their  service  up 
Even  with  the  having :  it  is  not  so  with  thee. 
But.  poor  old  m-an,  thou  prun'st  a  rotten  tree. 
That  cannot  so  much  as  a  blossom  yield, 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  pains  and  husbandry  : 
But  come  thy  ways,  we'll  go  along  together; 
And  ere  we  have  thy  youthful  wages  spent. 
We'll  light  upon  some  settled  low  content. 

Addih,  Master,  go  on  ;  and  I  will  follow  thee. 
To  the  last  gasp,  with  truth  and  loyalty. — 
From  seventeen  years  till  now  almost  fourscore 
Here  lived  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  seventeen  years  many  their  .fortunes  seek; 
But  at  fourscore,  it  is  too  late  a  week  : 
Yet  fortune  cannot  recompense  me  better. 
Than  to  die  well,  and  not  my  master's  debtor. 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Forest  of  Arden. 

Enter  ^o^ALiND   in  hoys  clothes,  Celia   drest 
like  a  Shepherdess y  and  To  u c  11  s t o  n  e  . 

Ros.  O  Jupiter !  how  weary  are  my  spirits ! 
louch.  I  care  not  for  my  spirits,  if  my  legs  were 
not  weary.  ' 

Ros.  I  could  find  in  my  'heart  to  disgrace  my 
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man's  apparel,  and  to  cry  like  a  woman  :  but  I 
must  comfort  the  weaker  vessel,  as  doublet  and 
hose  ought  to  show  itself  courageous  to  petticoat: 
therefore,  courage,  good  Aliena. 

CeL  1  pray  you,  bear  with  me ;  1  cannot  go  no 
further. 

Touch.  For  my  part,  I  had  father  bear  with  you, 
than  bear  you  :  yet  I  should  bear  no  cross,''  if  I 
did  bear  you ;  for^  I  thinks  you  have  no  money 
in  your  purse. 

/to.s.  Well,  this  is  the  forest  of  Arden. 

Touch.  Ay,  now  am  I  in  Arden:  the  more  fool 
I-  when  I  was  at  home,  I  was  in  a  better  place 5 
but  travellers  must  be  content. 

iios.  Ay,  be  so,  good  Touchstone  : — Look  you, 
who  comes  here  3  a  young  man,  and  an  old,  ia 
solemn  talk, 

Enter  Corin  and  Silvius. 

Cor,  That  is  the  way  to  make  her  scorn  you 
still. 

Sil.  O  Corin,  that  thou  knew'st  how  I  do  lov# 
her! 

Cor.  I  partly  guess ;  for  T  have  lov'd  ere  now. 

Sil.  No,  Curin,  being  old,  ihou  canst  not  guess  5  ^ 
Though  in  thy  youth  thou  wast  as  true  a  lover 
As  ever  sigh  d  upon  a  midnight  pillow  : 
But  if  thy  love  were  ever  like  to  mine, 
(As  sure  I  think  did  never  man  love  so,) 
How  many  actions  most  ridiculous 
jHast  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  fantasy  ? 

Cor.  Into  a  thousand  that  I  have  forgotten, 

SIL  O,  thou  didst  then  ne'er  love  so  heartly  : 
If  thou  remember'st  not  the  slightest  folly 
That  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into, 

7  ^  piece  of  »ioney  stamped  with  a  cross. 
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Thou  hast  not  lov'd  : 
Or  if  thou  hast  not  sat  as  I  do  now. 
Wearying  thy  hearer  in  thy  mistress'  praise. 
Thou  hast  not  lov'd  : 

Or  if  thou  hast  not  broke  from  company. 
Abruptly,  as  my  passion  now  makes  me. 
Thou  hast  not  lov'd  :  O  Phebe,  Phebe,  Phebe  ! 

lEx'if  SiLvius. 

Ros,    Alas,  poor  shepherd !   searching  of  thj 
wound, 
I  have  by  hard  adventure  found  mine  own. 

Touc/i,  And  I  mine:  I  remember,  when  I  was 
in  love,  I  broke  my  sword  upon  a  stone,  and  bid 
him  take  tliat  for  coming  anight^  to  Jane  Smile: 
and  I  remember  the  kissing  of  her  batlet,"^  and  the 
cow's  dugs  that  her  pretty  chop'd  hands  had 
milk'd  :  and  I  remember  the  wooing  of  a  peascod 
instead  of  her  ;  from  whom  I  took  two  cods,  and, 
giving  her.  them  again,  said  with  weeping  tears, 
IVear  these  for  mj/  sake.  We,  that  are  true  lovers, 
run  into  strange  capers  j  but  as  all  is  mortal  in 
nature,  so  is  all  nature  in  love  mortal  in  folly. 

lios.  Thou  speak'st  wiser,  than  thou  art  'v/are 
of. 

Touch.  Nay,  I  shall  ne'er  be  'ware  of  mine  own 
wit,  till  I  break  my  shins  against  it. 

Ros,  Jove !  Jove  !  this  shepherd's  passion 
Is  much  upon  my  fashion. 

Tonch.  And  mine  3  but  it  grows  something  stale , 
with  me. 

Cch\  pray  you,  one  of  you  question  yond  man. 
If  he  for  gold  will  give  us  any  food ; 
I  faint  almost  to  death. 

Touch,  Holla  )  you,  clown ! 

Ros,  Peace,  fool  3  he's  not  thy  kinsman. 

8  In  the  night 
9  The  instrument  with  which  wiishers  beat  clothes. 
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Cor,  Who  calls  ? 

Touch,  Your  betters,  sir. 

Cor,  Else  are  they  very  wretched. 
,    Ros,  Peace^  I  say :— * 

Good  even  to  you,  friend. 

Cor,  And  to  you,  gentle  sir,  and  to  you  all. 

Ros,  I  pr'ythee^  shepherd,  if  that  love,  or  gold. 
Can  in  this  desert  place  buy  entertainment. 
Bring  us  where  we  may  rest  ourselves,  and  feed  : 
Here's  a  young  maid  with  travel  much  oppress'd. 
And  faints  for  succour. 

Cor,  Fair  sir,  I  pity  her. 

And  wish  for  her  sake,  more  than  for  mine  own^ 
]Wy  fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her  : 
But  I  am  shepherd  to  another  n}an. 
And  do  not  sheer  the  fleeces  that  I  graze ; 
My  master  is  of  churlish  disposition. 
And  little  recks  ^  to  find  the  way  to  heaven 
By  doing  deeds  of  hospitality  : 
Besides,  his  cote,  his  flocks,  and  bounds  of  feed. 
Are  now  on  sale,  and  at  our  sheepcote  now. 
By  reason  of  his  absence,  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on  •  but  what  is,  come  see. 
And  in  my  voice  most  welcome  shall  you  be. 

lios.  What  is  he  that  shall  buy  his  flock  and 
pasture  ? 

Cor,  That  young  swain  that  you  saw  here  but 
erewhile. 
That  little  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 

lies,  I  pray  thee,  if  it  stand  with  honesty. 
Buy  thou  the  cottage,  pasture,  and  the  flock. 
And  thou  shalt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

Cd,  And  we  will  mend  thy  wages  :  I  like  tliis 
place. 
And  willingly  could  waste  my  time  in  it. 

*  Cares. 


' 


594  AS  Yoi;  LIKE  IT.  Act  II 

Cor,  Assuredly,  the  thing  is  to  be  sold  : 
Go  with  me  ;  if  you  like,  upon  report. 
The  soil,  the  protit,  and  this  kind  of  life, 
I  will  your  very  faithful  feeder  be. 
And  buy  it  with  your  gold  right  suddenly. 

\Exeitnt 

SCENE  V. 

The  same. 

Ii^nter  Amiens/ Jaques^  and  others, 

SONG. 

Ami.   Under  the  greenwood  tree. 
Who  loves  to  lie  with  me. 
And  tune  his  merry  note 
Unto  the  sweet  bird's  throat, 
Come  hither^  come  hither,  come  hither; 
Here  shall  he  see 
No  enemy y 
Bvt  winter  and  rough  weather. 
Jaq.  More,  more,  I  pr'ythee,  more. 
Ajni.  It  w^ill  make  you  melancholy,  monsieur 
Jaques. 

Jaq.  I  thank  it.  More,  I  pr'ythee,  more.  ^ 
can  suck  melancholy  out  of  a  song,  as  a  weazel 
sucks  eggs :  More,  I  pr'ythee,  more. 

Ami.  My  voice  is  ragged ^^  I  know,  Icannot 
please  you. 

Jaq.  I  do  not  desire  you  to  please  me,  1  do  de- 
sire you  to  sing  :  Come,  more  3  another  stanza  ; 
Call  you  them  stanzas  ? 

Ami.  What  you  will,  monsieur  Jaques. 
Jaq.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  their  names;  they  owe 
me  nothing :  Will  you  sing  ? 

^  Ragged  and  rugged  had  formerly  the  saine  meaning. 
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Ami.  More  at  your  request^  than  to  please  my- 
self. 

Jaq,  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  man,  I'll 
thank  you:  but  that  they  call  compliment,  is  like 
tlie  encounter  of  two  dog-apes  ;  and  when  a  man 
thanks  me  heartily,  methinks,  I  have  given  him 
a  penny,  and  he  renders  me  the  beggarly  thanks. 
Come,  sing}  and  you  that  will  not,  hold  your 
tongues. 

Ami.  Well,  I'll  end  the  song. — Sirs,  cover  the 
while;  the  duke  will  drink  under  this  tree: — he 
hath  been  all  this  day  to  look  you. 

Jaq.  And  I  have  been  all  this  day  to  avoid  him. 
He  is  too  disputable^  for  my  company:  I  think  of 
as  many  matters  as  he ;  but  I  give  heaven  thanks, 
and  make  no  boast  of  them.  Come,  warble, 
come. 

SONG. 

Who  doth  ambition  6'hun,  [All  together  here. 
A/icf  loves  to  live  i'  the  su/f^ 
Seeking  the  food  he  eats^ 
And  pleas  d  witk  what  he  gets^ 
Come  hither,  eoirne  hither^  come  hither ; 
Here  shall  he  see 
No  enemy. 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 

Jaq.  I'll  give  you  a  verse  to  tliis  note,  tliat  I 
taade  yesterday  in  despite  of  my  invention. 
Ami.  And  I'll  sing  it. 
Jaq.  Thus  it  goes  : 

If  it  do  come  to  pass^ 
That  any  man  turn  ass 
Leaving  his  wealth  and  case, 
A  stubborn  will  to  please, 
Vol*  II.  M  M 

?  Desputatious* 
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Ducaanic,  ducdamc,  ducddnie ; 
Here  shall  lie  see^ 
Gro^sa  fools  as  he, 
An  if  he  xvill  come  to  Ami. 

Ami.  What's  that  ducdame? 

Jag.  'Tis  a  Greek  invocation,  to  call  fools  into 
a  circle.  I'll  go  sleep  if  I  can  ;  if  I  cannot,  Dl 
rail  against  all  the  first-born  of  Egypt. 

A?m,  And  I'll  go  seek  the  duke  j  his  banquet  is 
prepar'd.  '        ^  lExeimt  sever alli/, 

SCENE  VI. 

The  same. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Adam.  Dear  master,  I  can  go  no  further :  O, 
I  die  for  food!  Here  lie  I  down,  and  measure  out 
my  grave.     Farewell^  kind  master. 

0/7.  Why,  how  now,  Adcxm  !  no  greater  heart 
in  thee?  Live  a  little  3  comfort  a  little;  cheer  thy 
self  a  little;  If  this  uncouth  forest  yield  any  thing 
savage,  I  will  either  be  food  for  it,  or  bring  it  for 
food  to  thee.  Thy  conceit  is  nearer  death  than 
thy  powers.  For  my  sake,  be  comfortable  5  hold 
death  awhile  at  the  arm's  end:  I  will  here  be  with 
thee  presentl}^ ,  and  if  I  bring  tliee  not  something 
to  eat,  I'll  give  thee  leave  to  die  :  but  if  thou  diest 
before  I  come,  thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  labour. 
Well  said !  thou  look'st  cheerly  :  and  Til  be  with 
thee  quickly. — Yet  tiiou  liest  in  the  bleak  air 
Come,  I  will  bear  thee  to  some  shelter  ^  and  thou 
shalt  not  die  for  lack  of  a  dinner,  if  there  Hve  any 
thing  in  this  desert.     Cheerij^,  good  Adam  ! 

[^Exennt. 


Scene  VII,         as  yoxt  like  it.  397 

SCENE  VII. 

T/ie  same, 

A  tabic  set  out.     Enter  Duke  senior,  Amiens, 
Lords,  and  others, 

Duke  S.  I  think  he  be  transform'd  into  a  beast  j 
For  I  can  no  where  find  him  like  a  man. 

1  Lord,  My  lord^  he  is  but  even  now  gone 
hence ; 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  song. 

Dvke  S,  If  he,  compact  of  jars/  grow  musical. 
We  shall  have  shortly  discord  in  the  spheres  : — 
Go,  seek  him ;  tell  him,  I  would  speak  with  him. 

Enter  Jaques. 

1  Lord.  He  saves  my  labour  by  his  own  ap- 
proach. 

Duke  S,    Why,  how  now,  monsieur!  what  a 
life  is  this. 
That  your  poor  friends  must  woo  your  company  ? 
What !  you  look  merrily. 

Jaq,    A  fool,  a  fool ! 1  met  a  fool  i'  the 

forest, 
A  motley  fool  -, — a  miserable  world  !— 
As  I  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool ; 
Who  laid  him  down  and  bask'd  him  in  the  sun. 
And  rail'd  on  lady  P'ortune  in  good  terms, 
'n  good  set  terms, — and  yet  a  motley  fool. 
^'Jiood-mor row, fool,  quoth  I:   No,  sir,  quoth  he, 
!^«//  me  not  fool,  tilt  heaven  hath  sent  me  fortune  : 
And  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poke  5 
And  looking  on  it  with  lack-lustre  eye. 
Says,  very  wisely.  It  is  ten  o'clock : 

M  M  2 

4  Made  up  of  discords. 
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Thus  may  xve  see,  quoth  he,  how  the  world  wogs: 
*Tis  but  an  hour  ago,  since  it  was  nine  ; 
And  after  an  hour  more,  'twill  he  eleven; 
And  sOy  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe  and  ripe. 
And  then,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot,  and  rotp 
And  thereby  hangs  a  tale.     When  I  did  hear 
The  motley  fool  thus  moral  on  the  time. 
My  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer. 
That  fools  should  be  so  deep-contemplative  ; 
And  I  did  laugh,  sans  Intermission, 
An  hour  by  his  dial. — O  noble  fool ! 
A  worthy  fool !  Motley's  the  only  wear. * 

Duke  S.  What  foofis  this  ? 

Jaq,  O  worthy  fool ! — One  that  hath  been  a 
courtier , 
And  says,  if  ladies  be  but  young,  and  fair. 
They  have  the  gift  to  know  it :  and  in  his  brain,— 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  bisket 
After  a  voyage, — he  hath  strange  places  cramm'd 
With  observation,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  fonos : — O,  that  I  were  a  fool ! 
I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  coat. 

Duke  S,  Thou  shalt  have  one. 

Jaq,  It  is  my  only  suit. 

Provided,  that  you  weed  your  better  judgments 
Of  all  opinion  that  grows  rank  in  them. 
That  I  am  wise.     I  must  have  liberty 
Withal,  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind. 
To  blow  on  whom  1  please  5  for  so  fools  have : 
And  they  that  are  most  galled  with  my  folly. 
They   most   must  laugh:    And  why,  sir,  mus 

they  so  ? 
The  xvhij  is  plain  as  way  to  parish  church: 
He,  that  a  fool  doth  very  wisely  hit. 
Doth  very  foolishly,  although  he  smart, 

5  ThQ  tool  was  anticntiy  dressed  in  a  party-colour© 
coat. 
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Not  to  seem  senseless  of  the  bob  :  if  not. 
The  wise  man's  folly  is  anatomiz'd 
Even  by  the  sqiiandring  glances  of  the  fool- 
Invest  me  in  ray  motley  3  give  me  leave 
To  speak  my  mind,  and  I  will  through  and  through 
Cleanse  the  foul  body  of  the  infected  world. 
If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  medicine. 

Duke  S,  Fye  on  thee !  I  can  tell  v/hat  thou 
(.  w^ouldst  do. 

Jaq,  What,  for  a  counter^,  would  I  do,  but 
good  ? 
.    Duke  S,  Most  mischievous  foul  sin,  in  chiding 

sin  : 
For  thou  thyself  hast  been  a  libertine. 
As  sensual  as  the  brutish  sting  itself  3 
And  all  the  embossed  sores,  and  headed  evils. 
That  thou  with  licence  of  free  foot  hast  caught, 
Wouldst  thou  disgorge  into  the  general  world.  • 

Jaq.  Why,  who  cries  out  on  pride. 
That  can  therein  tax  any  private  party  ? 
Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  sea, 
I  Till  that  the  very  very  means  do  ebb  ? 
I  What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name, 
I  When  that  I  say.  The  city -woman  bears 
'  The  cost  of  princes  on  unworthy  shoulders  ? 
Who  can  come  in,  and  say,  that  I  mean  her, 
'When  such  a  one  as  she,  such  is  her  neighbour? 
'Or  what  is  he  of 'basest  function, 
'That  says,  his  bravery^'  is  not  on  my  cost, 
'/(Thinking  that  1  mean  him,)  but  therein  suits 
His  folly  to  the  mettle  of  my  speech  ? 
There   tlien ;    How,   what    then  ?    Let  me.  see 

wherein 
My  tongue  hath  wrong'd  him:  if  it  do  him  right, 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himself  3  if  he  be  free^ 

M  M  3 
'  6  Einery, 
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Why  then,  my  taxing  like  a  wild  goose  flies, 
Unclaim'd  of  any  man. — But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  OiiLAKDO,  uith  his  sxvord  drawn, 

OrL  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more. 

Jaq.  Why,  I  have  eat  none  yet 

0/7.  Nor  shalt  not,  till  necessity  be  serv'd. 

Jaq.  Of  what  kind  should  this  cock  come  of? 

Duke  S.    Art  thou  thus  bolden'd,  man,  by  thy 
distress  5 
Or  else  a  rude  despiser  of  good  manners. 
That  in  civility  thou  seem'st  so  empty  ? 

OrL    You  touch'd  my  vein  at  first  5  the  thorny 
point 
Of  bare  distress  hath  ta'en  from  me  the  show 
Of  smooth  civility  :  yet  am  I  inland  bred,"^ 
And  know  some  nurture  :^  But  forbear,  I  say; 
He  dies,  that  touches  any  of  this  fruit. 
Till  I  and  my  affairs  are  answered, 

Jaq,  An  you  will  not  be  answered  with  reason, 
I  must  die. 

Duke  S,  What  would  you  have  ?  Your  gentle* 
ness  shall  force. 
More  than  your  force  move  us  to  gentleness. 

Orl,  I  almost  die  for  food,  and  let  me  have  it. 

Duke  S.  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to 
our  table. 

OrL  Speak  you  so  gently  ?  Pardon  me,  I  pray 
you : 
I  thought,  that  all  things  had  been  savage  hqrej 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  countenance 
Of  stern  commandment :  But  whate'er  you  are. 
That  in  this  desert  inaccessible. 
Under  the  shade  of  melanclioly  boughs. 
Lose  and  neglect  the  creej^mg  hours  oi  time ; 
If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  better  days  > 

7  Well  brought  up,  ^  Good  manners. 
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If  ever  been  where  bells  have  knoll'd  to  church  5 

If  ever  sat  at  any  good  man's  feast  -, 

If  ever  from  your  eye-lids  wip'd  a  tear. 

And  know  what  'tis  to  pity,  and  be  pitied ; 

Let  gentleness  my  strong  enforcement  be : 

In  the  which  hope,  I  blush,  and  hide  my  sword. 

Duke  S.  True  is  it  that  we  have  seen  better 
days ; 
And  have  with  holy  bell  been  knoird  to  church ; 
And  sat  at  good  men's  feasts  -,  and  wip'd  our  eye« 
Of  drops  that  sacred  pity  hath  engender'd  : 
And  therefore  sit  you  down  in  gentleness. 
And  take  upon  command  what  help  we  have. 
That  to  your  wanting  may  be  rainistrcd. 

OrL  Then,  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while,^ 
*  Whiles,  like  a  doe,  I  go  to  find  my  fawn, 
'  And  give  it  food.     There  is  an  old  poor  man; 
Who  after  me  hath  many  a  weary  step 
Limp'd  in  pure  love;   till  he  be  first  suffic'd,— ^ 
Oppress'd  with  two  weak  evils,  age  and  hunger,— 
I  will  not  touch  a  bit. 

Du/ic  S.  Go  find  him  out. 

And  we  will  nothinof  waste  till  vou  return. 

Ori.    I  thank  ye ;   and  be  blessed  for  your  good 
comfort !  lExit, 

Duke  S,  Thou  seest,  we  are  not  ail  alone  un- 
happy : 
This  wide  and  universal  theatre 
Presents  more  woeful  pageants  than  the  scene 
Wherein  we  play  in. 

Jag-  All  the  world's  a  stage. 

And  all  tlie  men  and  women  merely  players : 
They  have  their  exits,  and  their  entrances; 
And  one  man  in  his  tune  plays  many  parts. 
His  acts  being  seven  ages.     At  first,  the  infant/ 
Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurse's  arms; 
4 
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And  then^,    the   whining   school-boy,    with  his 

satchel. 
And  shining  morning  face,  creeping  like  snail 
Unwillingly  to  school  :  And  then,  the  IcJver ; 
Sighing  like  furnace,  with  a  woeful  ballad 
Made  to  his  mi.^tress'  eye-brow:  Then,  a  soldier; 
Full  of  strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard. 
Jealous  in  honour,  sndden^  and  quick  in  quarrel. 
Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 
Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth:    And  then,   tlie 

justice ; 
In  Mr  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lin'd, 
Willi  eyes  severe,  and  beard  of  formal  cut. 
Full  of  wise  saws  and  modern^  instances. 
And  so  he  plays  his  part :  The  sixth  age  shifts 
Into  the  lean  and  slipper'd  pantaloon  5  « 

With  spectacles  on  nose,  and  pouch  on  side ; 
His  youthful  hose  well  sav'd,  a  world  too  wide 
For  his  shrunk  shank  -,  and  his  big  manly  voice. 
Turning  again  toward  childish  treble,  pipes 
And  whistles  in  his  sound  :  Last  scene  of  all. 
That  ends  this  strange  eventful  history. 
Is  second  childishness,  and  mere  oblivion  ; 
Sans  teetli,  sans  eyes,  sans  taste,  sans  every  thing. 

Re-enter  Orlando,  xvith  Adam. 

Duke  S.  Welcome :  Set  down  your  venerable 
burden. 
And  let  him  feed. 

OrL  I  thank  you  most  for  him. 

AOam.  So  had  you  need ; 
I  scarce  can  speak  to  thank  you  for  myself. 
Duke  S.    Welcome,  fall  to  :  I  will  not  trouble 
you 
As  yet,  to  question  you  about  your  fortunes  ;— 
9  Violent.  *  Trite,  commoH, 

2 


Scene  VIT.        as  you  like  it.  40a 

Give  us  some  musick  5  and;,  good  cousin^  sing. 

Amiens  sings. 
SONG. 

I. 

BlOiV,  hloxv,  thou  xvinter  windy 
■   TJioii  art  not  so  unkind'^ 
As  mans  ingratitude ; 
Thy  tooth  i3  7iot  so  keen. 
Because  thoii  art  not  seen. 
Although  thy  breath  he  rude. 
Heigh,  ho  f  sing,  height  ho  f  unto  the  green  holly: 
Most  Jrie7idship  is  feigning^  most  loving  mere  folly : 
Then,  heigh,  ho,  the  holly  ! 
This  lije  is  most  jolly. 

11. 

Freeze,  freeze,  thou  hitter  shy , 
That  dost  not  bite  so  nigh 

As  benefits  forgot : 
Though  thou  the  waters  xvarp^ 
'"'  Thy  sting  is  not  so  sharp 

As  friend  remember  d^  not  p 
Heigh,  ho  !  sing,  heigh,  ho  !  &c. 

Buke  S,  If  that  you  were  the  good  sir  Rowland*^ 
I  sou» — 

''  As  you  have  whisper'd  faithfully,  you  were  5 
'  And  as  mine  eye  doth  his  effigies  witness. 
Most  truly  limn'd,  and  living  in  your  face, — 
Be  truly  welcome  hither  :  I  am  the  duke. 
That  lov'd  your  fatiier:  liie  residue  of  your  for- 
tune. 
Go  to  my  cave  and  tell  me. — Good  old  man. 
Thou  art  right  welcome  as  thy  master  is  : 
2.  Unnatural.  3  Remembering. 
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Support  him  by  the  arm.— Give  me  your  hand. 
And  let  me  all  your  fortunes  understand. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  L     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Duke  Frederick,  Oliver,  Lords,  anc 
At  tend  ants, 

Duke  F,  Not  see  him  since  ?  Sir,  sh',  that  can 
not  be : 
But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  mercy, 
I  should  not  seek  an  absent  argument 
Of  my  revenge,  thou  present :  But  look  to  it  -, 
Find  out  thy  brother,  wheresoe'er  he  is ; 
Seek  him  witli  candle ;  bring  him  dead  or  living, 
^\'ithin  this  twelvemonth,  or  turn  thou  no  more 
To  seek  a  living  in  our  territory. 
Thy  lands,  and  all  things  that  thou  dost  call  thine. 
Worth  seizure,  do  w^e  seize  into  our  hands  ; 
Till  thou  canst  quit  thee  by  thy  brother*s  mouth. 
Of  what  we  tliink  against  tliee. 

OH,  O,  that  your  highness  knew  my  heart  in 
this ! 
I  never  lov'd  my  brother  in  my  life. 

Duke  F.  More  villain  thou. — Well,  push  him 
out  of  doors ; 
And  let  my  officers  of  such  a  nature 
Make  an  extent**  upon  his  house  and  lands  : 
Do  this  expediently,^  and  turn  him  going. 

lEieunt. 

4-  Seize  by  legal  process.  5  Expeditiously, 
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SCENE    JI. 

The  Fores  I, 

Enter  Orlaxdo,  u'dh  a  paper. 

Orl.  Hang  there,  my  verse^  in  witness  of  my 

love  : 
And,    thou,    thrice-crowned  queen   of  night, 
survey 
With  thy  chaste  eye,  from  thy  pale  sphere  above. 
Thy  huntress*  name,  that  my  full  life  doth  sway. 
0  Rosalind  !  these  trees  shall  be  my  books. 

And  in  their  barks  my  thoughts  FU  character; 
That  every  eye,  which  in  this  forest  looks. 

Shall  see  thy  virtue  witness'd  every  where. 
Run.  run,  Orlando ,  carve,  on  every  tree. 
The  fair,  the  chaste,  and  unexpressive^  she* 

lExit. 

Enter  Cor  in"  and  Touchstone. 

Cor.  And  how  like  you  this  shepherd*s  life, 
bnaster  Touchstone  ? 

Touch.  Truly,  shepherd,  in  I'espect  of  itself,  it 
is  a  good  life  ;  but  in  respect  that  it  is  a  shepherd*s 
life,  it  is  naught.  In  respect  that  it  is  solitary,  I 
ike  it  very  well  ,•  but  in  respect  that  it  is  private, 
t  is  a  very  vile  life.  Now  in  respect  it  is  in  the 
delds,  it  pleaseth  me  well  ^  but  in  respect  it  is  not 
la  the  court,  it  is  tedious.  As  it  is  a  spare  life, 
feok  you,  it  fits  my  humour  well  3  but  as  there  is 
fo  njore  plenty  in  it,  it  goes  much  against  my 
romach.    Hast  any  philosophy  in  thee,  shepherd  ? 

CVitr-.  No  more,  but  that  J  know,  the  more  one 
iickens,  the  worse  at  ease  he  is  5  and  that  he  ti)at 
//ants  money,   means,    and  content^  is  without 

^  Ir.expfe5i>ible. 
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three  good  friends  : — ^That  the  property  of  fain  ij 
to  wet,  and  tire  to  burn :  That  good  pasture  makes 
fat  sheep  :  and  that  a  great  cause  of  the  night,  is 
lack  of  the  sun :  That  he,  that  hath  learned  n 
wit  by  nature  nor  art,  may  complain  of  go 
breeding,  or  comes  of  a  very  dull  kindred. 

Touch,  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  philosopher 
Wast  ever  in  court,  shepherd  J 

Cor,  No,  truly. 

Touch,  Then  thou  art  danin'd. 

Cor.  Nay,  I  hope. 

Touch,  Truly,   thou  art  damn'd;    like  an  ill 
roasted  egg,  all  on  one  side. 
'  Cor,  For  not  being  at  court  ?  Your  reason. 

Touch.  Why,  if  thou  never  wast  at  court,  the 
never  sav/'st  good  manners ;  if  thou  never  saw's 
good  manners,  then  thy  manners  must  be  wicked  j 
and  wickedness  is   sin,   and   sin  is   damnation: 
Thou  art  in  a  parlous  state,  shepherd. 

Cor.  Not  a  whit,  Touchstone  :  those,  that  ar€ 
good  manners  at  the  court,  are  as  ridiculous  in  the 
country,  as  the  behaviour  of  the  country  is  mosi 
mock  able  at  the  court.  You  told  me,  you  salute 
not  at  the  court,  but  you  kiss  your  hands ;  thai 
courtesy  would  be  uncleanly,  if  courtiers  wer^ 
shepherds. 

Touch.  Instance,  briefly  5  come,  instance. 

Cor.  Why,  we  are  still  handling  our  eweS;  anc 
their  fells,  you  know,  are  greasy. 

Touch.  Why,  do  not  your  courtier's  hand; 
sw^eat  ?  and  is  not  the  grease  of  a  mutton  as  whole' 
some  as  the  sweat  of  a  man  ?  Shallow,  shallow 
A  better  instance,  I  say  ;  come. 

Cor.  Besides,  our  hands  are  hard. 

Touch.  Your  lips  will  feel  them  the  sooner 
Shallow,  again  :  A  more  souiider  instance,  come 

Cor,  And  they  are  often  tarr'd  over  with  th 
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'  «5urgery  of  our  sheep ,  And  would  you  have  us 
kiss  tar?  The  courtier's  hands  are  perfumed  with 
civet. 

Touch,  Most  shallow  man!  Thou  worms-meat, 
in  respect  of  a  good  piece  of  flesh :  Indeed ! — 
Learn  of  the  wise,  and  perpend :  Civet  i£  of  a 
baser  birth  than  tar  ;  the  very  uncleanly  flux  of  a 
cat.    Mend  the  instance,  shepherd. 

Cor.  You  have  too  courtly  a  wit  for  me  3  I'll 
rest. 

Touch,  Wilt  thou  rest  damn'd?  God  help  thee, 
shallow  man  !  God  make  incision  in  thee  !  thou, 
art  raw."* 

Cor.  Sir,  I  am  a  true  labourer  5  I  earn  that  I 
cat,  get  that  I  wear  -,  owe  no  man  hate,  envy  no 
man's  happiness  ;  glad  of  other  men's  good,  con- 
tent with  my  harm  :  and  the  greatest  of  my  pride 
is,  to  see  my  ewes  graze,  and  my  lambs  suck. 

Touch.  That  is  another  simple  sin  in  you  3  to 
bring  the  ewes  and  the  rams  together,  and  to 
offer  to  get  your  living  by  the  copulation  of  cattle : 
to  be  bawd  to  a  bell-wether;  and  to  betray  a  she- 
lamb  of  a  twelvemonth,  to  a  crooked-pated,  old, 
\  cuckoldly  ram,  out  of  all  reasonable  match.  If 
thou  be'st  not  damn'd  for  this,  the  devil  himself 
will  have  no  shepherds  3  I  cannot  see  else  how 
thou  shouldst  'scape. 

Cor.  Here  comes  young  master  Ganymede,  mv 
new  mistress's  brother. 

i  Enter  Rosalind,  reading  a  paper. 

'iBos.    From  the  east  to  western  Indy 

'^  No  jewel  is  like  Rosalind, 

Her  worth,  being  mounted  on  the  witid^ 
Through  all  the  world  bears  Rosalind, 

\         VOL.  II.  N  N 

[  7  Unexperienced. 
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All  the  pktvres,  fairest  lind,^ 
Are  but  black  to  Rosalind. 
Let  no  face  be  kept  in  ntindy 
But  thefair^  of  Rosalind, 

Touch.  I'll  rhyme  you  so,  eight  years  together; 
dinners,  and  suppers,  and  sleeping  hours  ex- 
cepted :  it  is  the  right  butter-woman  s  rank  to 
market. 

Kos.  Out,  fool! 

Touch,  For  a  taste  :— — 

If  a  hart  do  lack  a  hind, 

Let  him  seek  put  Rosalind, 

If  the  cat  xoill  after  kind. 

So,  be  sure,  will  Rosalind. 

Winter-garmtnts  must  be  lin'd. 

So  7nust  slender  Rosalind. 

They  thap:rcMp,  must  sheaf  and  bind; 

Then  to  cari^ith  Rosalind, 

Siveetest  nut  hath  so'xvrest  rind,      , 

Such  a  nut  is  Rosalind. 

lie  that  sxcettest  rose  mllfcnd. 

Must  find  love's  prick,  and  Rosalind, 

This  is  the  very  false  gallop  of  verses  -,  Why  do 
you  infect  yourself  with  them. 

Ros.  Peace,  you  dull  fool;  I  found  them  on  a 
tree. 

Touch.  Truly,  the  tree  yields  bad  fruit. 

Jv06'.ril  graff  it  with  you,  and  then  I  shall 
grafFit  with  a  medlar  :  then  it  will  be  the  earliest 
fruit  in  the  country  :  for  you'll  be  rotten  e'er  you 
be  half  ripe,  and  that's  the  right  virtue  of  the 
medlar. 

Touch,  You  have  said  j  but  whether  wisely  or 
no,  let  the  forest  judge. 

*  Delineated,  J>  Complexion,  beauty. 


Scene  IT.  as  you  like  it.  %09 

Enter  Celia^  reading  a  paper » 

Ros,  Peace ! 
Here  comes  my  sister,  reading;  stand  aside. 
Cc7.  iFki/  should  this  desert  siient  be? 

For  it  is  unpeopled  r^  No  ; 
Tongues  Vll  hang  on  erery  tree^ 

That  shall  civiP  sai/ings  shou\ 
Some,  hoxu  brief  the  life  of  man 

Runs  Ms  erring  pilgrimage  ; 
That  the  stretching  of  a  span 

Buckles  in  his  sum  of  age. 
Some,  of  violated  voics 

'Tivixt  the  souls  of  friend  and  friend: 
But  vpon  the  fairest  boughs, 

Or  at  every  sentence'  end. 
Will  I  Rosalinda  write : 

Teaching  all  that  read,  to  knoi$ 
The  quintessence  eif  every  sprite 

Heat  en  would  in  little  show. 
Therefore  heaven  nature  chargd 

That  one  body  should  befill'd 
With  all  graces  wide  enlarged  ; 

Nature  presently  distilled 
Helen's  cheek,  but  not  her  hearty 

Cltopa  tra  's-:.m  ajesty  ; 
Afalanta*s  better  part ; 

Sad  Lucretias  modesty. 
Thus  Rosalind  of  many  parts 

By  heavenly  sy?iod  tvas  devis'd ; 
Of  7nany  faces,  eyes,  and  hearts. 

To  have  the  touches'^  dearest  prized. 
Heaven  toould  that  she  thtse  gifts  should  have. 

And  1  to  live  and  die  her  slave, 

N  N  2 

Grave,  solemn.  ^  Features. 
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Ros.  O  most  gentle  Jupiter! — what  tedious 
homily  of  love  have  you  wearied  your  parishioners 
w^ithal,  and  never  cry'd.  Have  patience^  good 
people  ! 

CeL  How  now  !  back  friends  5 — Shepherd^  go 
oiFalittl^:^ — Go  with  him,  sirrah. 

Touch.  Come,  shepherd,  let  us  make  an  ho- 
nourable retreat  3  though  not  with  bag  and  bag- 
gage, yet  with  scrip  and  scrippage. 

[Exeunt  Cor  in  ^//c/ Touchstone, 
Cel.  Didst  thou  hear  these  verses  ? 
Hos.  O,  yes,  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  too ; 
for  some  of  them  had  in  them  more  feet  than  the 
verses  would  bear. 

CeL  That's  no  matter ;  the  feet  might  bear  the 
verses. 

Ros,  Ay,  but  the  feet  were  lame,  and  could 
not  bear  themselves  without  the  verse,  and  there- 
fore stood  lamely  in  the  verse. 

CeL  But  didst  thou  hear,  without  wondering 
how  thy  name  should  be  hang'd  and  carved  upon 
these  trees  ? 

Ros,  I  was  seven  of  the  nine  days  out  of  the 
wonder,  before  you  came  -,  for  look  here  what  I 
found  on  a  palm-tree  :  I  was  never  so  be-rhymed 
since  Pythagoras' .  time,  that  1  was  an  Irish  rat 
which  I  can  hardly  remember. 

CeL  Trow  you,  w^ho  hath  done  this  ? 
Ros,  Is  it  a  man  ? 

CeL  And  a  chain,  that  you  once  wore^  about 

liis  neck  :  Change  you  colour  ? 

Ros,  1  pr'ythee,  who  ? 

CeL  O  lord,  lord!  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  friends 

to  meet :  but  mountains  may  be  removed  witj 

earthquakes,  and  so  encounter. 

Ros,  Nay,  but  who  is  it  ? 

CeL  Is  it  possible  ? 
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Ros,  Nay,  I  pray  thee  noW;,  with  most  petition- 
ary vehemence,  tell  me  who  it  is.  *' 

Ce/.  O  wonderful,  wonderful^  and  most  wonder- 
ful wonderful,  and  yet  again  wonderful,  and  after 
that  out  of  all  whooping  !^ 

Ro6',  Good  my  complexion!  dost  thou  think, 
though  I  am  caparisoned  like  a  man,  I  have  a 
doublet  and  hose  in  my  disposition?  One  inch 
of  delay  more  is  a  South-sea-ofF  discovery.  I 
pr*ythee,  tell  me,  who  is  it  ?  quickly,  and  speak 
apace  :  I  would  thou  couldst  stammer,  that  thou 
might'st  pour  this  concealed  man  out  of  thy 
mouth,  as  wine  comes  out  of  narrow-mouth'd 
bottle  'y  either  too  much  at  once,  or  none  at  all. 
I  pr'ythee  take  the  cork  out  of  thy  mouth,  that  I 
may  drink  thy  tidings. 

CcL  So  you  may  put  a  man  in  your  belly. 

Ros.  Is  he  of  God's  making?  What  manner  of 
man  ?  Is  his  head  worth  a  hat,  or  his  chin  worth 
a  beard  ? 

Cei,  Nay,  he  hath  but  a  little  beard. 

Ros.  Why,  God  will  send  more,  if  the  man 
will  be  thankful  :  let  me  stay  the  growth  of  his 
beard,  if  thou  delay  mje  not  the  knowledge  of  his 
chin. 

CeL  It  is  young  Orlando ;  that  tripp'd  up  the 
WTCstler's  heels,  and  your  heart,  both  in  an 
instant. 

Ros.  Nay,  but  the  devil  take  mocking  5  speak 
sad  brow,  and  true  maid."*- 

Cel.  I'faith,  coz,  'tis  he. 

Ros.  Orlando  ? 

Ccl.  Orlando. 

Ros.  Alas  the  day !  what  shall  I  do  with  my 

N  N  3 

3  Ovit  of  all  measure. 
*  Speak  seriously  and  hgnestly. 
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doublet  and  hose? — What  did  he,  when  thou 
saw'st  him  ?  What  said  he  ?  How  look'd  he  ? 
Wherein  went  he?^  What  makes  he  here  ?  Did 
he  ask  for  me  ?^  Where  remains  he  ?  How  parted 
he  with  thee  ?  and  when  shalt  thoa  see  him  again? 
Answer  me  in  one  word.  ^ 

CcL  You  must  borrow  me  Garagantua's  ^'  mouth 
first :  'tis  a  word  too  great  for  any  mouth  of  this 
age's  size :  To  say,  ay,  and  no,  to  these  particulars, 
is  more  than  to  answer  in  a  catechism. 

Ros,  But  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  forest* 
and  in  man's  apparel  ?  Looks  he  as  freshly  as  he 
did  the  day  he  wrestled  r 

Cel.  It  is  as  easy  to  count  atomies/  as  to  re- 
solve the  propositions  of  a  lover :  —  but  take  a 
taste  of  my  finding  him,  and  relish  it  with  a  good 
observance.  I  found  him  under  a  tree,  like  a 
dropp'd  acorn. 

Jio.s,  It  may  well  be  call'd  Jove's  tree,  when  it 
drops  forth  svich  fruit. 

Ci/.  Give  me  audience,  good  madam. 

Ros,  Proceed. 

CcL  lliere  lay  he,  stretch'd  along,  like  a 
wounded  knight. 

iiov.  Though  it  be  pity  to  see  such  a  sight,  it 
well  becomes  the  ground, 

CcL  Cry,  holla  !  to  thy  tongue,  I  pr'ytliee  -,  it 
curvets  very  unseasonably.  He  was  furnished  like 
a  hunter. 

R(^-,  O  ominous  !  he  comes  to  kill  my  heart. 

CcL  I  would  sing  my  song  without  a  burden  : 
thou  bring'st  me  out  of  tune. 

Ros.  Do  you  not  know  I  am  a  woman  ?  when 
I  think^  I  must  speak.     Sv/eet,  say  on. 

s  How  was  lie  dres^^d  ? 
•  The  gian;  of  Rabelais.  7  Mote4^ 
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Enter  Orlando  and  Jaques, 

CcL  You  bring  me  out : — Soft !  comes  he  not 
here  ? 

Ros.  Tis  he  3  slink  by,  and  note  him. 

[Celia  and  Rosalind  retire, 

Jaq,  I  thank  you  for  your  company  3  but,  good 
faith,  I  had  as  lief  have  been  myself  alone. 

Or/,  And  so  had  1 3  but  yet,  for  fashion  sake^ 
I  thank  you  too  for  your  society. 

Jaq,    God  be  with  you  3  let's  meet  as  little  as 
we  can. 

0/7.  I  do  desire  we  may  be  better  strangers. 

Jaq,  I  pray  you,  mar  no  more  trees  with  writing 
love-songs  in  their  barks. 

0/7.  I  pray  you,  mar  no  more  of  my  verse* 
with  reading  them  ill-favouredly. 

Jaq,  Rosalind  is  your  love's  name  ? 

0/7.  Yes,  just. 

Jaq.  I  do  not  like  her  name. 

0/7.  There  was  no  tliought  of  pleasing  you^ 
when  she  was  christen'd. 

Jaq,  What  stature  is  she  of? 

0/7.  Just  as  high  as  my  heart. 

Jaq,  You  are  full  of  pretty  answers  :  Have  you 
not  been  acquainted  with  goldsmiths*  wiveSj^  and 
conn'd  them  out  of  rings  ? 

Or/,  Not  so ;  but  I  ans-wer  you  right  painted 
doth,'^  from  whence  you  have  studied  your  ques- 
tions. 

Jaq.  You  have  a  nimble  wit ;  I  think  it  was 
made  of  Atalanta*s  heels.  Will  you  sit  down 
vvith  me  ?  and  we  two  will  rail  against  our  mis- 
tress the  world,  and  all  our  misery. 

^  An  allusion  to  the  moral  sentences  on  old  tapestry 

i  hangings. 
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OrL  I  will  chide  no  breather  in  the  world,  but, 
myself;  against  whom  I  know  most  faults.  If 

Jaq.  The  worst  fault  you  have,  is  to  be  in  love. 
^  Ork  Tis  a  fault  I  will  not  change  for  your  bes|^^ 
virtue.     I  am  weary  of  you. 

Jaq.  By  my  troth,  I  was  seeking  for  a  foolj 
when  I  found  you. 

Od,  He  is  drown'd  in  the  brook  ^  look  but  in, 
and  you  shall  see  him. 

Jag,  There  shall  I  see  mine  own  figure. 

OrL  Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  fool,  or 
cypher. 

Jaq.  I'll  tarry  no  longer  with  you :  farewell^ 
good  signior  love. 

Orl.  I  am  glad  of  your  departure  3  adieu,  good 
monsieur  melancholy. 

[llxit  Jaques. — Celia  and  Rosali:n"D 
come  forward. 

Ros.  I  will  speak  to  him  like  a  saucy  lacquey, 
and  under  that  habit  play  the  knave  with  him.— 
Do  you  hear,  forester  ? 

Orl,  Very  well ;  What  would  you  ? 

Ros.  I  pray  you,  what  is't  a  clock  ? 

OrL  You  should  ask  me,  what  time  o'day ; 
there's  no  clock  in  the  forest. 

Ros.  Then  there  is  no  true  lover  in  the  forest; 
else  sighing  every  minute,  and  groaning  every 
houl,  would  detect  the  lazy  foot  of  time,  as  wel 
iis  a  clock.  I 

Orf.  And  why  not  the  swift  foot  of  time  ?  had'' 
not  that  been  as  proper^"- 

Ro<s,  By  no  means,  sii* :  Time  travels  in  divers, 
paces  with  divers  persons  :  I'll  tell  you  who  time 
ambles  withal,  who  time  trots  withal,  who  time 
gallops  withal,  and  who  he  stands  still  withal. 

OrL  1  pr  ythee^  who  doth  he  trot  withal  ? 
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:  Ros.  Marr)%  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  maid, 
)etween  the  contract  of  her  marrielge,  and  the 
lay  it  is  solemnized:  if  the  interim  be  but  a 
ie'nnight,  time's  pace  is  so  hard  that  it  seems  the 
ength  of  seven  years. 

Ori,  Who  ambles  time  withal  ? 
'  Ros,  "With  a  priest  that  lacks  Latin,  and  a  rich 
Tian  that  hath  not  the  gout :  for  the  one  sleeps 
easily;  because  he  cannot  study;  and  the  other 
lives  merrily,  because  he  feels  no  pain :  the  one 
lacking  the  burden  of  lean  and  wasteful  learning; 
the  other  knowing  no  burden  of  heavy  tedious 
penury  :  These  time  ambles  withal. 
'  OrL  Who  doth  he  gallop  withal  ? 

Ros.  With  a  thief  to  the  gallows  :  for  though 
he  go  as  softly  as  foot  can  fall^  he  thinks  himself 
too  soon  there. 
;   OrL  Who  stays  it  still  withal  ? 

Ros.  With  lawyers  in  the  vacation  :  for  they 
sleep  between  term  and  term,  and  then  they  per* 
ceive  not  how  time  moves. 

OrL  Where  dwell  you,  pretty  youth  ? 

Ros.  With  this  shepherdess,  my  sister 5  here  in 
the  skirts  of  the  forest^  like  fringe  upon  a  petti* 
coat. 

OrL  Are  you  native  of  this  place  ? 

Ros.  As  the  coney,  that  you  see  dwell  where 
lihe  is  kindled.  . 

OrL  Your  accent  is  something  finer  than  you 

■could  purchase  in  so  removed'^  a  dwelling. 

I    Ros.  I  have  been  told  so  of  many:  but,  indeed^ 

■:m  old  religious  uncle  of  mine  taught  me  to  speak^ 

I  who  was  in  his  youth  an  in-land  ^  man  ;  one  that 

I  knew  courtship  too  well,  for  there  he  fell  in  love. 

I  have  heard  him  read  many  lectures  against  it  ^ 

gad  I  thank  God,  I  am  not  a  woman,   to  be 

9  Sequestered*  *  Civilized. 
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touched  with  so  many  giddy  offences  as  he  hat 
generally  tax'd  their  whole  sex  withal. 

Orl.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principj 
evils,  that  he  laid  to  the  charge  of  women  ? 

Ros.  There  were  none  principal )  they  were  a 
like  one  another,  as  half-pence  are  :  every  on 
fault  seeming  monstrous^  till  his  fello\%  fault  cam 
to  match  it. 

0/7.  I  pr'ythee,  recount  some  of  them. 

Ros.  No  3  I  will  not  cast  away  my  physick,  bu 
on  those  that  are  sick.  There  is  a  man  haunt 
the  forest,  that  abuses  our  young  plants  wit 
carving  Rosalind  on  their  barks  5  hangs  odes  upoi 
haw-thorns,  and  elegies  on  brambles  3  all,  for 
sooth,  deifying  the  name  of  Rosalind  :  if  I  coiilj 
meet  that  fancy-monger;,  I  would  give  him  soni 
good  counsel,  for  he  seems  to  have  the  quotidiai 
of  love  upon  him. 

0)1.  I  am  he  that  is  so  love-shaked;  I  pray  you 
tell  me  your  remedy. 

Ros,  There  is  none  of  my  uncle's  marks  upoi 
you  :  he  taught  me  how  to  know  a  man  in  love 
in  which  cage  of  rushes,  I  am  sure,  you  are  no 
prisoner. 

OrL  What  were  his  marks  ? 

Ji6>5'.  A  lean  cheeky  which  you  have  not:  j 
blue  eye,  and  sunken 5  which  you  have  not:  ai 
unquestionable  spirit;^  which  you  have  not:  j 
beard  neglected ;  which  you  have  not : — but  . 
pardon  you  for  that  5  for,  simply,  your  having 
in  beard  is  a  younger  brother's  revenue  : — Ther 
your  hose  should  be  ungarter'd,  your  bonnet  un- 
banded,  your  sleeve  unbuttoned,  your  shoe  untied^ 
and  every  thing  about  you  demonstrating  a  care-' 
less  desolation.     But  you  are  no  such  man  j  you 

*  A  spirit  averse  to  conversation.         ^  Estate, 
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ire  rather  point-device-^  in  your  accoutrements ; 
IS  loving  yourself,  than  seeming  the  lover  of  any 
i)ther. 

0/7.  Fair  youths  I  would  I  could  make  thee 
relieve  1  love. 

I  Bos,  Me  believe  it?  you  may  as  soon  make  her 
'hat  you  love  believe  itj  which,  1  warrant,  she  is 
pter  to  do,  than  to  confess  she  does  :  that  is  one 
if  the  points  in  the  which  women  still  give  the 
lie  to  their  consciences.  But,  in  good  sooth,  are 
irou  he  that  hangs  the  verses  on  the  trees,  wherein 
ilosalind  is  so  admired  ? 

Or/,  I  swear  to  thee,  youth,  by  the  white  hand 
f  Rosalind,  I  am  that  he,  that  unfortunate  he. 

Ro.s.  But  are  you  so  much  in  love  as  your 
ifiymes  speak  ? 

0/7.  Neither  rhyme  nor  reason  can  express  how 
Quch. 

Jlos,  Love  is  merely  a  madness :  and,  I  tell  you, 
Reserves  as  well  a  dark  house  and  a  v/hip,  as  mad- 
[rien  do  :  and  the  reason  why  they  aie  not  so 
l^anished  and  cured,  is,,  that  the  lunacy  is  so  or- 
tinary,  that  the  Vv-hippers  are  in  love  too  :  Yet  I 
Tofess  curing  it  by  counsel. 

OrL  Did  you  ever  cure  any  so  ? 

Ros,  Yes,  one;  and  in  this  manner.     He  ^vas 

3  imagine  me  his  love,  his  mistress  :   and  1  F.et 

im  every  day  to  woo  me  :  At  which  time  would 

,  being  but  a  moonish^  youth,  grieve,  be  effemi- 

ate,   changeable,    longing,    and   liking;    proud, 

^.ntastical,  apish,  shallow,  inconstant,  full  of  tears, 

■dl  of  smiles;   for  every  passion  something,  and 

jr  no  passion  truly  any  thing,  as  boys  and  women 

$;d  for  the  most  j^art  cattle  of  this  colour :   would 

U'vv  like  him,  now    loath   him;   then  entertain 

aii^   then  for,swear  him  5    now  weep   for  him^, 

^  Over-exact.  5  Variuble. 


41S  AS    YOU    LIKE    ITr  Actlll 

then  spit  at  him  5  that  I  drave  my  suitor  from  hli 
niad  humour  of  love,  to  a  living  humour  of  mad- 
ness 5  which  was,  to  forswear  the  full  stream  o; 
the  world,  and  to  live  in  a  nook  merely  monastick  : 
And  thus  I  cured  him  5  and  this  way  will  I  tak< 
upon  me  to  wash  your  liver  as  clean  as  a  sounc 
sheep*s  heart,  that  there  shall  not  be  one  spot  o 
love  in't. 

OrL  I  would  not  be  cured,  youth. 

Ros.  1  would  cure  you,  if  you  would  but  cal 
me  Rosalind^  and  come  every  day  to  my  cote,  anc 
woo  me. 

OrL  Now,  by  tlie  faith  of  my  love^  I  will  3  tel 
me  where  it  is. 

Ros,  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  I'll  show  it  you 
and,  by  the  way,  you  shall  tell  me  where  in  th 
forest  you  live  :  Will  you  go  ? 

OrL  With  all  my  heart,  good  youth. 

Ros.  Nay,  you  must  call  me  Rosalind : — Come 
sister,  will  you  go  ?  [^Exeunt 

SCENE   III. 

Enter  Touchstone  and  Audrey^  Jaques  at 
distance ,  observing  them. 

Touch,  Come  apace,  good  Audrey  :  I  will  fetcl 
up  your  goats,  Audrey  :  And  how,  Audrey  ?  an 
I  the  man  yet  ?  Doth  my  simple  feature  conten 
you  ? 

And.  Your  features !  Lord  warrant  us !  wh^ 
features  ? 

Touch,  I  am  here  with  thee  and  thy  goats, 
the   most    capricious  ^^   poet,    honest   Ovid,    wa 
among  the  Goths. 

Jaq,  O  knowledge  ill-inhabited  P  worse  tha 

Jo\Q  ill  a  thatch'd  house  I  l^Aaidi^ 

6  l^asciyious,  ^  Ill-lodged^ 
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Touch.    When  a  man's  verses  cannot  be  under- 
stood, nor  a  man's  good  wit  seconded  with  the 
;  forward  child,   understanding,   it   strikes  a  man 
more  dead  than  a  great  reckoning  in  a  little  room : 
\  — Truly,  1  would  the  gods  had  made  thee  poetical. 
1^     And.  I  do  not  know  what  poetical  is  :  Is  it 
1  honest  in  deed,  and  word  ?  Is  it  a  true  thing  ? 
Touch,    No,  truly  ^  for  the  truest  poetry  is  the 
most  feigning;  and  lovers  are  given  to  poetry; 
[  and  what  they  swear  in  poetry,  may  be  said,  as 
lovers,  they  do  feign. 

And.  Do  you  wish  then,   that  the  gods  ha'd 
made  me  poetical  ? 

Touch.  I  do,  truly:  for  thou  swear'st  to  me, 

thou  art  honest;    now,  if  thou  wert  a  poet,  f 

might  have  some  hope  thou  didst  feign. 

Aud,  Would  you  not  have  me  honest  ? 

Touch,  No  truly,  unless  thou  wert  hard-favour'd : 

for  honesty  coupled  to  beauty,  is  to  have  honey  a 


sauce  to  su2;ar. 


Jaq,  A  material  fool  !^  [Aside. 

Aud.  Well,  I  am  not  fair;  and  therefore  I  pray 
the  gods  make  me  honest  ! 

Touch.  Truly,  and  to  cast  away  honesty  upon  a 
foul  slut,  were  to  put  good  meat  into  an  unclean 
idish. 

And.  I  am  not  a  slut,  though  I  thank  the  gods 
ll  am  foul.*^ 

Touch  Well,  praised  be  the  gods  for  thy  foul- 
jness!  sluttishness  may  come  hereafter.  But  be  it 
is  it  may  be,  I  will  marry  thee  :  and  to  that  end^ 
![  have  been  with  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  the  vicar  of 
aie  next  village ;  who  hath  promised  to  meet  n)e 
|i  this  place  oi  the  forest,  and  to  couple  us. 
'   Jaq.  I  would  fain  see  this  meeting.  [Aside. 

VOL.  II.  Oo 

^  A  fool  with  pjatter  in  him.  9  Homc]%' 
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And.  Well^  the  gods  give  us  joy  ! 
Touch.  Amen.  A  man  may,  if  he  were  of  a 
fearful  heart,  stagger  in  this  attempt ;  for  here  we 
have  no  temple  but  the  wood,  no  assembly  but 
horn-beasts.  But  what  though  ?  Courage !  As 
horns  are  odious,  they  are  necessary.  It  is  said, 
Many  a  man  knows  no  end  of  his  goods  :  right : 
many  a  man  has  good  horns,  and  knows  no  end 
of  them.  Well,  that  is  the  dowry  of  his  wife  3 
■--'tis  none  of  his  own  getting.     Horns?  Even  so 

Poor  men   alone  j No,  nO;    the  noblest 

deer  hath  them  as  huge  as  the  rascal.*  Is  the 
single  man  therefore  blessed  ?  No  :  as  a  wall'c 
town  is  more  worthier  than  a  village,  so  is  the 
forehead  of  a  married  man  more  honourable  thai 
the  bare  brow  of  a  bachelor  :  and  by  how  mud 
defence^  is  better  than  no  skill,  by  so  much  is 
horn  more  precious  than  to  want. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text. 

Here  comes  sir  Oliver  : — Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  yoi 

are  well  met:  Will  you  despatch  us  here  unde 

this  tree,  or  shall  we  go  with  you  to  your  chapel 

Sir  OIL  Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  woman 

Touch,    I  will  not  take  her  on  gift  of  any  mar 

Sir  on.  Truly,  she  must  be  given,  or  the  m.ai 

rlage  is  not  lawful. 

Jaq.  IDiscoveriiig  hi i). self,']  Proceed,  proceed 
I'll  give  her. 

Touch.  Good  even,  good  master  What  yc  calVi 
How  do  you,  sir?  You  are  very  well  met-  God'r 
you^  for  your  last  company:  I  am  very  glad  1 
see  you: — Even  a  toy  in  hand  here,  sir: — Na)' 
pray,  be  covered. 

Jaq.  Will  you  be  married,  motley? 

*  Lean  deer  are  called  rascal  deer.        ^  The  ^t  of  fencin 
3  God  reward  you. 
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Touch.  As  the  ox  hath  his  bow/  sir,  the  horse 
his  curb,  and  the  faulcon  her  bells,  so  man  hath 
his  desires  ;  and  as  pigeons  bill,  so  wedlock  would 
be  nibbling. 

Jaq,  And  will  you,  being  a  man  of  your  breed- 
^*ng,  be  married  under  a  bush,  like  a  beggar?  Get 
Tou  to  church,  and  have  a  good  priest  that  can 
Tell  you  what  marriage  is:  this  fellow  will  but  join 
you  together  as  they  join  wainscot  ^  then  one  of 
you  will  prove  a  shrunk  pannel,  and^  hke  green 
.|timber,  warp,  warp. 

Touch.  I  am  not  in  the  mind  but  I  were  better 
;  to  be  married  of  him  than  of  another  :  for  he  is 
:not  like  to  marry  me  well;  and  not  being  well 
I  married,  it  will  be  a  good  excuse  for  me  hereafter 
( to  leave  my  wife.  [^Aside, 

1     Jaq.   Go  thou  with  me,  and  let  me  counsel 
thee. 

Touch.  Come,  sweet  Audrey; 
We  must  be  married,  or  we  must  live  in  bawdry^ 
Farewell,  good  master  Oliver  ! 
Not— -O  sweet  Oliver, 
O  brave  Oliver, 
Leave  me  not  behi*  thee ; 

*  But — Wind  away. 
Begone,  I  say, 

I  will  not  to  wedding  wi'  thee. 
l^Exeunt  Jaq.  Touch,  and  Audrey, 

*  Sir  Oil.  *Tis  no  matter;  ne'er  a  fantastical 
liL.^ve  of  them  all  shall  flout  me  out  of  my  calling. 
h  [^Exit. 

0  0  3 

*  Yoke. 
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SCENE   IV. 
The  same.     Before  a  Cottage. 

Enter    Rosalind    and   Celia. 

Ros,  Never  talk  to  me^  1  will  weep. 

Cel.  Do,  I  pr'ythee  -,  but  yet  have  the  grace  io 
consider,  that  tears  do  not  become  a  man. 

Ros,  But  have  I  not  cause  to  weep  ? 

Cel.  As  good  cause  as  one  would  desire  3  there- 
fore weep. 

Rqs,  His  very  hair  is  of  the  dissembling  colour. 

Cel.  Something  browner  than  Judas's  :  marry, 
his  kisses  are  Judas's  own  children. 

Ros.  I'faith,  his  hair  is  of  a  good  colour. 

Cel.  An  excellent  colour  :  your  chesnut  was 
ever  the  only  colour. 

Ros.  And  his  kissing  is  as  full  of  sanctity  as  the 
touch  of  holy  bread. 

CeL  lie  hath  bought  a  pair  of  cast  lips  of 
Diana  :  a  nun  of  winter's  sisterhood  kisses  not 
more  religiously  3  the  very  ice  of  chastity  is  in 
them. 

Ros.  But  why  did  he  swear  he  would  come  this 
morning.,  and  comes  not  ? 

CeL  Nay  certainly^  there  is  no  truth  in  him. 

Ros.  Do  you  think  so  ? 

Cel.  Yes  :  I  think  he  is  not  a  pick-purse,  nor  a 
horse-stealer  5  but  for  his  verity  in  love^  I  do  think 
Iiim  as  concave  as  a  cover'd  goblet^  or  a  worm-» 
eaten  nut. 

Ros.  Not  true  in  love  ? 

CeL  Yes,  when  he  is  in  3  but,  I  think  he  is| 
not  in. 

Ros.  You  have  heard  him  swear  downright,  he 
was,    ,  4 
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Thy  palm  some  moment  keeps;  but  now  miu^ 

eyes. 
Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not  j 
Nor,  I  am  sure,  there  is  no  force  in  eyes 
That  can  do  hurt. 

aS/7.  O  dear  Phebe, 

If  ever,  (as  that  ever  may  be  near,) 
You  meet  in  some  fresh  cheek  the  power  of 

fancy,'? 
Then  shall  you  know  the  wounds  invisible 
That  love's  keen  arrows  make, 

PAe.  But,  till  that  time. 

Come  not  thou  near  me:  and^  when  that  time 

comes. 
Afflict  me  with  thy  mocks,  pity  rne  not  ^ 
As,  till  that  time,  I  shall  not  pity  thee. 

ii06'.  And  why,  I  pray  you?  {^AdvancingT^  Who 

might  be  your  mother. 
That  you  insult,  exult,  and  all  at  once. 
Over  the  wretched  ?  What  though  you  have  morft 

beauty, 
(As,  by  my  faith,  I  see  no  more  in  you 
Than  without  candle  may  go  dark  to  bed,) 
Must  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pitiless  ? 
Why,  what  means  this  ?  Why  do  you  look  on  me  ? 
I  see  no  more  in  you,  than  in  the  ordinary 
Of  nature's  sale-work  : — Od's  my  little  life ! 
1  think,  she  means  to  tangle  my  eyes  too:— 
No,  'faith,  proud  mistress,  hope  not  after  it ; 
'Tis  not  your  inky  brows,  your  black-silk  hair^ 
l^^our  bugle  eye-balls,  nor  your  cheek  of  cream. 
That  can  entame  my  spirits  to  your  worship. — 
you  foolish  shepherd,  wherefore  do  you  follow 
I  her, 

liike  foggy  south,  puffing  with  wind  and  rain  ? 
/ou  are  a  tliousaad  limes  a  properer  man, 

7  Love. 
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Than  she  a  woman  :  'Tis  such  fools  as- you, 
That  make  the  world  fall  of  ill-favour'd  children: 
'Tis  not  her  glass,  but  you,  that  flatters  her; 
And  out  of  you  she  sees  herself  more  proper^ 
Than  any  of  her  Uneaments  can  show  her.— 
liut^   mistress^,   know  yourself  3    down   on  your 

knees, 

'And  thank  heaven,  fasting,  for  a  good  man's  love: 
Foj*  I  must  tell  you  friendly  in  your  ear, — 
8ell  when  you  can  5  you  are  not  for  all  markets  : 
Cry  the  man  mercy  5  love  him  ;  take  his  offer; 
Foul  is  most  foul,  being  foul  to  be  a  scoffer. 
So  take  her  to  thee,  shepherd; — fare  you  well. 

F/ie,  Sweet  youth,  I  pray  you  chide  a  year  to- 
gether j 
I  had  rather  hear  you  chide,  than  this  man  woo 

Rof,  He's  fallen  in  love  with  her  foulness,  and 
she'll  fall  in  love  with  my  anger :  If  it  be  so,  as 
fast  as  she  answers  tlaee  with  frowning  looks,  ril^ 
6auce  her  with  bitter  words. — Why  look  you  so 
upon  me  ? 

Fhe,  For  no  ill  will  I  bear  you. 

Ilos.  I  pray  you,  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me^ 
For  I  am  falser  than  vows  made  in  wine : 
Besides^  I  like  you  not:  If  you  will  know  my 

house, 
'Tis  at  the  tuft  of  olives,  here  hard  by : — 
Will  you  go,  sister? — Shepherd,  ply  her  hard:— 
Come,  sister :— Shepherdess,  look  on  him  better. 
And  be  not  proud;  though  all  the  world  could  see^ 
None  could  be  so  abus'd  in  sight  as  he. 
Come,  to  our  flock. 

[Extunt  RosALiKD,  Celia,  and  Corin. 
■  The,  Dead  shepherd !  now  I  iind  thy  saw  of 

might  j 
Who  ever  lov'd,  that  loi'd  not  atjirst  sight  ? 

Sil.  Sweet  Phebe,— - 
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Cel.  JFas  is  not  is:  besides^  the  oath  of  a  lover 
is  no  stronger  than  the  word  of  a  tapster;  they  are 
both  the  confirmers  of  false  reckonings :  He  at- 
tends here  in  the  forest  on  the  duke  yoar  father. 

Ros.  I  met  the  duke  yesterday,  and  had  much 
question  ^  with  him .  He  asked  me,  of  what 
parentage  I  was  3  I  told  him,  of  as  good  as  he;  so 
he  laugh'd,  and  let  me  go.  But  wdiat  talk  we  of 
fathers,  when  there  is  such  a  man  as  Orlando  ? 

CcL  O,  that's  a  brave  man !  he  writes  brave 
verses,  speaks  brave  words,  swears  brave  oaths, 
and  breaks  them  bravely,  quite  traverse,  athwart 
the  heart  of  his  lover  ;^'  as  a  puny  tilter,  that  spurs 
his  horse  but  on  one  side,  breaks  his  staff  like  a 
noble  goose ;  but  all's  brave,  that  youth  mounts^ 
and  folly  guides : — Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  CoRi:?^. 

Cor.  Mistress,  and  master,  you  have  oft  enquired 
After  the  shepherd  that  complain'd  of  love; 
"Who  you  ^aw  sitting  by  me  on  the  turf. 
Praising  the  proud  disdainful  shepherdess 
That  was  his  mistress. 

CeL  Well,  and  what  of  him  ? 

Cor,  If  you  will  see  a  pageant  truly  play'd. 
Between  the  pale  complexion  of  true  love 
And  the  red  glow  of  scorn  and  proud  disdain. 
Go  hence  a  little,  and  I  shall  conduct  you. 
If  you  will  mark  it, 

lios.  O,  come,  let  us  remove  5 

The  sight  of  lovers  feedeth  those  in  love  : — 
Bring  us  unto  this  sight,  and  you  shall  say 
I'll  prove  a  busy  actor  in  their  play.  lExeunt. 

I  o  0  3 

5  Conversation.  ^  Mistress. 
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SCENE  V. 
Another  part  of  the  Forests 

Ejiter  SiLvius   and  Pheee. 

SiL  Sweet  Phebe,  do  not  scorn  mej  do  not^ 

Phebe: 
Say,  that  you  love  me  not  -,  but  say  not  so 
In  bitterness  :  The  common  executioner. 
Whose  heart  the  accustom'd  sight  of  death  makes 

hard. 

Palls  not  the  axe  upon  tlie  humbled  neck,  I 

But  first  begs  pardon  5  Will  you  sterner  be 
Than  he  that  dies  and  lives  by  bloody  drops  ? 

Enter  Rosalind,  Celia,  and  Corin,  at' a 
distance. 

Pke.  I  would  not  be  thy  executioner ; 
I  fly  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  thee. 
Thou  tell'st  me,  there  is  murder  in  mine  eye : 
'Tis  pretty,  sure,  and  very  probable. 
That  eyes, — tliat  are  the  fraii'st  and  softest  things. 
Who  shut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies, — 
Should  be  call'd  tyrants,  butchers,  murderers  ! 
Now  I  do  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  heart ; 
And,  if  mine  eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them  kill 

thee ; 

Now  counterfeit  to  swoon;  why  now  fail  down; 
Or,  if  thou  canst  not,  O,  for  shame,  for  shame. 
Lie  not,  to  say  mine  eyes  are  murderers. 
Now  show  the  wound  mine  eye  hath  made  in 

thee : 
Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  tliere  remains 
Some  scar  of  it  5  lean  but  upon  a  lush^ 
The  cicatrice  and  capable  impressure  - 
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Phe.  Ha!  what  say'st  thou^  Silvias? 

S'lL  Sweet  Phebe^  pity  me. 

P//^.  Why,  I  am  sorry  for  thee,  gentle  Silvius. 

SiL  Wherever  sorrow  is^  relief  would  be ; 
If  you  do  sorrow  at  my  grief  in  love. 
By  giving  love,  your  sorrow  and  my  grief 
Were  both  extermin'd. 

Flic.  Thou  hast  my  lovej  Is  not  that  neigh- 

t  hourly  ? 

SiL  I  would  have  you. 
Fhe,  Why,  that  were  covetousness. 

Silvius,  the  time  was,  that  I  hated  thee  5 
And  yet  it  is  not,  that  I  bear  thee  love : 
But  since  that  thou  canst  talk  of  love  so  well. 
Thy  company,  which  erst  v/as  irksome  to  me, 
I  will  endure  -,  and  I'll  employ  thee  too  : 
But  do  not  look  for  further  recompense. 
Than  thine  own  gladness  that  thou  art  employ'd. 

SU.  So  holy,  and  so  perfect  is  my  love. 
And  I  in  such  a  poverty  of  grace. 
That  I  shall  think  it  a  most  plenteous  crop 
To  glean  the  broken  ears  after  the  man 
That  the  main  harvest  reaps  :  loose  now  and  then 
A  scatter  d  smile,  and  that  I'll  live  upon. 

Phe,  Know'st  thou  the  youth  that  spoke  to  me 
'  ere  while  ? 

SiL  Not  very  well-  but  I  have  met  him  oft  ,• 
And  he  hath  bought  the  cottage,  and  the  bounds. 
That  the  old  carlot  ^  once  was  master  of. 

Phe,  Think  not  I  love  him,  though  I  ask  for 
him ; 
'Tis  but  a  peevish'^  boy  : — yet  he  talks  well ; — 
i^But  what  care  I  for  words  ?  yet  words  do  v/ell, 
Wh6n  he  that  speaks  them  pleases  those  that  hear. 
It  is  a  pretty  youth  : — not  very  pretty  :■— 

s  Peasant.  9  silly. 
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But,  sure,  he's  proud;  and  yet  his  pride  becomes 
huTi : 

He'll  make  a  proper  man  :  The  best  thing  in  him 

Is  his  complexion  ;  and  faster  than  his  tongue 

Did  make  otfence,  his  eye  did  hCal  it  up. 

He  is  not  tall  3  yet  for  his  years  he's  tall : 

His  leg  is  but  so  so  j  and  yet  'tis  well : 

There  was  a  pretty  redness  in  his  lip; 

A  little  riper  and  more  lusty  red 

Than  that  mix'd  in  his  cheek ;  'twas  just  the 
difference 

Betwixt  the  constant  red,  and  mingled  damask. 

There  be  some  women,  Siivius,  had  they  mark'd 

him 
In  parcels  as  I  did,  would  have  gone  near 

To  fall  in  love  with  him :  but,  for  my  part, 

I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not ;  and  yet 

I  have  more  cause  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him : 

For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me  ? 

He  said,  mine  eyes  were  black,   and  my  hair 

black; 
And,  now  I  am  remember'd,  scorn'd  at  me; 
I  marvel,  why  I  answer' d  not  again : 
But  that's  all  one;  omittance  is  no  quittance. 
I'll  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  letter. 
And  thou  shalt  bear  it ;  Wilt  thou,  Siivius  ? 
Si/,  Phebe,  with  all  my  heart. 
Pke.  I'll  write  it  straight^ 

The  matter's  in  my  head,  and  in  my  heart : 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  passing  short: 
Go  with  me,  Siivius.  lExeunt. 
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ACT   IV. 
SCENE  I.     The  same. 

Enter  Rosai>ind  Celia^  and  Jaques, 

Jaq.  I  pr'ythee,  pretty  youth,  let  me  be  better 
acquainted  with  thee. 

ivo6\  They  say,  you  are  a  melancholy  fellow. 

Jaq,  I  am  so 5  I  do  love  it  better  than  laughing. 

lios.  Those,  that  are  in  extremity  of  either,  are 
abominable  fellows  5  and  betray  themselves  to 
every  modern  censure,  worse  than  drunkards. 

Jaq.  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  sad  and  say  nothing. 

Ros,  Why  then,  'tis  good  to  be  a  post. 

Ja(!,  I  have  neither  the  scholar's  melancholy, 
which  is  emulation  5  nor  the  musician's,  which  is 
fantastical  -,  nor  the  courtier's,  which  is  proud  5 
nor  the  soldier's,  which  is  ambitious;  nor  the 
lawyer's,  which  is  politick  5  nor  the  lady's,  which 
is  nice;^  nor  the  lover's,  which  is  all  these:  but 
it  is  a  melancholy  of  mine  own,  compounded  of 
many  bmiples,  extracted  from  many  objects :  and, 
indeed,  the  sundry  contemplation  of  my  travels, 
in  which  my  often  ruminatiop  wraps  me,  is  a 
'  most  humorous  sadness. 

lios,  A  traveller  I  By  my  faith,  you  have  great 
reason  to  be  sad:  I  fear,  you  have  sola  your  own 
lands,  to  see  other  men's  ;  then,  to  have  seen 
much,  and  to  have  nothing,  is  to  have  rich  eyes 
and  po  )r  hands. 

Jaq.  Yes,  J  have  gained  my  experience. 

Enter  Orlando. 

Jio  \  And  your  experience  makes  you  sad  t  I 
had  rather  have  a  fool  to  make  me  merry^  than 
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experience  to  make  me  sad  3  and  to  travel  for 
it  too. 

Oil.  Good  day,  and  happiness^  dear  Rosalind ! 

Jaq.  Nay  then,  God  be  wi'  you,  an  you  talk  in 
blank  verse.  \^Eut. 

Ros.  Farewell,  monsieur  traveller :  Look,  you 
lisp,  and  wear  strange  suits 3  disable^  all  the  be- 
nefits of  your  own  country  ;  be  out  of  love  with 
your  nativity,  and  almost  chide  God  for  making 
you  that  countenance  you  are;  or  I  will  scarce 
think  you  have  swam  in  a  gondola. — Why,  how 
now,  Orlando !  where  have  you  been  ail  this 
while  ?  You  a  lover  ? — An  you  ser\  e  me  such 
another  trick,  never  come  in  my  sight  more. 

OrL  My  fair  Rosalind,  I  come  within  an  hour 
of  my  promise. 

lios.  Break  an  hour's  promise  in  love  ?  He  that 
will  divide  a  minute  into  a  thousand  parts,  and 
break  but  a  part  of  the  thousandth  part  of  a  minute 
in  the  affairs  of  love,  it  may  be  said  of  him,  that 
Cupid  hath  clap'd  him  o'  the  shoulder,  but  I  war- 
rant him  heart-whole. 

OrL  Pardon  me,  dear  Rosalind. 

llos.  Nay,  an  you  be  so  tardy,  come  no  more 
in  my  sight  3  I  had  as  lief  be  woo'd  of  a  snail. 

OrL  Of  a  snail? 

lios.  Ay,  of  a  snail  3  for  though  he  comes  slowly, 
he  carries  his'house  on  his  head  3  a  better  jointure, 
J  think,  than  you  can  make  a  woman  :  Besides, 
he  brings  his  destiny  with  him. 

OrL  What's  that  ? 

Jt06'.  Why,  horns;  which  such  as  you  are  fain, 
to  be  beholden  to  your  wives  for :  but  he  comes 
armed  in  his  fortune,  and  prevents  the  slander  of 
his  wife. 

*  Undervalue. 
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0/7.  Virtue  is  no  horn-makerj  and  my  Rosalind 
is  virtuous. 

llos.  And  I  am  your  Rosalind. 
CeL  It  pleases  him  to  call  you  so ;  but  he  hath 
a  Rosalind  of  a  better  leer^  than  you. 

llos.  Come,  woo  me^  woo  me  5  for  now  I  am 
in  a  holiday  humour,  and  like  enough  to  consent: 
What  would  you  say  to  me  now^  an  I  were  your 
■yery  very  Rosalind  ? 

OrL  1  would  kiss^  before  I  spoke. 
Ros.  Nay,  you  were  better  speak  firsts  and 
when  you  were  gravelled  for  lack  of  matter,  you 
might  take  occasion  to  kiss.  Very  good  orators, 
when  they  are  out,  they  will  spit  j  and  for  lovers, 
lacking  (God  warn  us!)  matter,  the  cleanliest 
shift  is  to  kiss, 

0/7.  How  if  the  kiss  be  denied  ? 

Ro§.  Then  she  puts  you  to  entreaty,  and  there 
begins  new  matter. 

0/7.  Who  could  be  out,  being  before  his  be- 
lo\'ed  mistress  ? 

lios.  Marry,  that  should  you,  if  I  were  your 
mistress;  or  I  should  think  my  honesty  ranker 
than  my  wit. 

0/7.  What,  of  my  suit? 

lios.  Not  out  of  your  apparel,  and  yet  out  of 
^our  suit.     Am  not  I  your  Rosalind  ? 

OrL  I  take  some  joy  to  say  you  are,  because  I 
vould  be  talking  of  her. 

Roi,  Well,  in  her  person,  I  say— I  will  not 
N^ve  you. 

0/7.  Then,  in  mine  own  person,  I  die. 

Ros,  No,  faith,  die  by  attorney.  The  poor 
iprld  is  almost  six  thousand  years  old,  and  in  all 
lis  time  there  was  not  any  man  died  in  his  own 

VOL,  ir.  p  p 
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person,  Tidclket,  in  a  love-cause.  Troilus  had 
his  brains  dashed  out  with  a  Grecian  club  %  yet  he 
did  what  he  covild  to  die  before  5  and  he  is  one  of 
the  patterns  of  love.  Leander,  he  would  have 
lived  many  a  fair  year,  though  Hero  had  turned 
nun,  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  hot  midsummer 
night:  for,  good  youth,  he  went  but  forth  to  wash 
him  in  the  Hellespont,  and,  being  taken  with  the 
cramp,  was  drowned  5  and  the  foolish  chroniclers 
of  that  acre  found  it  was— Hero  of  Sestos.  But 
these  are  all  liesj  men  have  died  from  time  to 
time,  and  w^orms  have  eaten  them,  but  not  for 
love. 

0/7.  I  would  not  have  my  right  Rosalind  of 
this  mind  j  for,  I  protest,  her  frown  might  kill  me 
Ros,  ^Y  this  hand,  it  will  not  kill  a  fly :  But 
come,  now^  I  will  bie  your  Rosalind  in  a  njorc 
coming-on  disposition  5  and  ask  me  what  you  will 
I  will  grant  it. 

OrL  Then  love  me,  Rosalind. 
iios.  Yes,  faith  will  I,  Fridays,  and  Saturdays 
and  all. 

OrL  And  wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

Jios.  Ay,  and  twenty  such. 

OrL  What  say'st  thou  ? 

Ros,  Are  you  not  good  ? 

0/7.  I  hope  so. 

Ros.  Why  then,  can  one  desire  too  much  c 

a  good  thing?— Come,   sister,  you  shall  be  th 

priest,  and  many  us. — Give  me  your  hand;,  Oi 

lando  : — ^What  do  you  say,  sister  ? 

0/7.  Pray  thee,  marry  us. 

CeL  I  cannot  say  the  w^ords. 

Ros.  You  must  begin, Will  yon,  Orlando r 

CeL    Go  to : Will  you,  OrlandO;,  have  \ 

wife  this  Rosalind  ? 

OrL  I  wiU.        .  ^      I 
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lios.  Ay,  but  when  ? 

Ort.  Why  now  -,  as  flist  as  she  can  marry  us. 

Ros.  Then  you  must  say, — I  take  ihecy  Rosalind, 
for  wife, 

OvL  I  take  thee,  Rosalind,  for  wife. 

Ros,  I  might  ask  you  for  your  commission  5 
but, — I  do  take  thee,  Orlando,  for  my  husband  : 
There  a  girl  goes  before  the  priest  -,  and,  certainly, 
a  woman's  thought  runs  before  her  actions. 

0/7.  So  do  all  thoughts  -,  they  are  winged. 

Ros.  Now  tell  me,  how  long  you  would  have 
her,  after  you  have  possessed  her. 

Orl,  For  ever,  and  a  day. 

Ros.  Say  a  day,  without  the  ever:  No,  no, 
Orlando ;  men  are  April  when  they  woo,  De- 
cember when  they  wed :  maids  are  May  when 
tliey  are  maids,  but  the  sky  changes  when  they 
are  wives.  I  will  be  more  jealous  of  thee  than  a 
Barbary  cock-pigeon  over  his  hen  ;  more  clamor- 
ous than  a  parrot  against  raiuj  more  new-fangled 
than  an  ape  •,  more  giddy  in  my  desires  than  a 
monkey :  I  will  weep  for  nothing,  like  Diana  in 
tlie  fountain,  and  I  will  do  that  when  you  are  dis- 
posed to  be  merry  ^  I  will  laugh  like  a  hyen,  and 
that  when  thou  art  inclined  to  sleep. 

Orl.  But  will  my  Rosalind  do  so  ? 

Ros.  By  my  life,  she  will  do  as  1  do. 

Orl.  O,  but  she  is  wise. 

Ros.  Or  else  she  could  not  have  the  wit  to  do 
tliis  :  the  wiser,  the  way  warder  :  Make  the  doors  ^ 
upon  a  woman's  wit,  and  it  will  out  at  the  case- 
ment ;  shut  that,  and  'twill  out  at  the  key-hole ; 
«top  that,  'twill  fly  with  the  smoke  out  at  ti^^ 
ichimney. 

p  p  2 

^  Bar  the  doors. 
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OrL  A  man  that  had  a  wife  with  such  a  wit^  he 
might  say, — JVity  whif/ier  zcilt'c^ 

lios\  Nay,  you  might  keep  that  check  for  it, 
till  you  met  your  wife's  wit  going  to  your  neigh- 
bour's bed. 

OrL  And  what  wit  could  wit  have  to  excuse 
that  ? 

Ros,  Marry,  to  say,— she  came  to  seek  you 
there.  You  shall  never  take  her  without  her 
answer,  unless  you  take  her  without  her  tongue. 
O,  that  woman  that  cannot  make  her  fault  her 
husband's  occasion,  let  her  never  nurse  her  child 
herself,  for  she  will  breed  it  like  a  fool. 

OrL  For  these  two  hours  Rosalind^  I  will  leave 
thee. 

lios,  Alas^  dear  love,  I  cannot  lack  thee  two 
hours. 

OrL  I  must  attend  the  duke  at  dinner;  by  two 
o'clock  I  will  be  with  thee  again. 

lios.    Ay,  go  your  ways,  go  your  ways ; — I 

knew  what  you  would  prove ;  my  friends  told  me 

as  much,  and  I  thought  no  less  : — that  flattering 

-tongue  of  yours  won  me  : — 'tis  but  one  cast  away, 

and  so, — come,  death. — Two  o'clock  is  your  hour  ? 

Orl^  Ay,  sweet  Rosalind. 

lios.  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  earnest,  and  so 
God  mend  me,  and  by  all  pretty  oaths  that  are 
not  dangerous,  if  you  break  one  jot  of  your  pro- 
mise, or  come  one  minute  behind  your  hour,  I 
will  think  you  the  most  patlielical  break-promise, 
and  the  most  hollow  lover,  and  the  most  unworthy 
of  her  you  call  Rosalind,  that  may  be  chosen  out 
of  the  gross  baiid  of  the  unfaithful :  therefore  be- 
ware my  censure,  and  keep  your  promise. 

OrL  With  no  less  religion,  than  if  thou  wer^ 
indeed  my  Rosalind  :  So,  adieu. 
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Ros.  Well,  time  is  the  old  justice  that  examines 
all  such  offenders^  and  let  time  try  •  Adieu  ! 

[E.nV  Orlando. 

CeL  You  have  simply  misus'd  our  sex  in  your 
love-prate  :  we  mu&t  have  your  doublet  and  hose 
plucked  over  your  head,  and  show  the  world  what 
the  bird  hath  done  to  her  own  nest. 

Ros.  O  coZ;,  coz>  coz,  my  pretty  little  coz,  that 
thou  didst  know  how  many  fathom  deep  I  am  iu 
love !  But  it  cannot  be  sounded ;  my  affection  hath 
an  unknown  bottom,  like  the  bay  of  Portugal. 

Ccl.  Or  rather,  bottomless  ^  that  as  fast  as  you 
pour  affection  in,  it  runs  out. 

Ros,  No,  that  same  wicked  bastard  of  Venus, 
that  was  begot  of  thought,^  conceived  of  spleen, 
nnd  born  of  madness  3  that  blind  rascally  boy,  that 
abuses  every  one's  eyes,  because  his  own  are  out, 
let  him  be  judge,  how  deep  I  am  in  love : — I'll 
tell  thee,  Aliena,  I  cannot  be  out  of  the  sight  of 
Orlando:  I'll  go  lind  a  shadow,  and  sigh  till  he 
come. 

CeL  And  I'll  sleep.  lExcimt. 

SCENE  II. 
Jnother  Part  of  the  Forests 

Enter  Jaques  and  Lords,  in  the  habit  of  Foresters, 

Jaq.  Which  is  he  that  killed  the  deer  ? 

1  Lord.  Sir,  it  was  I. 

Jaq.  Let's  present  him  to  the  duke,  like  a  Ro- 
m.an  conqueror ;  and  it  would  do  well  to  set  the 
deer's  horns  upon  his  head,  for  a  branch  of  vic- 
tory:— Have  you  no  song,  forester,  for  tliis  pur- 
pose ? 

F  P  3 
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2  Lord.  Yes,  sir. 

Jaq.  Sing  it  5  'tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  tune^ 
«o  it  make  noise  enough. 

SONG.  ' 

1.  JF/iat  shall  he  hate,  that  hilVd  the  deer? 

2.  His  leather  skin,  and  horns  to  wear. 

1 .  Then  sing  hint  home : 
Take  thou  no  scorn .  to  uear  the  horn  ;  1  TH!5^* 
It  2vas  a  crest  ere  thou  toast  born  ;         >  thi»  bur- 
I.  Thy  father's  father  wore  it;     J  *^**" 
Q0  And  thy  father  bore  it : 
AIL  The  horn^  the  horny  the  lusty  horn. 

Is  not  a  thing  to  laugh  to  scorn.       [Exeunt 

SCENE  III. 

The  Forest. 

Enter  Rosalind  and  Celia. 

Ros.  How  say  you  now  ?  Is  it  not  past  tW0 
o'clock  ?  and  here  much  Orlando  ! 

Cel.  I  warrant  you,  with  pure  love,  and  troubled 
brain,  he  hath  ta*en  his  bow  and  arrows,  and  is 
gone  forth — to  sleep  :  Look,  who  comes  here. 

Enter  SiLvius. 

Sil.  My  errand  is  to  you,  fair  youth  3 — • 
My  gentle  Pbebe  bid  me  give  you  this : 

[Giving  a  letter* 
I  know  not  the  contents  \  but,  as  I  guess. 
By  the  stern  brow,  and  waspish  action 
Which  she  ^id  use  as  she  was  writing  of  it. 
It  bears  an  angr)'  tenour :  pardon  me, 
I  am  but  as  a  guiltless  messenger. 

Ros,  Patience  herself  would  startle  at  this  letter, 
And  play  the  swaggerer  -,  bear  thi$j  b<?ar  all : 
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She  says,  I  am  not  fair ;  that  I  lack  manners ; 
She  calls  me  proud  3  and,  that  she  could  not  lovft 

me 

Were  man  as  rare  as  phoenix ;  Od's  my  will ! 
Her  love  is  not  the  hare  that  I  do  hunt : 
Why  writes  she  so  to  me  ? — Well,  shepherd,  well. 
This  is  a  letter  of  your  own  device. 

SiL  No,  I  protest,  I  know  not  the  contents  5 
Phebe  did  write  it. 

Ros,  Come,  come,  you  are  a  fool^ 

And  tum'd  into  the  extremity  of  love, 
I  saw  her  hand :  she  has  a  leathern  hand, 
A  freestone-colour'd  hand  5  I  verily  did  think 
That  her  old  gloves  were  on,  but  'twas  her  hands  j^ 
She  has  a  huswife's  hand :  but  that's  no  matter ; 
I  say,  she  never  did  invent  this  letter  3 
This  is  a  man's  invention,  and  his  hand. 

SiL  Sure,  it  is  hers. 

lios.  Why,  'tis  a  boisterous  and  cruel  style, 
A  style  for  challengers  5  why,  she  defies  me. 
Like  Turk  to  Christian  :  woman's  gentle  brain 
Could  not  drop  forth  such  giant-rude  invention. 
Such  Ethiop  words,  blacker  in  their  eifect 
Than  in  their  countenance  : — Will  you  hear  the 
letter  ? 

SiL  So  please  you,  for  I  never  heard  it  yet  5 
Yet  heard  too  much  of  Phebe's  cruelty. 

R06'.  She  Phebes  me:  Mark  how  the  tyrant 
writes. 

Jrt  thou  god  to  shepherd  tum'd,  [Pleads, 

.  That  a  maidm'ii  heart  hath  burn'd  ?■— 

'Can  a  woman  rail  thus  ? 
SiL  Call  you  this  railing  ? 

|E     Ros,  Why,  thy  godhead  laid  apart, 

War  fat  thou  with  a  woman  s  heart  f 
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Did  you  ever  hear  such  railing  ? — 

Jellies  the  eye  of  man  did  woo  me, 
That  could  do  no  vengeance^  to  me, — 

Meaning  me  a  beast.— 

If  the  6'corn  of  your  bright  eipie'^ 
Have  power  to  raise  such  love  in  mine^ 
yl lucky  in  me  what  strange  effect 
Would  thei/  work  in  mild  aspect  ? 
Hhiles  you  chid  me^  I  do  love  ; 
Iloxv  then  might  your  prayers  move  ? 
Ih\  that  brings  this  love  to  thee. 
Little  knows  this  lore  in  me : 
/hid  by  him  seal  up  thy  mind ; 
IVhether  that  thy  youth  and  kind^ 
Will  the  faithful  qfer  take 
Of  me,  and  all  that  I  can  make; 
Or  else  by  him  my  love  deny, 
And  then  Vll  study  hoio  to  die. 

SiL  Cajl  you  this  chiding  ? 

Cel,  Alas,  poor  shepherd ! 

lios.  Do  you  pity  him  ?  no,  he  deserves  no 
pity. — Wilt  thou  love  such  a  vt^oman  ? — What,  to 
make  thee  an  instrument,  and  play  false  strains 
upon  thee  !  not  to  be  endured  !-^Well,  go  your 
way  to  her,  (for  t  see,  love  hath  made  thee  a 
tame  snake,)  and  say  this  to  her; — That  if  she 
love  me,  I  charge  her  to  love  thee :  if  she  will 
not,  I  will  never  have  her,  unless  thou  entreat 
for  her.— If  you  be  a  true  lover,  hence,  and  not  a 
word ;  for  here  comes  more  company. 

lEdit  StLViUS, 

^  Mischief.  ^  Eyes. 

s  Nature. 
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Enter  Oliver, 

OIL  Good-morrow,  fair  ones:  Pray  you,  if  you 
know 
Where,  in  the  purlieus^  of  this  forest,  stands 
A  sheep-cote,  fenc'd  about  with  olive-trees  ? 

Ce/.  West  of  this  place,  down  in  the  neighbour 
bottom. 
The  rank  of  osiers,  by  the  murmuring  stream. 
Left  on  your  right  hand,  brings  you  to  the  place : 
But  at  this  hour  the  house  doth  keep  itself^ 
There's  none  within. 

OH,  If  that  an  eye  may  profit  by  a  tongue. 
Then  I  should  know  you  by  description  ; 
Such  garments,  and  such  years  :   T/ie  boij  is  fair. 
Of  Jan  ale  favour,  and  bestows  himself 
hike  a  ripe  sister :  but  the  icoinan  low, 
A?id  browner  than  her  brother.     Are  not  you 
The  owner  of  the  house  I  did  inquire  for  ? 

Cel,  It  is  no  boast,  being  ask'd,  to  say,  we  are. 

OH,    Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both  3 
And  to  that  youth,  he  calls  his  Rosalind, 
He  sends  this  bloody  napkin  5^  Are  you  he  ? 

lios,  1  am :  What  must  we  understand  by  this  ? 
,     OH,  Some  of  my  shame ;  if  you  will  know  of  me 
What  man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why,  and  where 
This  handkerchief  was  stain'd. 

Cel,  1  pray  you,  tell  it. 

OH,  When  last  the  young  Orlando  parted  from 
you. 
He  left  a  promise  to  return  again 
;  Within  an  hour ;  and,  pacing  through  the  forest^ 
'  Chewing  the  food  of  sv/eet  and  bitter  fancy, 
Lo,  what  befel !  he  threw  his  eye  aside. 
And,  mark,  what  object  did  present  itself! 

9  Environs  of  a  forest.  *  Handkerchief. 
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Under  an  oak,  whose  boughs  were  moss'd  with 

age^ 
And  high  top  bald  with  dry  antiquity, 
A  wretched  ragged  man,  o'ergrown  with  hair. 
Lay  sleeping  on  his  back  :  about  his  neck 
A  green  and  gilded  snake  had  wreath'd  itself, 
Who  with  her  head,  nimble  in  threats,  approach'd 
The  opening  of  his  mouth  ;  but  suddenly- 
Seeing  Orlando,  it  unlink'd  itself. 
And  with  indented  glides  did  slip  away 
Into  a  bush  :  under  which  bush's  shade 
A  lioness,  with  udders  all  drawn  dry. 
Lay  couching,  head  on  ground,  witlt  catlike  watcb. 
When  that  the  sleeping  man  shoiild  stir )  for  'tis 
The  royal  disposition  of  that  beast. 
To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  seem  as  dead : 
This  seen,  Orlando  did  approach  the  man. 
And  found  it  was  his  brother,  his  elder  brother, 

Ceh  O,  I  have  heard  him  speak  of  that  same 
brother 5 
And  he  did  render^  him  the  most  unnatural 
That  liv'd  'mongst  men. 

OH,  And  well  he  might  so  do. 

For  well  I  know  he  was  unnatural. 

Ros.  But,  to  Orlando  -, — Did  he  leave  him  there. 
Food  to  the  suck'd  and  hungry  lioness  ? 

OIL  Twice  did  he  turn  his  back,  and  purpos'd 
so : 
But  kindness,  nobler  ever  than  revenge. 
And  nature,  stronger  than  his  just  occasion. 
Made  him  give  battle  to  the  lioness. 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him  ;  in  which  hurtling^  j 
From  miserable  slumber  I  awak'd,  ^ 

CeL  Are  you  his  brother  ? 

lio6\  Was  it  you  he  rescu'd  I 

»  Describe.  3  Scuffle, 
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CeL  Was't  you  that  did  so  oft  contrive  to  kill 

him  ? 
0//.  'Twas  I ;  but  'tis  not  I :  I  do  not  shame 
To  tell  you  what  I  was,  since  my  conversion 
So  sweetly  tastes^,  being  the  thing  I  am. 
Ros,  But^  for  tlie  bloody  napkin  ? — 
0/7.  By,  and  by. 

When  from  the  first  to  last,  betwixt  us  two. 
Tears  our  recountments  had  most  kindly  bath'dj 

As,  how  I  came  into  that  desert  place ; 

In  briei^,  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  duke. 
Who  gave  me  fresh  array,  and  entertainment^ 
Committing  me  unto  my  brother's  love  5 
Who  led  me  instantly  unto  his  cave. 
There  stripp'd  himself,  and  here  upon  his  arm 
The  lioness  had  torn  some  ilesh  away. 
Which  all  this  while  had  bled ;  and  now  he  fainted^ 
And  cry'.d,  in  fainting,  upon  Rosalind. 
Brief,  I  recover'd  him  3  bound  up  his  w^ound  ; 
*And,  after  some  small  space,  bemg  strong  at  hearty 
He  sent  nie  hither,  stranger  as  I  am. 
To  tell  this  story,  that  you  might  excuse 
His  broken  promise,  and  to  give  this  napkin, 
Dy'd  in  this  blood  -,  unto  the  shepherd  youth 
That  he  in  sport  doth  call  his  Rosalind. 
^'^  Ccl.  Why,  how  now,  Ganymede?  sweet  Gany- 
mede? [Rosalind  /r//;7/^.v. 
OH,  Many  wdll  swoon  w^hen  they  do  look  on 

blood. 
Ccl,  There  is  more  in  it :— -Cousin-^Ganymede ! 
0:i.  Look,  he  recovers. 
Roi>,  I  w^ould,  I  were  at  home. 

II  CcL  Well  lead  you  thither  : — 

III  pray  you,  will  you  take  him  by  the  arm  ? 

Oli.  Be  of  good  cheer,  youth  ; — You  a  man?— 
You  lack  a  man's  heart. 
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Ros,  I  do  so^  I  confess  it.  Ah^  sir,  a  body 
would  think  this  was  well  counterfeited :  I  pray 
you,  tell  your  brother  how  well  I  counterfeited.— 
Heigh  ho ! — 

OIL  This  was  not  counterfeit ;  there  is  too  great 
testimony  in  your  complexion^  that  it  was  a  passion 
of  earnest. 

Eos,  Counterfeit,  I  assure  you. 

OIL  Well  then,  take  a  good  heart,  and  counter- 
feit to  be  a  man. 

Ros.  So  I  do :  but,  i'faith  I  should  have  been 
a  woman  by  right. 

CcL  Come,  you  look  paler  and  paler;  pray  you, 
draw  homewards: — Good  sir,  go  with  us. 

OH,  That  will  I,  for  I  must  bear  answer  back 
How  you  excuse  my  brother,  Rosalind. 

Ros,  I  shall  devise  something  :  But,  I  pray  you, 
commend  my  counterfeiting  to  him : — Will  you 
go  ?  lExfunt. 

ACT  V, 

SCENE  I,     The  mme. 

E/iter  ToueiisTONE  and  Audrey. 

Touch.  We  shall  find  a  time,  Audreys  patience^ 
gentle  Audrey. 

JikL  'Faith,  the  priest  was  good  enough,  for 
all  the  old  gentleman's  saying. 

Touch.  A  most  wicked  sir  Oliver,  Audrey,  a 
most  vile  Mar-text.  But,  Audrey,  there  is  a  youth 
here  in  the  forest  lays  claim  to  you. 

Avd,  Ay,  I  know  who  'tis ,  he  hath  no  interest 
In  me  in  the  world :  here  cojues  the  man  you 
m/ian. 
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Enter  William. 

Touch.  It  is  meat  and  drink  to  me  to  see  a 
clown  :  By  my  troth,  we  that  have  good  wits, 
have  much  to  answer  for 5  we  shall  be  flouting} 
we  cannot  hold. 

li'llL  Good  even,  Audrey. 

Aud.  God  ye  good  even,  William. 

WHL  And  good  even  to  you,  sir. 

To2ic/i,  Good  even,  gentle  friend:  Cover  thy 
head,  cover  thy  head ;  nay,  pr*ythee,  be  covered. 
How  old  are  you,  friend  ^ 

fVilL  Five  and  twenty,  sir. 

Touc/i,  A  ripe  age  ;  Is  thy  name/ William  ? 

WilL  William,  sir. 

Touch,  A  fair  name :  Wast  born  i'  the  forest  here  ? 

JVill.  Ay,  sir,  I  thank  God. 

Touch,  Thank  God; — a  good  answer :  Art  rich  ? 
,.  WUl.  'Faith,  sir,  so,  so.    . 

Touch,  Soy  so,  is  good,  very  good,  very  ex* 
cellent  good  : — and  yet  it  is  not  3  it  is  but  so  so. 
Art  thou  wise  ? 

lyi/I.  Ay,  sir,  I  have  a  pretty  wit. 

'Touch,  Why,  thou  say'st  well.  I  do  now  re- 
member a  sayings  The  fool  doth  think  he  is  wisCy 
but  the  zcisc  man  knows  himse/f  to  be  a  fool.  The 
heathen  philosopher,  when  he  had  a  desire  to  eat 
a  grape,  would  open  his  lips  when  he  put  it  into 
his  mouthy  meaning  thereby,  that  grapes  were 
made  to  eat^  and  lips  to  open.  You  do  love  this 
r^aid  ? 

I    Jim.  I  do,  sir. 

I    Touch.  Give  me  your  hand:  Art  thou  learned? 
I    Will  No,  sir. 

Touch.  Then  learn  this  of  me;  To  have,  is  to 
ha\;e  :  For  it  is  a  figure  in  rhetorick^  that  drink^ 

VOL,    II.  Q  Q 
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being  poured  out  of  a  cup  into  a  glass>  by  filling 
the  one  doth  empty  the  other :  For  all  your  writers 
do  consent,  that  ipst  is  he  3  now  you  are  not  ipsv^ 
for  I  am  he. 

WilL  Which  he,  sir  ? 

Touch,  He,  sir,  that  must  marry  this  woman : 
Therefore,  you  clown,  abandon, — which  is  in  the 
vulgar,  leave, — the  society, — which  in  the  boorish 
is,  company, — of  this  female, — which  in  the  com- 
mon is, — woman,  which  together  is,  abandon  the 
society  of  this  female ;  or,  clown  thou  perishest  -, 
or,  to  thy  better  understanding,  diest^  to  wit,  I 
kill  thee,  make  thee  av/ay,  translate  thy  life  into 
death,  thy  liberty  into  bondage:  I  will  deal  in 
poison  with  thee,  or  in  bastinado,  or  in  steel  5  I 
will  bandy  with  thee  in  faction  5  I  will  o'er-run 
thee  wnth  policy ;  I  will  kill  thee  a  hundi-ed  and 
fifty  ways  j  tlierefore  tremble,  and  depart. 

^■lud.  Do,  good  William. 

UilL  God  rest  you  merry,  sir.  [Exit, 

Enter  CoRix. 

Co}\  Our  master  and  mistress  seek  you  3  come, 
away,  away. 

[i  uKch,  Trip,  Audrey,  trip,  Audrey  j-— I  attend, 
I  attend,  '  \^Excunto 

SCENE   H. 

I  nt  sariic. 

Enter  Orlando  (uid  Oliver. 

OrL  Is't  possible,  that  on  so  little  acquaintance 
you  should  like  her  ?  that,  but  seeing,  you  should 
love  her  ?  and,  loving,  woo  ?  and,  wooing,  she 
should  grant?  and  will  you  persevcr  to  enjoy 
her? 
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OU.  Neither  call  the  giddiness  of  it  in  question^ 
the  poverty  of  her^  the  small  acquaintance,  my 
sudden  wooing,  nor  her  sudden  consenting  5  but 
say  with  me,  I  love  Aliena ;  say  with  her,  that 
she  loves  me^  consent  with  both,  that  we  may 
enjoy  each  other :  it  shall  be  to  your  good ;  for 
my  father's  house,  and  all  the  revenue  that  was 
old  sir  Rowland's,  will  I  estate  upon  you^  and 
here  live  and  die  a  shepherd. 

Enter  Rosalind. 

0/7.  You  have  my  consent.  Let  your  wedding 
be  to-morrow :  thither  will  I  invite  the  duke,  and 
all  his  contented  followers  :  Go  you,  and  prepare 
Aliena )  for,  look  you,  here  comes  my  Rosalind, 

llos,  God  save  you,  brother. 

on.  And  you,  fair  sister. 

llos,  O,  my  dear  Orlando,  how  it  grieves  ni« 
to  see  thee  wear  thy  heart  in  a  scarf. 

Orl,  It  is  my  arm. 

Ros,  I  thought,  thy  heart  had  been  wounded 
with  the  claws  of  a  lion. 

Orl,  Wounded  it  is,  but  with  the  eyes  of  a 
lady. 

lios.  Did  your  brother  tell  you  how  I  counter- 
feited to  swoon,  when  he  showed  me  your  hand- 
kerchief? 

0/7.  Ay,  and  greater  wonders  than  that. 

Ros.  O,  I  know  where  you  are : — Nay,  'ti$ 
true:  there  was  never  any  thing  so  sudden,  but 
the  tight  of  two  rams,  and  Caesar's  thrasonical 
brag  of — I  came,  saiv,  and  overcame:  For  your 
^brother  and  my  sister  no  sooner  met,  but  they 
Mooked  5  no  sooner  looked,  but  they  loved,  no 
sooner  loved,  but  tliey  sighed  5  no  sooner  sighed, 
but  they  asked  one  another  the  reason  3  no  sooner 
-  Q  Q  2 
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knew  the  reason,  but  they  sought  the  remedy : 
and  in  these  degrees  iiave  they  made  a  pair  of 
stairs  to  marriage,  which  they  will  climb  incon- 
tinent, or  else  be  incontinent  before  marriage  : 
they  are  in  the  very  wrath  of  love,  and  they  will 
together  ;  clubs  cannot  part  them. 

0/7.  They  shall  be  married  to-morrow ;  and  I 
will  bid  the  duke  to  the  nuptial.  But,  O,  how 
bitter  a  thing  it  is  to  look  into  happiness  through 
another  man's  eyes  !  By  so  much  the  more  shall  I 
to-morrow  be  at  the  height  of  heart -heaviness,  by 
how  much  I  shall  think  my  brother  happy,  in 
having  what  he  wishes  for. 

Ros.  Why  then,  to-morrov/  I  cannot  serve  your 
turn  for  Rosalind  ? 

OrL  I  can  live  no  longer  by  thinking. 

Ros.  I  will  weary  you  no  longer  then  with  idle 
talking.  Know  of  me  then,  (for  now  I  speak  to 
some  purpose,)  that  I  know  you  are  a  gentleman 
of  good  conceit:  I  speak  not  this,  that  you  should 
bear  a  good  opinion  of. my  knowledge,  insomuch, 
I  say,  I  know  you  are^  neither  do  I  labour  for  a 
greater  esteem  than  may  in  some  little  measure 
draw  a  belief  from  you,  to  do  yourself  good,  and 
not  to  grace  me.  Believe  then,  if  you  please,  that 
I  can  do  strange  things :  I  have,  since  I  was  three 
years  old,  conversed  with  a  magician,  most  pro- 
found in  this  art,  and  yet  not  damnable.  If  you 
you  do  love  Rosalind  so  near  the  heart  as  your 
gesture  cries  it  out,  when  your  brother  marries 
Aliena,  shall  you  marry  her :  I  know  into  what 
straits  of  fortune  she  is  driven  5  and  it  is  not  im- 
possible to  me,  if  it  appear  not  inconvenient  to 
you,  to  set  her  before  your  eyes  to-morrow,  hu- 
man as  she  is,  and  without  any  danger. 

0/7.  Speakest  thou  in  sober  meanings  ? 

Ros.  By  my  life,  I  do  j  which  I  tender  dearly, 
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though  I  say  I  am  a  magician:  Therefore^  put 
you  in  your  best  array,  bid  ^  your  friends  ;  for  if 
you  will  be  married  to-morrow,  you  shall )  and 
to  Rosalind,  if  you  will. 

Enter  Silvius  and  Piiebe. 

Look,  here  comes  a  lover  of  mine,  and  a  lover  of 
hers. 

F/ic,  Youth,  you  have, done  me  much  ungentle- 
ness. 
To  show  the  letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

Ros.  I  care  not,  if  I  have  :   it  is  my  study. 
To  seem  despiteful  and  ungentle  to  you  : 
You  are  there  follow'd  by  a  faithful  shepherd ; 
Look  upon  him,  love  him ;  he  worships  you. 

r/ic.  Good  shepherd,  tell  this  youth  what  'tis 
to  love. 

*S7/.  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  sighs  and  tears  5 — 
And  so  am  I  for  Phebe. 

F/iv.  And  I  for  Ganymede* 

0/7.  And  I  for  Rosalind. 

lios.  And  I  for  no  woman. 

67/.  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  faith  and  service  j—- 
And  so  am  I  for  Phebe. 

r/ic.  And  I  for  Ganymede. 

OrL  And  I  for  Rosalind. 

Jios,  And  I  for  no  woman. 

677.  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantasy. 
All  made  of  passion,  and  all  made  of  wishes  5 
All  adoration,  duty  and  observance, 
Ail  humbleness,  all  patience,  and  impatience. 
All  purity,  all  trial,  all  observance  3 — - 
,.  And  so  am  I  for  Phebe. 
I ,     Phc,  And  so  am  I  for  Ganymede. 

0/7.  And  so  am  I  for  Rosalind. 
QQ  3 
3  Inviic. 
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Ros,  And  so  am  I  for  no  woman. 

P/ie.    If  this  be  so,  why  blame  you  me  to  love 

you?  [7o  ROSALIIS  D. 

SiL  If  this  be  so^  why  blame  you  me  to  love 
you?  [7b  Phebe. 

6/7.  If  this  be  so,  why  blame  you  me  to  love 
you? 

Ros,  Who  do  you  speak  to,  xvhy  blame  you  mc 
to  love  you  P 

OrL  To  hei%  that  is  not  here,  nor  doth  not  hear. 

Ros,  Pray  you,  no  more  of  this  5  'tis  like  the 
howling  of  Irish  wolves  against  the  moon. — I  will 
help  you,  [7b  SiLvius]  if  I  can  : — I  would  love 
you,  [7b  Pjiebe]  if  I  could. — To-morrow  meet 
me  all  togetlier. — I  will  marry  you,  [To  Phebe] 
if  ever  I  marry  woman,  and  I'll  be  married  to- 
morrow:— I  will  satisfy  you,  [7b  Orlando"]  if 
ever  I  satisfied  man,  and  you  shall  be  married  to- 
morrow : — I  will  content  you,  [7'o  StLVius]  if^! 
what  pleases  you  contents  you,  and  you  shall  be 
married  to-morrow.  —  As  you  [7b  Orlando] 
love  Rosalind,  meet; — as  you,  [To  Silvius] 
love  Phebe,  meet;  And  as  I  love  no  woman,  I'll 
meet.— So,  fare  you  well ;  I  have  left  you  com- 
mands. 
'    ^7/.  I'll  not  fail,  if  I  live. 

Fhc.  Nor  I. 

OrL  Nor  I. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE   III. 

The  same. 

Enter  Touchstone  and  Audrey, 

Touch.  To-morrow  is  the  joyful  day,  Audrey  j 
to-m,orrow  will  we  be  married. 
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j-hid.  I  do  desire  it  with  all  my  heart :  and  I 
hope  it  is  no  dishonest  desire,  to  desire  to  be  a 
woman  of  the  world.  ^  Here  comes  two  of  tb« 
banished  duke*s  pages. 

Enter  txvo  Pages. 

1  Fage,  Well  met,  honest  gentleman. 
Touch.  By  my  troth,  well  met:  Come,  sit,  sif^ 

^nd  a  song. 

2  Fogt.  We  are  for  you :  sit  I'the  middle. 

1  Page.  Shall  we  clap  into't  roundly,  without 
hawking,  or  spitting,  or  saying  we  are  hoarse ; 
V'liich  are  tiie  only  prologues  to  a  bad  voice  ? 

2  Fage,  rfaith,  i'faith  j  and  botli  in  a  tuue^ 
like  two  gypsies  on  a  horse. 

SONG. 

I. 

It  wa»  a  lorer,  and  his  lass. 

With  a  hcAjy  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino. 
That  o'er  the  green  corn-Jield  did  pass 

In  tJie  spring  time,  the  only  pretty  rank  ti/ne^ 
When  birds  do  sifig,  hey  ding  a  ding^  ding  ; 
Sivect  lovers  lo%e  the  spring., 

II. 

Bctxceen  the  acres  of  the  rye. 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  noninOjf 
,3'hese  pretty  country  folks  would  lie. 
In  spring  time,  &c. 


III. 

I  This  carol  they  began  that  hour, 
]  With  a  hey,  and  a  hoj  and 


a  hey  nonino. 
How  that  a  life  was  but  a  flower 
In  spring  time,  &c. 

♦  A  married  woraautu 
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IV. 

Afid  therefore  fake  the  present  time. 

With  a  heijy  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino  ; 

For  love  w  croxvned  zvith  the  prime 
In  spring  time,  &c. 

Touch.  Truly,  young  gentlemen,  though  there 
was  no  greater  matter  in  the  ditty,  yet  the  note 
was  very  untuneable. 

1  Page,  You  are  deceived^  sir  5  we  kept  time, 
we  lost  not  our  time. 

Touch,  By  my  troth,  yes  ^  I  count  it  but  time 
lost  to  hear  such  a  foolish  song.  God  be  with 
you 3  and  God  mend  your  voices!  Come,  Audrey, 

[^Exeunt, 
SCENE   IV, 

Another  part  of  the  Forest, 

Enter  Duke  senior.  Am  i  ens,  J  a  q  u  es,  Orl  a  n  do^ 
Oliver,  and  Cklia. 

Duhe  S.  Dost  thou  believe,  Orlando,  that  the  boy 
Can  do  all  this  that  he  hath  promised  ? 

0/7.  I  sometimes  do  believe,  and  sometimes  do 
not; 
As  those  that  fear  they  hope,  and  know  they  fear. 

Enter  Rosalind,  Silviuh,  and  Phebe. 

Ros^  Patience  once  more,  whiles  our  compaqj: 

is  urg'd  : ■ 

You  say^  if  I  bring  in  your  Pvosalind, 

I'io  the  Duke. 
You  will  bestow  her  on  Orlando  here  ? 

Duke  S,  That  would  I,  had  1  kingdoms  to  give 

with  her. 
Ros»   And  you  say,  y©u  will  have  her,  when  I 
bring  her  ?  [To  Oul a n  do. 
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OrL  That  would  l,  were  I  of  all  kingdoms  king. 
Ros,  You  say,  you'll  marry  me,  if  I  be  willing  ? 

\To  PlIEBE. 

Phe.  That  will  I,  should  I  die  the  hour  after. 
J{o,s'.  But^  if  you  do  refuse  to  marry  me. 
You'll  give  yourself  to  this  most  faithful  shepherd  ? 
Phe,  So  is  the  bargain. 

lias.  You  say,  that  you'll  have  Phebe,  if  she 

will  ?  [^Fo  Si L VI us. 

SiL  Though  to  have  her  and  death  were  both 

one  thing. 
Kos.  1  have  promised  to  make  all  this  matter 
even. 
Keep  you  your  word,    O  duke,    to   give  your 

daughter  j — 
You  yours,  Orlando,  to  receive  his  daughter  :— 
Keep  your  word,  Phebe,  that  you'll  mairy  me  j 
I  Or  else,  refusing  me,  to  wed  this  shepherd  :— 
Keep  your  word,  Silvius,  that  you'll  marry  her. 
If  she  refuse  me  : — and  from  hence  I  go. 
To  make  these  doubts  all  even. 

[^Exeunt  Rosalind  and  Celui. 
Dnke  S.  I  do  remember  in  this  shepherd-boy 
Some  lively  touches  of  my  daughter's  favour. 

OrL  My  lord,  the  first  time  that  I  ever  saw  him. 
Me  thought  he  was  a  brother  to  your  daughter  : 
But,  my  good  lord,  this  boy  is  foresL-bornj 
And  hath  been  tutor'd  in  the  rudiments 
Of  many  desperate  studies  by  his  uncle. 
Whom  he  reports  to  be  a  great  magician. 
Obscured  in  the  circle  of  this  forest. 

I  Enter  Touchstone  a?id  Audrey. 

Jaq,  There  is,  sure,  anotlier  flood  toward,  an(} 
these  couples  are  coming  to  the  ark  !  Here  comes 
a  pair  of  very  strange  beasts,  which  in  all  tongues 
are  called  fools. 
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Touch  Salutation  and  greeting  to  you  all ! 

Jag,  Good  my  lord,  bid  him  welcome  5  This  i$i 
the  motley-minded  gentleman,  that  I  have  so  often 
met  in  the  forest:  he  hath  been  a  courtier,  he 
swears. 

Touch.  If  any  man  doubt  that,  let  him  put  me 
to  my  purgation.  I  have  trod  a  measure  ;5  i  have 
flattered  a  lady^  I  have  been  politick  with  my 
friend,  smooth  with  mine  enemy  ',  I  have  undone 
three  tailors  5  1  have  had  four  quarrels,  and  like 
to  have  fought  one. 

Jaq,  And  how  was  that  ta'en  up  ? 

Touch,  'Faith,  we  met,  and  found  the  quarrel 
was  upon  the  seventh  cause. 

Jag.  How  seventh  cause  ? — Good  my  lord^  like 
this  fellow. 

Duke  S,  I  like  him  very  well. 

Touch.  God'ild  you,  sir,  I  desire  you  of  the 
like.  1  press  in  here,  sir,  amongst  the  rest  of  the 
country  copulatives,  to  swear,  and  to  forswear  5 
according  as  marriage  binds,  and  blood  breaks  :— - 
A  poor  virgin,  sir,  an  ill-favoured  tiling,  sir,  but 
mine  own ;  a  poor  humour  of  mine,  sir,  to  take 
that  that  no  man  else  will :  Rich  honesty  dwells 
like  a  miser,  sir,  in  a  poor-house  5  as  your  pearly 
in  your  foul  oyster. 

Duke  aS.  By  my  faith,  he  is  very  swift  and  sen- 
tentious.   ' 

Touch.  According  to  the  fool's  bolt,  sir,  and 
such  dulcet  diseases. 

Jag.  But,  for  tlie  seventh  cause  5  how  did  you 
find  the  quarrel  on  the  seventli  cause  ? 

Touch,  Upon  a  lie  seven  times  removed; — Bear 
your  body  more  seeming,^'  Audrey  : — as  thus,  sir. 
I  did  dislike  the  cut  of  a  certain  courtier's  beard  5 

5  A  stately  solemn  dance.  ^  Seemly. 


Scene  IV.  as  you  like  it.  453 

he  sent  me  word,  if  I  said  his  beard  was  not  cut 
well,  he  was  in  the  mind  it  was  :  This  is  called 
the  Retort  courteous.  It'  I  sent  him  word  again, 
it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  send  me  word,  he 
cut  it  to  please  himself:  This  is  called  the  Quip 
9uodest,  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  disabled 
my  judgment:  This  is  caird  the  Reply  churlish. 
If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  answer,  I 
spake  not  true  :  This  is  call'd  the  Reproot' valiant. 
If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  say,  I  lie : 
This  is  called  the  Countercheck  quarrelsome:  and 
i^o  to  the  Lie  circumstantial,  and  the  Lie  direct. 
'  Jaq.  And  how  oft  did  you  say,  his  beard  was 
not  well  cut  ? 

',.    Touch.  I  durst  go  no  further  than  the  Lie  cir-^ 
rcumstantial,  nor  he  durst  not  give  me  the  Lie 
direct ;  and  so  we  m^easured  swords,  and  parted. 
f    Jaq.  Can  you  nominate  in  order  now  the  de- 
:^rees  of  the  lie  ? 

Touch.  O  sir,  we  quarrel  in  print,  by  the  book^ 
as  you  have  books  for  good  manners :  I  will  name 
you  the  degrees.  The  lirst,  the  Retort  courteous  ,• 
the  second,  the  Quip  modest;  the  third,  the  Re- 
ply churlish  5  the  fourth,  the  Reproof  valiant  3  the 
fifth,  the  Countercheck  quarrelsome  5  the  sixth, 
tlie  Lie  with  circumstance  >  the  seventh,  the  Lie 
dh-ect.  Ail  these  you  may  avoid,  but  the  lie 
direct  5  and  you  may  avoid  that  too,  with  an  If. 
I  knew  when  seven  justices  could  not  take  up  a 
^jiiarrel^  but  when  the  parties  were  met  them- 
selves, one  of  them  thought  but  of  an  //,  as.  If 
?iou  said  so,  then  1  said  so ;  and  they  shook  hands, 
^and  swore  brothers.  Your  7/  is  the  only  peace- 
|;Tiaker  ^  much  virtue  in  If. 

Jaq.  Is  not  this  a  rare  felloW;,  my  lord?  he*s as 
,good  at  any  thing,  and  yet  a  fool. 
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Duke  S.    He  uses   his   folly  like   a   stalking- 
horse^  and  under  the  presentation  of  that^    he| 
shoots  his  wit. 

Enter  Hymen,    leading  Rosalind  in  wo7nan's\ 
clothes;  and  Celia. 

Still  Musick. 

Hym.    The7i  is  there  mirth  in  hear  en, 
„    When  earthly  things  made  even 
Atone  together. 
Good  duke,  receive  thy  daughter. 
Hymen  from  heaven  brought  hcr^ 
'■'■%':  -fWed,  brought  her  hither  ; 
That  thou  mighVstjoin  her  hand  rcith  his. 
Whose  heart  within  her  bosom  is. 

Ros.  To  you  I  give  myself,  for  I  am  yours. 

[7b  Duke  S, 
To  you  I  give  myself,  for  I  am  yours. 

[To  Orlando, 
Duke  S.  If  there  be  tmth  in  sight,  you  are  my 

daughter. 
Orl,  If  there  be  truth  in  sight,  yoa  are  my  Ilo' 

salind. 
P/u\  If  sight  and  shape  be  true. 
Why  then, — my  love  adieu  ! 

Itos.  I'll  have  no  father,  if  you  be  not  he  : —  - 

[To  Duke  S. 
I'll  have  no  husband,  if  you  be  not  he  : — 

[To  Orlando, 
Nor  ne'er  wed  woman,  if  you  be  not  she. 

[To  Pixebe. 
Ilyw,    Peace,  ho !  I  bar  confusion  : 
'Tis  I  must  make  conclusion 
Of  these  most  strange  events : 
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Here's  eight  that  must  take  hands^ 
To  join  in  flymen's  bands. 
If  truth  holds  true  contents.'^ 
You  and  you  no  cross  shall  part : 

[^Fo  Orlando  and  Rosalind, 
You  and  you  are  heart  in  heart  : 

\To  Oliver  and  Celia- 
You  \To  Phebe]  to  his  love  must  accord. 
Or  have  a  woman  to  your  lord : — 
You  and  you  are  sure  together, 
\  [To  Touchstone  and  Audrey. 

As  the  winter  to  foul  weather .- 
Whiles  a  wedlock-hymn  we  sing. 
Feed  yourselves  v/ith  questioning ; 
That  reason  wonder  may  diminish. 
How  thus  we  met,  and  these  things  finish, 

SONG, 

Wedding  is  great  Juno's  crown; 

0  blessed  bond  of  board  and  bed  ! 
^Tis  Humcn  peoples  every  toim  ; 

High  wedlock  then  be  honoured : 
Honour,  high  honour  and  renown. 
To  Hymen,  god  of  every  town  ! 

Duke  S,  O  my  dear  niece^  welcome  thou  art 
to  me ; 
Even  daughter,  welcome  in  no  less  degree. 

rhc.  I  will  not  eat  my  word,  now  thou  art 
,  mine ; 

^Tliy  faith  my  fancy  to  thee  doth  combine.^ 
|.  [To  SiLVlUS. 

I       9QUII.  R  R 

^  Unless  truth  fails  of  veracity-, 
3  Bind, 


456  AS    YOU    LIKE    IT.  Act  V, 

iLnfcr  Jaques  de  Bois. 

Jaq,  de  B,  Let  me  hare  audience  for  a  word, 
or  two  ^ 
I  am  the  second  son  of  old  sir  Rowland, 
That  bring  thc^e  tidings  to  this  fair  assembly : — 
Duke  Frederick,  hearin^g  how  that  every  day 
Men  of  great  wortli  resorted  to  thirs  forest. 
Addressed  a  mighty  power  !  which  were  on  foot. 
In  his  own  conduct,  purposely  to  take 
His  brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  sword : 
And  to  the  skirts  of  tliis  wild  wood  he  came; 
Where,  meeting  with  an  old  religious  man. 
After  some  question  with  him^  was  converted 
Both  from  his  enterprize,  and  from  the  world : 
His  crown  bequeathing  to  hishanish'd  brother. 
And  all  their  lands  res  tor 'd  to  them  again 
That  were  with  him  exil'd :  This  to  be  tme, 
I  do  engage  my  life. 

Duke  S.  Welcome,  young  man  } 

Thou  offer' st  fairly  to  thy  brothers,  wedding  : 
To  one,  his  lands  with-held;  and  to  the  other, 
A  land  itself  at  large,  a  potent  dukedom. 
First,  in  this  forest,  let  us  do  those  ends 
That  here  were  well  begun,  and  well  begot: 
And  after,  every  of  this  happy  number, 
That  have  endur'd  shrewd  days  and  nights  with  uS; 
Shall  share  the  good  of  our  returned  fortune. 
According  to  the  measure  of  their  states. 
Meantime,  forget  this  new-falFn  dignity. 
And  f:.li  into  our  rustick  revelry  : — 
Piay,  niusick  5 — and  you  brides  and  bridegrooms  all^ 
With  measure  hcap'd  in  joy,  to  the  measures  fall. 

Jaq,    Sir,  by  your  patience;  If  I  lieard  you 
rigatly. 
The  duke  hatii  put  on  a  religions  life. 
And  thrown  into  neglect  the  pompous  court  ^ 
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Jaq.  (k  B.  He  hath. 

Jaq.  To  him  will  I :   out  of  these  convertites 
There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  karn'd. — 
You  to  your  former  honour  I  bequeath ; 

['/V>  Doike  S. 
Your  patience,  and  your  virtue,  well  deserves  it  :-— 
You  [7b  OiiLANDo]  to  a  love,  that  your  true 

faith  des^th  merit : — 
You  [To  Olivt:r]  to  your  land,  a'nd  Icv^,  and 

great  allies  : — 
You  [To  SiLvius]  to  a  long  and  well  deserved 

bed ; — 
And  you  ['Jo  Touch  stoke]  to  wrangling;  for 

thy  loving  voyage 
Is  but  for  two  months  victuard : — ^^So  to  your 

pleasures ; 
I  am  for  other  than  for  dancing  measures. 
Duke  S.  Stay,  Jaques,  stay. 
Jaq.  To  see  no  pastime,  I : — what  you  would 
have 
ril  stay  to  know  at  your  abandon'd  cave.     [Erif, 
DulicS,  Pix)ceed,  proceed:  we  will  begin  these 
rites, 
And  we  do  trust  they'll  end,  in  true  delights. 

lA  dance. 

EPILOGUE. 

Ilos,  It  is  not  the  fashion  to  see  the  lady  the 
epilogue  :  but  it  is  no  more  unhandsome,  than  to 
I  see  the  lord  the  prologue.  If  it  be  true,  that 
\  good  xvine  needs  no  bush,  *tis  true,  that  a  good 
I  play  needs  no  epilogue :  Yet  to  good  wine  they 
I  do  use  Sped  bushes  ;  and  good  plays  prove  the 
\  better  by  the  help  of  good  epilogues.  What  a 
case  am  I  in  then,  that  am  neither  a  good  epi- 
'   ]ogue>  nor  cannot  insinuate  with  you  in  the  be- 

4. 
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half  of  a  good  play?  I  am  not  furnished  ^  like  a 
beggar,  therefore  to  beg  will  not  become  me  : 
my  way  is,  to  conjure  you ;  and  I'll  begin  with 
the  women.  I  charge  you,  O  women,  for  the 
love  you  bear  to  men,  to  like  as  much  of  this 
play  as  please  them  :  and  so  I  charge  you,  O  mehj 
for  the  love  you  bear  to  women,  (as  I  perceive 
by  your  simpering,  none  of  you  hate  them,)  that 
between  you  and  the  women,  the  play  may 
please.  If  I  were  a  woman,  I  would  kiss  as 
many  of  you  as  had  beards  that  pleased  me,  com- 
plexions that  liked  me,*  and  breaths  that  I.  defied 
not:  and,  I  am  sure,  as  many  as  have  good 
beards,  or  good  faces,  or  sweet  breaths,  will,  for 
my  kind  offer^  when  I  make  curt'sy,  bid  m^e  fare- 
well. '  [^Rieunt^ 

Of  this  play  the  fable  is  wild  and  pleasing.  I  know 
not  how  the  ladies  will  approve  the  facility  v/ith  which 
both  Rosalind  and  Celia  give  away  their  hearts.  To  Celia 
much  may  be  forgiven  for  the  heroism  of  her  friendship. 
The  character  of  Jaques  is  natural  and  well  preserved. 
The  comick  dialogue  is  very  sprightly,  with  less  mixture 
of  low  buttbonery  than  in  some  other  plays;  and  the  graver 
part  is  elegant  and  harmonious.  By  hastening  to  the  end  of 
1  his  work,  Shakspeare  suppressed  the  dialogue  between  the 
•  usurper  and  the  hermit,  and  lost  an  opportunity  of  exhibit- 
ing a  moral  lesson  in  which  he  miglit  have  fuund  matter 
worthy  of  his  highest  powers.  Jouks^h. 

9  Dressed.  '  That  I  liked. 
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